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WORK  &  PLAY  WITH  HERBERT  SPENCER 

At  the  centennial  of  Herbert  Spencer's  birth,  we  congratulate  our  readers 
and  ourselves  upon  our  being  able  to  give  them  the  following  reminiscences 
from  an  author  who  was  for  five  years  his  secretary. — Ed. 

THOSE  who  have  read  Herbert  Spencer's  story  of 
his  own  life  will  recall  that,  during  his  early  man- 
hood, he  was  engaged  in  a  subordinate  capacity  in  building 
railways  in  England.    In  the  Spring  of  1882,  I  stood  with 
him  on  a  bridge  crossing  the  tracks  of  the  London  and 
Northwestern  Railway  at  Harrow  Road,  near  Willesden 
Junction;   and   he   pointed  to  the   sloping  embankment 
edging  the  railway  as  one  that  he  had  constructed  forty- 
four  years  earlier.    A  short  distance  across  the  fields  we 
could  see  a  farm-house  at  which  he  had  lodged  when  so 
engaged;  and  it  was  while  returning  to  this  lodging  that 
he  had  had  an  exciting  adventure  with  a  runaway  truck. 
This  he  narrated  as  we  leaned  on  the  parapet  of  the  bridge. 
The  story  is  tamely  told  in  the  Autobiography,  where  it 
lacks  the  vivid,  colorful  quality  it  had  when  I  first  heard  it. 
The  occasion  was  on  one  of  those  delightful  walks  in 
which  Spencer  was  wont  to  indulge  when  his  work  was 
possible  without  frequent  reference  to  notes.     Taking  a 
cab  or,  train  to  the  outskirts  of  London,  we  would  start 
briskly  across  the  country  by  paths  known  to  him  from 
long  familiarity;  and,  finding  a  grassy  knoll  or  shady  nook, 
he  would  recline  with  hands  clasped  behind  his  head  and 
dictate  for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes.    Then  up  again  for  a 
brisk  spurt  of  a  mile  or  two,  until  another  quiet  spot 
tempted   to   physical   relaxation   and   the   expression   of 
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thoughts  that  had  crystallized  during  the  walk.  For  these 
walks  were  generally  silent  ones,  while  ideas  were  taking 
shape.  This  was  how  parts  of  Ecclesiastical  Institu- 
tions were  written,  especially  the  last  chapter  entitled 
"Religion:  a  Retrospect  and  Prospect." 

The  four  essays  constituting   the  volume  Man  versus 
the  State,  were  dictated  in  the  intervals  between  games 
of  quoits  which  we  used  to  play  in  a  garden  behind  the  old 
tavern  William  the  Fourth,  nearly  opposite  the  gates  of 
Kensal  Green  cemetery.    Here  Spencer  paid  a  few  shillings 
a  week  for  the  privilege  of  working  in  a  beery-smelling 
room  with  sanded  floor  just  off  the  tap  room,  and  a  piece 
of  the  garden  behind   in  which   to  play  quoits.     This 
tavern  was  a  hundred  yards  or  so  beyond  the  post  mark- 
ing the  four-mile  circle  from  Charing  Cross;  and  the  first 
time  we  drove  there,  the  cabman  naturally  charged  the 
excess  fare  which  the  law  allowed  for  passing  beyond  the 
four-mile  limit.    Spencer  disputed  the  charge,  saying  that 
the  driver  ought  to  have  notified  us  before  passing  the 
mile  post;  and  Jehu,  recognizing  that  an  altercation  pres- 
aged no  fee,  promptly  took  up  the  challenge.    The  wordy 
warfare  that  ensued  requires  the  pen  of  a  Dickens  to  re- 
port it   faithfully.     Even   when   angry,   Spencer   talked 
*'like  a  book"  in  polysyllabics  of  Latin  derivation;  while 
Cabby  had  at  command  the  rough  Saxon  eloquence  of 
his  kind.    As  the  dispute  waxed  in  vehemence,  the  quoits, 
which  were  new,  fell  from  their  paper  wrapping  under 
Spencer's   arm,   and   I    rescued   them   from   the   gutter. 
Thereafter  it  was  his  habit  to  stop  the  cab  a  few  feet 
before  the  fateful  boundary  was  reached,  greatly  to  the 
disgust  of  the  cabman;  and  we  walked  the  rest  of  the  way, 
rejoicing  that  one  of  the  extortionate  fraternity  had  been 
disappointed  in  his  expectations.     After  a  time  permis- 
sion was  obtained  to  play  in  Kensington  Palace  Gardens, 
a  tiny  room  in  the  gatekeeper's  lodge  having  been  secured, 
for  a  small  weekly  sum,  to  work  in  during  the  intervals 
between  our  games  of  quoits. 
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At  other  times  we  have  alternately  worked  and  rowed 
in  boats  on  a  Scotch  loch  or  along  the  Sussex  shore.  In 
Scotland  we  once  played  at  fishing  from  a  boat;  but 
Spencer  quickly  tired  of  catching  perch,  which  bit  too  freely 
and  came  in  too  tamely  to  afford  sport  for  one  accustomed 
to  salmon.  I  remember  that  here  he  took  out  his  pocket 
knife  to  give  the  wriggling  fish  its  coup  de  grace,  and  he 
looked  disgusted  while  doing  it.  The  gaff  promptly 
ended  the  struggles  of  the  salmon  I  saw  him  hook;  and 
doubtless  his  sportsman's  instinct  was  thus  gratified 
without  painfully  violating  his  humanitarian  impulses. 

One  evening,  while  sitting  over  the  fire  which  the 
Scotch  evening  chill  made  comfortable,  and  sipping  glasses 
of  hot  toddy  —  the  wee  doch  and  doris  that  Harry  Lauder 
has  popularized  —  Spencer  devised  a  new  kind  of  knot 
to  fasten  the  fish  hook  to  his  line  —  one  that  a  single 
pull  would  untie  whenever  he  wanted  to  change  the  fly. 
He  handed  it  to  me  to  duplicate  if  possible;  and  I  sur- 
prised him  by  doing  this  at  once.  Answering  his  puzzled 
inquiries,  I  told  him  that  I  had  learned  the  trick,  and 
many  others  with  string,  from  my  father,  who  had  been  a 
weaver.  "Ah!  An  illustration  of  specialization  of  func- 
tions!" was  his  gratified  comment. 

He  was  ever  thus  alert  to  recognize  such  a  posteriori 
proofs  of  his  doctrines.  At  Brighton  one  day  as  we  walked 
along  the  Esplanade,  he  suggested  that  we  might  take  a 
run  into  the  country,  he  on  a  tricycle  and  I  on  one  of 
those  old-fashioned  bicycles  with  a  high  front  wheel, 
on  which,  in  those  days,  I  was  somewhat  expert.  As  he 
proposed  to  go  and  hire  these  machines  forthwith,  I 
smilingly  objected  that  we  should  be  unpleasantly  con- 
spicuous riding  such  machines  in  high  silk  hats  and  frock 
coats,  such  as  we  were  both  wearing  in  response  to  the 
absurd  conventions  of  the  day.  Again  there  were  com- 
ments on  specialization,  extending  to  the  minor  details 
of  dress.  But  for  my  reluctance  to  attract  the  amused 
attention  of  passers-by,  I  believe  Spencer  would  gladly 
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have  seized  the  opportunity  of  displaying  his  independent 
spirit  by  riding  a  tricycle  along  the  Brighton  front  in  a 
tall  silk  hat  and  frock  coat! 

At  frequent  intervals,  as  the  Autobiography  shows, 
Spencer  absented  himself  from  London,  to  visit  friends 
in  the  country  or  to  make  short  trips  with  some  genial 
companion.  On  these  occasions  my  own  work  consisted 
in  gathering  material  to  illustrate  the  arguments  in  forth- 
coming divisions  of  the  Synthetic  Philosophy;  and,  as  a 
guide  to  research  at  the  British  Museum  where  most  of 
my  reading  was  done,  I  had  a  series  of  memoranda,  which 
varied  from  time  to  time  according  to  the  character  of 
the  subjects  to  be  investigated.  For  the  essays  contained 
in  Man  versus  the  State,  old  legal  enactments,  which 
had  turned  out  disastrously,  had  to  be  hunted  through 
scores  of  volumes  of  histories  and  parliamentary  docu- 
ments, and  proved  an  alternative  kind  of  sport  and  one 
as  fascinating  as  the  other  games  we  played.  In  collect- 
ing data  for  the  Principles  of  Morality,  I  had  a  little 
book,  now  before  me,  in  which  a  page  is  given  to  each  of 
sundry  moral  or  immoral  attributes  accompanying  ad- 
vancing civilization.  Here  are  examples  of  these  pages, 
which  vividly  present  methods  of  research  by  proxy,  as 
well  as  the  mechanics  of  book  making  of  a  certain  kind. 

Excess  and  Abstinence  in  Food  or  Drink 

Primitive  gluttony  —  its  adaptation  to  conditions  of  irregular 
supplies  of  food. 

Rise  of  reprobation  of  over-eating,  when  and  where  and 
under  what  conditions. 

Over-drinking  —  considered  as  subject  to  no  moral  criticism; 
considered  as  applauded  in  certain  times;  considered  as  repro- 
bated; in  relation  to  societies,  habitats,  classes,  temporary  states. 

Kindred  data  in  respect  of  nervous  stimulants  of  various 
kinds  —  the  approval  and  disapproval  of  their  use. 

Regard  for  Others*  Property 

Plundering  of  enemies  held  praiseworthy  during  high  mili- 
tancy;  plundering  within   the  society  honorable  as  marking 
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supremacy;  theft  praiseworthy  if  not  discovered;  respect  for 
property  rights  increasing  as  the  relation  of  contract  grows; 
property  rights  of  individuals  as  coming  to  be  held  sacred  one 
against  another;  ditto  as  getting  more  and  more  sacred  in  rela- 
tion to  the  aggregate  of  individuals  represented  by  the  State; 
reprobation  of  injury  to  property. 

Obedience  and  Independence 

The  idea  and  the  sentiment  of  loyalty  as  growing  with  mil- 
itancy; the  accompanying  duty  of  submission,  and  viciousness 
of  resistance. 

The  idea  and  sentiment  of  independence  as  accompanying 
the  growth  of  industriahsm;  the  duty  of  asserting  personal 
claims,  with  the  contemptibleness  of  servility  and  the  surrender 
of  rights. 

There  are  numerous  other  pages  under  the  headings  of 
Labour  and  Rest;  Revenge  and  Forgiveness;  Courage 
and  Cowardice;  Endurance  and  Impatience  of  Pain, 
Cold,  Hunger,  &c.;  Sexual  desires  Restricted  or  Unre- 
stricted; Regard  for  Others'  Lives;  Regard  for  Others' 
Liberty;  Marital  Duties;  Parental  Duties;  Humanity; 
Generosity;  Desire  to  Please,  etc. 

Then  come  the  general  directions  to  be  observed: — 

Note  the  end  which  injunctions  have  in  view  —  divine  ap- 
proval, —  approval  of  a  living  superior,  welfare  of  the  com- 
munity, personal  welfare,  or  a  moral  ideal. 

The  facts  to  be  gathered  together  under  the  foregoing  heads 
should  at  the  same  time  be  noted  in  their  relations  primarily 
to  types  militant  and  industrial. 

They  should  also  be  considered  in  their  relations  to  the  char- 
acters ascribed  to  the  god  or  gods,  and  the  tacit  implication  as 
to  what  are  considered  virtues  as  possessed  by  him. 

Further,  the  ethical  sentiments  and  ideas  are  to  be  con- 
sidered as  being  simply  identical  with  the  ideas  of  what  the  god 
or  gods  will,  and  contrariwise  as  being  separate  from,  and  in  the 
course  of  time  independent  of,  the  ideas  of  what  is  willed  by  the 
gods. 

And  in  the  same  way  they  are  to  be  considered  as  identical 
with  the  requirements  of  established  law  or  custom,  and  again 
later  as  being  independent  of,  and  from  time  to  time  opposed  to, 
human  law  and  culture,  with  the  effect  of  showing  under  both 
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these  heads  the  rise  and  development  of  the  ethical  ideas  and 
sentiments  as  independent  of  the  religious  and  political. 

It  may  be  also  noted  so  far  as  can  be,  that  this  rise  of  the 
ethical  ideas  and  sentiments  into  independence  of  authority, 
theological  and  political,  is  a  concomitant  of  industrial  progress. 

Attention  may  also  be  paid  to  the  relationship  which  exists 
between  the  rise  of  ethical  ideas  into  precision  and  the  growth 
of  intelligence  and  especially  scientific  intelligence. 

Then  follow  suggestions  as  to  the  sources  from  which 
these  facts  are  to  be  gathered:  the  Zendavesta;  the  Veddas; 
the  Egyptian  Book  of  the  Dead;  histories  of  the  Maha- 
barata;  the  Sacred  Books  of  the  Chinese;  collections  of 
proverbs  belonging  to  different  races;  an  Ethical  An- 
thology by  Moncure  D.  Conway;  Grote's  Greece;  Gib- 
bon's Rome;  Lecky's  European  Morals,  etc.,  etc. 

"These"  concludes  Spencer,  "sufficiently  indicate  the  scope 
of  the  inquiry,  and  you  will  be  able  to  fill  in  the  details  of  it  more 
fully  than  I  can." 

Spencer  used  to  say  that  he  always  spelt  "compliment" 
with  an  "e"  —  meaning  "that  which  Is  due,"  which  gives 
a  double  value  to  the  compliment  Implied  In  the  closing 
sentence  of  this  long  quotation. 

Much  has  been  said  and  written  concerning  the  value  of 
the  Spencerlan  doctrine  as  a  basis  of  religion;  and  the 
question  was  well  debated  at  the  time  of  the  famous  con- 
troversy between  Frederick  Harrison  and  Herbert  Spencer 
In  1884.  At  that  time  Spencer  was  in  unusually  poor 
health,  and  perhaps  did  not  make  so  notable  a  fight  as 
he  might  otherwise  have  done.  Still  the  noise  of  It  was 
heard  around  the  world.  His  first  contributions  to  the 
controversy  were  made  from  Brighton,  where  we  used  to 
take  long  walks  over  the  downs,  occasionally  resting  on 
some  grassy  bank  to  write  a  few  paragraphs.  The  later 
ones  were  written  In  Intervals  between  our  games  of  quoits 
In  Kensington  Palace  Gardens. 

The  immediate  cause  of  the  controversy  —  which, 
besides  Frederick  Harrison,  the  high  priest  of  Positivism, 
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involved  Sir  James  Stephen,  one  of  England's  most  noted 
jurists,  Mr.  Wilfred  Ward,  an  ardent  Catholic,  Count 
Goblet  d'Alviella  in  France,  and  started  an  infinity  of 
minor  polemics  throughout  England  and  America,  and 
extending  also  to  Germany  and  Italy  —  was  the  chapter 
previously  referred  to,  entitled  "Religion:  a  Retrospect 
and  Prospect,"  now  included  in  the  division  "Ecclesiasti- 
cal Institutions"  in  the  Principles  oj  Sociology,  This 
short  essay  of  a  dozen  pages  was  dictated  to  me  during  our 
strolls  about  Cassiobury  Park,  a  delightful  rural  spot 
within  easy  distance  of  our  workroom  in  Bayswater.  It 
was  written  in  a  week,  and  formed  the  capstone  of  the 
elaborate  edifice  which  had  taken  more  than  thirty  years  to 
build.  It  is  perhaps  to  be  considered  the  most  important 
part  of  the  Synthetic  Philosophy,  containing  as  it  does 
the  first  presentation  of  the  evolutionist  creed  by  one 
authorized  to  make  it.  It  was  simultaneously  published 
in  London,  New  York,  Paris,  Berlin,  Milan,  St.  Peters- 
burg, Budapest,  Calcutta,  and  a  week  or  two  later,  in 
Australia,  New  Zealand  and  Japan  —  in  Japanese.  The 
special  effort  taken  to  obtain  simultaneous  publication 
throughout  the  world  is  an  indication  of  the  high  impor- 
tance Spencer  attached  to  this  short  statement  of  evolu- 
tionary belief.  Now  that  they  are  dead,  I  may  say  that 
Professors  Tyndall  and  Huxley  both  read  it  in  proof, 
and  subscribed  to  its  doctrine. 

Count  Goblet  d'Alviella  thus  speaks  of  this  important 
part  of  Spencer's  work  in  its  relation  to  current  religious 
beliefs: 


The  last  word  of  Evolution  agrees  with  the  definitions  of 
the  most  refined  theologists,  which,  transcending  vulgar  sym- 
bolism, have  constantly  recognized  God  in  the  double  character 
of  reality  and  incomprehensibility.  We  may  add  that,  before 
becoming  the  scientific  faith  of  Spencer,  Huxley,  and  even  of 
Haeckej,  this  religious  conception  has  sufficed  for  men  of  the 
highest  mind  and  the  most  pious  imagination,  such  as  Gior- 
dano  Bruno,   Spinoza,    Kant,   Goethe,   Shelley,   Wordsworth, 
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Carlyle,  Emerson,  and  even  M.  Renan.    It  can  lead  not  to  re- 
ligion only  but  to  mysticism. 

And  then  Count  d'Alviella  cites  a  passage  from  a 
Hindoo  mystic: 

For  the  true  Yogui,  forms  become  informal,  the  informal 
takes  form.  Mind  discovers  itself  in  matter,  matter  forms  itself 
in  mind.  In  the  glorious  sun  is  revealed  the  glory  of  glories. 
In  the  serene  moon  mind  imbibes  of  all  serenities.  In  the  rever- 
beration of  the  thunder  is  the  voice  of  the  Lord  which  makes 
itself  heard  afar.  All  things  are  full  of  Him.  Open  your  eyes, 
behold,  He  is  without;  shut  them,  He  is  found  within. 

This  reads  like  a  paraphrase  of  one  of  the  Psalms  of 
David:  "Yet,"  contends  Count  D'Alviella,  "there  is  not  a 
word  in  these  exalted  conceptions  in  contradiction  with 
the  religious  conceptions  of  Mr.  Spencer." 

In  this  aspect  the  Synthetic  Philosophy  becomes  a 
glorified  pantheism.  But  it  is  not  only  a  transfiguration 
of  nature;  it  is  also  an  exaltation  of  theology;  for  it  teaches 
the  universal  fatherhood  of  God,  and  the  universal  brother- 
hood of  man  —  aye,  and  of  all  sentient  creation.  It  is  as 
far  removed  from  materialism  as  is  the  Song  of  Solomon, 
or  the  teachings  of  St.  Paul.  The  Power  that  holds  the 
planets  in  their  courses  and  gives  the  lily  its  fragrance; 
that  guides  the  rush  of  a  comet  and  directs  the  movement 
that  in  ten  thousand  years  produces  a  microscopic  crystal; 
that  has  sprinkled  the  universe  with  star-dust  and  put 
three  thousand  lenses  in  an  insect's  eye;  that  has  given  the 
sun  its  fire,  and  the  glow-worm  its  lamp,  is  the  same  Power 
—  call  it  God,  the  All  Father,  the  Ultimate  Reality,  the 
Great  Unknown,  the  Absolute  —  which  wells  up  in  con- 
sciousness, inspires  our  Shakespeares  and  Miltons,  breathes 
through  every  living  soul,  and  is  behind  every  impulse  for 
good.  Not  in  the  material  world  alone  is  its  presence 
everywhere  seen  and  felt;  it  is  manifest  in  the  growth  of 
intellect  no  less  than  in  the  rising  sap  of  every  grass- 
blade;  in  the  voice  of  conscience  as  in  the  song  of  birds; 
in  the  beauty  of  charity  and  all  kindly  sentiment  as  in  the 
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verdure  of  awakening  spring;  in  the  glow  of  the  poet's 
fancy  as  well  as  in  the  pink  and  gold  of  the  sunset  sky. 
To  give  a  scientific  basis  to  this  sort  of  belief  is  what 
Spencer  has  done;  and  it  is  this  which  above  all  the  bril- 
liant details  of  his  great  Cosmogony  entitles  him  to  the 
everlasting  gratitude  and  veneration  of  mankind. 

Considered  in  his  personal  relations  to  those  about  him 
Spencer  was  a  delightful  associate.  When  his  health  rose 
the  least  above  his  normal  low  average,  he  was  bright, 
cheerful  and  responsive  to  all  calls  for  sympathetic  under- 
standing. Although  I  never  heard  him  make  a  joke 
or  indulge  in  any  light  badinage,  he  had  the  sunniest 
laugh  I  ever  heard;  and  his  voice  was  full  of  rich  sweet  in- 
flections. His  indignation  was  easily  aroused,  however,  as 
we  have  seen  in  the  case  of  the  extortionate  cabman.  The 
current  belief  of  the  omnipotence  of  legislators  which  finds 
expression  in  the  saying:  "A  law  ought  to  be  passed"  to 
remedy  this  or  that  inconvenience  or  wrong,  never  failed 
to  produce  an  explosion  of  protest. 

His  physical  aspect  was  striking,  if  not  imposing;  and 
people  seeing  him  in  the  street  frequently  turned  round  to 
look  at  him  again.  He  was  above  the  average  height  — 
about  five  feet  ten,  of  slender  build  and  easy  carriage. 
His  features  were  regular,  though  the  upper  lip  would  seem 
unduly  large  but  for  the  strength  displayed  by  the  mouth 
—  a  characteristic  emphasized  by  the  absence  of  beard 
or  mustache,  though  he  wore  short  side  whiskers.  The 
eyes  were  gray  and  somewhat  small,  but  piercing  in  their 
brightness.  Yet  they  have  been  reported  as  large  and 
brown.  That  impression  of  size  must  have  been  due  to 
their  effectiveness,  and  as  to  color,  it  has  been  said  that 
the  color  of  some  eyes,  especially  those  of  geniuses,  varies 
with  the  direction  of  the  light  and  the  position  of  the 
spectator.  One  friend  remembers  them  vividly  as  brown. 
The  frontal  region  was  shaped  like  Shakespeare's  as  seen 
in  the  Stratford  bust.     A  line  drawn  from  the  highest 
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point  of  the  head  to  the  dent  between  the  eyes  on  his 
photograph  equals  in  length  the  rest  of  the  face.  The 
forehead  proper  is  equal  in  length  to  the  nose  and  upper 
lip,  which  as  I  have  said  was  unusually  long.  According 
to  the  canons  of  art,  such  a  face  is  full  of  defects.  So  much 
the  worse  for  the  canons  of  art:  for  no  one  could  look  into 
that  face  without  seeing  great  beauty  of  an  order  which 
defies  the  tape-measure  and  compass. 

His  dress  never  varied.  It  was  of  the  fashion  of  i860: 
Prince  Albert  coat,  open  vest  and  a  modified  stock.  In 
winter  he  added  an  Inverness  cape. 

Spencer  never  married.  During  the  period  of  life  when 
marriage  might  perhaps  have  come  to  him,  his  financial 
condition  made  it  impracticable.  When  he  broke  down 
in  1855  he  was  especially  warned  against  living  alone;  so 
he  took  up  his  abode  either  with  a  family  or  in  a  boarding 
house.  While  I  was  with  him  he  lived  in  Bayswater,  and 
within  easy  reach  of  his  rooms  he  rented  a  study  and  an 
adjoining  bedroom,  which  served  as  my  own  lodgings. 
Here  he  worked  in  the  morning  from  ten  until  one.  After 
lunch  he  went  to  the  Atheneum  Club  and  glanced  through 
the  new  books,  avoiding  as  far  as  possible  any  prolonged 
talk.  There  he  spent  most  of  his  evenings,  occasionally 
going  to  the  theatre  or  making  a  short  call  on  a  friend. 
His  whole  life  was  practically  given  up  to  his  work. 

From  America  came  not  only  the  promptest  recognition 
of  his  genius,  but  the  greatest  amount  of  sympathy  with 
his  views.  Many  applications  of  his  theories  have  been 
made  to  practical  ends  in  this  country,  often  in  directions 
where  least  expected.  Unfortunately,  however,  lawmakers 
have  been  the  last  to  recognize  the  value  of  his  teachings, 
and  legal  empiricism  still  presides  in  our  legislative  halls. 

During  our  long  association  we  never  had  a  serious  dif- 
ference —  a  circumstance  entirely  due  to  his  forbearance; 
for  I  had  all  the  assurance  of  youth,  and  never  hesitated 
to  express  dissent  from  opinions  that  I  did  not  agree  with. 
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But  his  sense  of  justice  was  never  offended  by  an  inde- 
pendent spirit.  Indeed,  the  individuality  which  was  so 
marked  a  trait  in  himself  seemed  gratified  to  find  kindred; 
but  it  had  always  to  justify  itself  by  reasons.  For  ex- 
ample, he  once  dictated  to  me  a  sentence  to  the  effect 
that,  in  opposition  to  their  past  functions,  the  London 
guilds  now  exist  but  "for  the  benefit  of  their  own  mem- 
bers." I  did  not  correctly  hear  the  expression,  and  wrote 
"gratification"  instead  of  "benefit."  When  he  came  to 
revise  the  manuscript  he  observed  the  difference,  and 
drawing  my  attention  to  it  said  that  the  context  ought 
to  have  indicated  that  "benefit"  was  the  word  intended. 
I  ventured  to  say  that  I  did  not  see  any  "benefit"  which 
members  derived  from  their  guilds. 

"But  don't  you  know  that  it  is  very  difficult  to  get  into 
a  guild,  and  it  is  considered  an  honor  to  belong  to  one.^" 

"Yes,"  I  replied  with  cool  assurance;  "but  that  implies 
no  benefit.  They  eat  and  drink  to  a  prodigious  extent, 
but  properly  speaking  that  cannot  be  considered  more 
than  a  gratification." 

He  thought  a  few  seconds,  and  allowed  the  expression 
to  stand  as  I  had  written  it.  The  passage  occurs  in  Po- 
litical Institutions. 

Here  I  am  reminded  of  a  curious  mistake  in  spelling 
which  can  be  found  in  several  places  in  this  book.  By 
some  mental  aberration  I  continuously  transposed  the 
second  and  third  letters  in  the  word  "Aryan";  and  al- 
though the  chapters  were  published  serially  as  essays  in 
a  monthly  review,  where  they  were  read  by  hundreds, 
perhaps  thousands,  of  readers,  the  mis-spelt  word  re- 
appeared as  "Ayran"  throughout  the  book  when  finally 
printed.  And  this  despite  the  readings  of  proofs,  revises 
and  re-revises  by  Spencer,  by  myself  and  by  the  printer's 
professional  readers.  Only  when  a  critic  commented  on 
the  singularity  did  any  one  of  us  notice  it,  some  weeks 
after  final  publication.  As  the  pages  had  been  stereo- 
typed, the  error  was  allowed  to  stand! 
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Concerning  Spencer's  visit  to  America  a  whole  paper 
might  be  written  and  much  of  interest  and  value  reported. 
Here  is  space  only  for  the  briefest  reference  to  it. 

He  greatly  enjoyed  the  samples  of  American^journalistic 
ingenuity  with  which  the  reporters  covered  their  chagrin 
at  not  being  able  to  interview  him.  For  on  his  arrival 
he  vanished  with  such  abruptness  that  the  newspapers 
were  able  at  the  same  time  to  announce  '*Mr.  Spencer's  ar- 
rival and  disappearance."  He  was  registered  at  hotels 
simply  as  "Mr.  Lott's  friend;"  so  the  reporters  inter- 
viewed each  other  with  surprising  eflFect.  "He  subsists 
entirely  on  dry  toast  and  sardines"  was  the  contribution 
of  one.  Another  wrote,  "He  is  accustomed  to  carrying 
around  with  him  a  bag  of  hops,  which  when  placed  under 
his  head  has  a  soporific  effect;  and  on  Saturday  when  he 
arrived  at  the  Bellview  Hotel  in  a  cab,  he  had  the  hop- 
bag  inside  with  him  and  carried  it  under  his  arm  into  the 
hotel."  Another  alleged  interview,  fully  a  column  long, 
was  in  this  strain:  — 

"Yesterday,  when  Dr.  Youmans,  editor  of  the  Popular 
Science  Monthly,  welcomed  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer  on  ar- 
rival at  New  York  on  the  Servia,  the  following  conversa- 
tion took  place  after  the  friends  had  warmly  greeted 
each  other: 

"The  Doctor:  My  dear  Master,  how  did  you  enjoy  that 
unceasing  redistribution  of  matter  and  motion,  which  was 
brought  about  by  the  conveyance  of  your  homogeneity 
across  that  condensation  of  the  primordial  nebulosity, 
which  men  have  come  to  denominate  the  Atlantic  ocean. ^ 

"Mr.  Spencer:  My  dear  disciple,  not  to  occasion  any 
disagreement  between  the  objective  order  of  phenomena 
and  the  subjective  order  of  thought,  I  must  say  that  upon 
the  ultimate  congeries  of  ultimate  atoms  the  predominant 
disintegration  of  matter  occasioned  a  dissipation  of  mo- 
tion in  my  abdominal  viscera  which,  though  it  was  oc- 
casioned by  the  environment,  was  excessively  disagree- 
able to  the  ganglionic  interiority,  and  produced  such  an 
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abominable  cephalagia  that  the  coherent  aggregate  of 
sensations  was  far  different  from  hedonic." 

And  so  on  for  a  column  or  more. 

This  sort  of  blague  ceased  the  moment  Spencer  allowed 
Professor  Youmans  to  interview  him  and  send  the  inter- 
view broadcast  to  the  papers.  This  famous  interview 
will  not  have  been  forgotten.  It  was  characterized  by  the 
New  York  Tribune  as  "one  of  the  most  profound  esti- 
mates of  the  tendencies  of  republican  institutions  in  the 
United  States  which  have  ever  been  formed."  It  ought 
to  be  in  the  hands  of  every  American  boy  to-day. 

The  only  other  opportunity  Spencer  had  of  addressing 
the  American  people  was  at  the  banquet  which  was  tend- 
ered him  at  Delmonico's.  His  speech  was  a  protest  against 
a  form  of  intemperance  which  is  particularly  prevalent 
here:  the  intemperance  of  work.  **We  have  had  some- 
what too  much  of  the  gospel  of  work,"  he  said.  "  It  is  time 
to  preach  the  gospel  of  relaxation." 

It  was  on  this  occasion  that  the  greatest  pulpit  orator 
of  America  paid  a  tribute  such  as  none  but  Henry  Ward 
Beecher  could  utter,  and  such  as  none  but  Herbert  Spencer 
could  so  fittingly  receive;  and  he  closed  it  with  the  follow- 
ing beautiful  exordium: 

"May  He  who  holds  the  storm  in  His  hand  be  gracious 
to  you,  sir.  May  you  find  on  the  other  side  all  those  con- 
ditions of  health  and  comfort  which  shall  enable  you  to 
complete  the  great  work,  greater  than  any  other  man  in 
this  age  has  ever  attempted.  May  you  live  long  to  hear 
from  this  continent  and  from  that  other,  an  unbroken 
testimony  to  the  service  which  you  have  done  for  human- 
ity; and  thus,  if  you  are  not  outwardly  crowned,  you  have 
an  invisible  crown  in  your  heart  that  will  carry  comfort 
to  death.    And  I  will  greet  you  beyond!" 

James  Howard  Bridge. 
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WE  are  often  told  that  men's  political  and  economic 
theories  are  nothing  more  than  attempts  to  state 
or  explain  social  conditions  as  they  exist  at  the  time  being; 
that  theories  change  with  changing  conditions,  and  that 
a  change  in  facts  always  precedes  a  change  in  theory. 
This  is  doubtless  true  to  a  large  extent.  Just  as  in  the 
realm  of  physical  science  the  hypothesis  or  theory  which, 
when  sufficiently  verified,  becomes  a  "natural  law" 
is  only  our  formulation  of  what  has  been  observed  uni- 
formly to  happen,  so  in  the  field  of  social  relations  any 
general  theory  or  law  is  a  statement  of  what  transpires 
with  regularity  under  a  given  set  of  conditions. 

From  this  premise  there  is  frequently  drawn  the  corol- 
lary that  since  today's  theories  are  the  result  of  today's 
facts  they  can  therefore  have  no  causative  relation  to 
the  facts  of  tomorrow,  and  that  accordingly  political 
and  economic  theories  have  only  academic  interest, 
serving  to  explain  to  the  inquiring  mind  the  course  of 
events  which  move  on  by  their  own  momentum,  but 
having  no  bearing  upon  what  that  course  shall  be.  This 
doctrine  is  profoundly  false.  It  ignores  the  fundamental 
distinction  between  the  physical  and  social  sciences, 
which  is  that  the  unit  particles  in  the  field  of  social  phe- 
nomena are,  in  some  sense,  self-governing,  which  we 
do  not  grant  to  atoms  or  molecules.  All  strictly  social 
phenomena,  therefore  —  all  the  things  which  differentiate 
a  human  society  from  an  unintelligent  organism,  a  coral 
reef,  or  a  pack  of  wolves — arise  from  the  willed  acts 
of  human  beings.  Every  volitional  act,  in  turn,  of  an 
individual  arises  from  a  belief,  and  the  volitional  acts 
of  groups  of  individuals  are  the  direct  results  of  a  con- 
sensus of  beliefs  which  we  call  a  social  theory. 
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So  true  is  this  that  Norman  Angell,  the  keenness  of 
whose  political  insight  the  war  has  amply  demonstrated, 
takes  as  the  text  of  one  of  his  most  significant  chapters 
the  statement  by  another  author  that  "Not  the  facts, 
but  men's  opinions  about  the  facts,  are  what  matter." 
Men  act  in  the  light  of  what  they  think  about  the  facts. 
That  their  thoughts  may  be  entirely  unsound  and  un- 
warranted by  the  facts  makes  no  diiference.  To  be  sure, 
to  the  extent  that  men  are  intelligent,  and  can  learn  by 
experience,  their  beliefs  and  theories  are  eventually 
checked  up  against  the  facts,  and  corrected.  But  the 
process  takes  a  long  time  and  is  always  far  from  complete. 
At  any  given  time  the  course  of  social  evolution  is  con- 
trolled and  directed  very  largely  by  beliefs  which,  though 
widely  held,  are  erroneous. 

History,  ancient  and  modern,  furnishes  a  multiplicity 
of  verifications  of  this  truth.  Two  examples  will  suf- 
fice. For  countless  centuries  it  was  believed  in  the  most 
civilized  countries  that  severe  punishments,  particularly 
if  publicly  administered,  would  act  as  a  deterrent  to 
crime.  Henry  VHI  of  England  was  a  firm  devotee  of 
this  theory,  with  the  result  that  72,000  persons  were 
hanged  in  the  course  of  his  reign.  A  remarkable  passage 
from  a  letter  of  instructions  to  one  of  his  Dukes  makes 
it  clear  that  his  severity  was  supported  by  his  belief 
that  disloyalty  would  be  reduced  thereby.  This  belief 
has  been  one  of  the  hardest  for  men  to  abandon.  If 
crime  failed  to  decrease  under  a  certain  set  of  laws  it  was 
assumed  that  the  punishment  was  not  severe  enough, 
and  the  penalties  were  increased.  Within  a  few  months 
from  this  writing,  a  convict  was  hanged  in  a  Chicago 
prison  in  the  sight  of  the  rest  of  the  prisoners,  in  the 
belief  that  it  would  tend  to  make  them  "lead  better 
lives."  The  most  advanced  theory  of  today  is  that 
severe  punishments,  especially  if  publicly  executed, 
tend  to  increase  crime.  Assuming  that  this  new  theory 
represents  the  facts,  its  acceptance  today  will  lead  to  a 


1 6  The   Unpartizan    Review 

sounder  and  more  humane  procedure  in  the  future, 
though  it  cannot  restore  the  Hves  of  the  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  victims  of  the  old  mistaken  theory. 

For  a  hundred  years  and  more  myriads  of  immigrants 
from  Europe  have  braved  hardship,  privation,  and  un- 
certainty to  cross  the  Atlantic  and  take  up  residence 
on  the  North  American  continent.  This  great  social 
phenomenon  —  the  most  spectacular  population  move- 
ment of  all  time  —  has  rested  entirely  on  human  belief, 
the  belief  that  in  the  new  world  the  immigrant  would 
find  increased  happiness,  prosperity,  or  contentment. 
In  countless  cases  this  belief  was  substantiated  by  subse- 
quent facts.  In  thousands  of  other  cases  the  belief  was 
erroneous,  resting  upon  the  glowing  delineations  of  the 
steamship  agents  rather  than  upon  truth.  But  in  every 
case  it  was  the  belief,  not  the  accuracy  or  falsity  of  the 
belief,  that  determined  conduct,  and  gave  its  character 
to  this  stupendous  movement.  In  the  meantime,  the 
people  of  the  United  States  as  a  whole,  though  warned 
by  an  occasional  protesting  voice,  have  acted  upon  the 
theory  that  there  was  a  magical  potency  in  American 
life  which  was  taking  these  aliens  and  smoothly  and 
efficiently  transforming  them  and  absorbing  them  into 
the  body  politic,  after  the  figure  of  the  melting  pot. 
This  theory  dominated  our  policy  fo^  many  decades, 
and  it  took  the  great  cataclysm  of  the  war  to  reveal  even 
to  '*the  wayfaring  man,  though  a  fool"  how  thoroughly 
out  of  conformity  to  the  facts  it  was.  Now  we  have 
swung  around,  and  are  trying  to  avert  the  consequences 
of  a  mistaken  theory  by  the  harsh  and  drastic  expedient 
of  wholesale  deportations.  We  believe  that  this  will  help 
to  remedy  the  situation.  Time  may  prove  that  we  are 
wrong.  But  until  it  does,  we  can  only  act  upon  what 
seems  the  best  theory. 

Herein  lies  the  great  danger  of  democracy.  In  the 
days  of  Henry  VIII  the  beliefs  of  one  man  were  the  im- 
portant thing.     In  every  oligarchy  the  theories  of  a  few 
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determine  events.  But  the  safety  of  a  democracy  demands 
the  most  unflagging  zeal  for  the  universal  dissemination 
of  correct  political  theories,  and  the  universal  recognition 
of  the  necessity  of  constantly  checking  up  the  theories, 
however  fondly  cherished  and  widely  accepted,  against 
the  ever  changing  conditions  of  a  dynamic  society.  This 
is  something  that  men  hate  to  do.  Having  once  worked 
out  a  theory  which  satisfactorily  explains  the  facts  of 
a  given  epoch,  they  are  reluctant  to  abandon  it,  and 
when  it  becomes  evident  that  facts  are  changing  so  as 
to  undermine  the  theory,  there  is  a  tendency  to  resent 
the  change,  and  to  attempt  to  prevent  the  alterations 
in  fact  for  the  sake  of  preserving  the  theory.  This  is  a 
highly  dangerous  procedure.  For  a  social  theory  tena- 
ciously held  after  the  conditions  which  justified  it  have 
disappeared  may  retard  progress  indefinitely  and  may 
transform  a  smooth,  orderly  process  of  evolution  into  a 
bitter  and  catastrophic  upheaval. 

II 

Of  all  the  social  sciences,  probably  economics  is  con- 
sidered, and  rightly,  to  have  approached  most  closely 
the  exactitude  and  fixity  of  the  physical  sciences.  We 
are  accustomed  to  think  of  the  law  of  supply  and  demand 
as  immutable  and  absolute,  like  the  laws  of  gravitation 
or  chemical  affinity.  Thus  a  writer  in  a  recent  number 
of  The  Unpartizan  Review:  "Sentiment  is  as  helpless 
in  the  presence  of  economic  forces  as  it  is  in  the  presence 
of  the  law  of  gravitation."  Of  course  every  student  of 
economics  recognizes  that  many  of  the  economic  theories 
of  the  past  were  mistaken  and  have  had  to  be  corrected; 
he  may  even  admit  that  the  best  theories  of  the  present 
may  need  to  be  modified  and  amended  in  the  light  of 
farther  facts.  But  most  of  us  are  inclined  to  assume 
that  back  of  our  human  formulation  of  economic  laws 
there  are  eternal  verities  in  which  we  can  place  the  same 
confidence  that  we  do  in  the  basic  forces  of  the  physical 
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universe.  It  is  a  wholesome  thing  to  realize  that  this 
assumption,  if  true  at  all,  is  true  only  to  a  limited  extent. 
The  laws  of  economics  must  be  regarded  as  tentative  and 
transitory,  not  only  because  it  is  exceedingly  difficult  to 
study  economic  facts  by  strictly  scientific  methods,  but 
because  the  facts  themselves  —  the  volitional  wealth- 
seeking  activities  of  human  beings  —  are  subject  to  un- 
predictable changes.  Of  course  the  only  economic 
theories  that  have  any  influence  worth  considering  are 
of  the  type  already  described  —  a  consensus  of  belief  or 
group  opinion  —  not  the  kind  that  some  individual  works 
out  by  the  armchair  method. 

For  instance,  one  of  the  stock  arguments  against 
socialism  as  an  economic  system  has  always  been  that 
with  the  removal  of  the  motive  of  financial  self-interest 
production  would  suffer  from  the  lack  of  an  ade- 
quate incentive.  But  the  war  showed  us  that  under 
favorable  conditions  the  desire  for  public  service,  at 
least  when  coupled  with  the  need  of  self-defense,  will 
drive  men  to  more  arduous  and  efficient  efforts  than  the 
lure  of  wealth.  Until  we  can  be  positive  that  the  motive 
of  public  service  can  never  become  generally  operative 
under  peace  conditions,  this  argument  against  socialism 
is  not  conclusive,  though  perhaps  such  an  outcome, 
even  as  a  possibility,  is  too  far  in  the  future  to  justify 
practical  interest.  Again,  it  is  a  startling  but  incontest- 
able fact  that  if  the  simplest  principles  of  Christianity  — 
"whatsoever  ye  would  that  men  should  do  to  you,  do 
ye  even  so  to  them,"  "thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as 
thyself,"  "it  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive"  — 
should  ever  be  generally  accepted  (a  thing  which,  how- 
ever improbable,  we  are  not  yet  ready  to  admit  unthink- 
able) every  economics  textbook  in  use  would  have  to 
be  thrown  into  the  waste-basket.  Our  whole  economic 
theory  is  based  on  the  assumption  (safe  enough,  indeed, 
for  all  present  action)  that  men  will  not  do  unto  others 
as  they  would  be  done  by,  that  they  do  not  love  their 
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neighbors  as  themselves,  and  that  it  is  more  blessed  to 
receive  than  to  give. 

It  is  hard  for  us  to  visualize  a  state  of  society  where 
the  interest  of  others  would  have  as  much  weight  in 
determining  conduct  as  our  own  interest.  Yet  it  is 
doubtful  whether  a  development  of  human  sympathy 
which  would  be  sufficient  to  overthrow  all  the  laws  of 
supply  and  demand  would  require  any  greater  progress 
in  altruism  than  has  actually  transpired  in  the  last  three 
or  four  centuries  as  represented  by  the  general  human- 
itarian movement. 

In  these  days  of  flux  and  transformation,  therefore, 
it  is  highly  important  to  recognize  that  even  those  eco- 
nomic theories  which  have  been  regarded  as  most  funda- 
mental are  really  only  relative,  that  the  bases  upon  which 
they  rest  are  at  least  conceivably  susceptible  of  change. 
Yet  it  is  plain  enough  that  a  quick  adaptation  of  theories 
to  fit  changing  conditions  is  the  surest  guarantee  of 
peaceful  progress  and  preventive  of  violent  cataclysm, 
while  premature  changes  are  fatally  obstructive.  This 
is  particularly  true  in  the  matter  of  the  relation  of  labor 
to  the  other  factors  of  production,  which  is  one  of  the 
fundamental  features  of  economic  life,  and  one  of  the 
problems  upon  which  economists  have  expended  an 
untold  amount  of  study.  With  labor  disturbances  on 
every  hand,  and  wages  problems  thrusting  themselves 
forward  from  every  angle,  it  is  well  worth  while  to  review 
the  difi^erent  wage  theories  which  have  commanded 
attention  in  the  last  one  hundred  years  and  particularly 
that  which  eventually  dominated  thought  and  practice 
down  to  the  present  time. 

Ill 

As  an  aid  to  achieving  a  suitable  state  of  mind  for 
studying  wage  theories  it  is  well  to  remember  that  our 
present  wage  system,  as  a  dominant  industrial  relation, 
is  only   a   few  generations  old  —  a  mere  instant  in   the 
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great  span  of  human  experience.  It  is  of  course  impossible 
to  fix  an  exact  date  for  its  commencement.  It  is  sufficient 
to  recognize  that  it  has  come  into  existence  since  the 
system  of  serfdom,  which  furnishes  many  contrasts  to 
show  how  completely  new  the  wage  system  is.  The 
greatest  contrast  obviously  is  that  between  status  and 
contract,  but  there  are  several  other  features  which, 
individually  or  collectively,  set  the  wage  system  entirely 
apart  from  any  preceding  industrial  expedient. 

The  wage  system,  concisely  stated,  is  one  whereby 
the  majority  of  the  workers  in  gainful  pursuits  participate 
in  production  solely  by  their  labor,  which  is  sold  to 
other  parties,  at  terms  fixed  by  a  free  contract,  to  be 
expended  upon  materials  belonging  to  other  parties, 
for  the  purpose  of  producing  a  product  which  at  no  time 
belongs  either  wholly  or  in  part  to  the  laborer,  and  over 
the  processes  of  producing  and  disposing  of  which  he 
has  no  control.  Labor  has  about  the  same  relation  to 
the  product  as  the  coal  thrown  into  the  furnace  of  the 
power  plant,  or  the  lubricant  poured  into  the  oil-cups. 

We  are  all  inclined  to  feel  that  the  institutions  and 
social  forms  of  our  own  day  are  the  ultimate  and  final 
product  of  evolution.  We  admit,  of  course,  that  some 
amendments  and  reforms  may  come,  but  it  is  hard  for 
us  to  realize,  however  assiduously  we  study  history, 
that  in  a  few  generations  many  of  our  stable  and  cher- 
ished institutions  may  be  supplanted  by  other  forms 
as  far  removed  from  the  present  as  the  modern  marriage 
procedure  is  from  wife  purchase  or  wife  capture,  or  as 
far  as  democracy  is  from  the  absolute  rule  of  divinely 
authorized  monarchs.  The  great  difficulty  is  to  conceive 
of  the  coming  of  something  the  features  of  which  we 
cannot  predict.  The  feudal  lords  of  the  middle  ages 
could  not  have  predicted  the  modern  wage  system  any 
more  than  the  slave-owning  landlords  of  Rome  could 
have  foreseen  the  feudal  system.  The  fact  that  we  of 
the  present  generation,  thoroughly  inoculated  as  we  are 
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with  the  individualistic-capitalistic  system  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  cannot  depict  another  system  which 
will  not  only  be  different,  but  which  will  approach  more 
nearly  to  the  ideal  of  human  justice,  is  no  proof  that 
such  a  system  will  not  come.  In  point  of  fact,  in  accord- 
ance with  the  law  of  the  accelerating  rate  of  human 
evolution,  changes  of  a  given  magnitude  occur  in  ever 
shorter  periods  of  time  as  the  world  rolls  on. 

Not  only  do  the  forms  of  today  come  to  be  looked 
upon  as  stable  and  unchangeable  but  they  acquire  a 
certain  moral  quality,  so  that  those  who  predict  (not  to 
say  advocate)  a  new  order  are  looked  upon  as  the  enemies 
of  society.  This  is  very  curiously  illustrated  by  the 
extraordinary  amount  and  variety  of  confusion  which 
exists  with  reference  to  the  various  forms  of  radicalism 
which  are  rampant  today,  whereby  one  who  advocates 
the  nationalization  of  natural  monopolies  is  classed  with 
anarchists,  and  one  who  proposes  to  give  women,  married 
or  single,  equal  financial  responsibility  with  men  is  con- 
signed to  the  same  category  as  the  advocate  of  free 
love.  Any  newspaper  picked  up  at  random  will  afford 
illustrations  of  the  prevailing  practice  of  classing  one  who 
advocates  a  different  system  of  property  rights  as  an 
enemy  of  the  government.  For  example,  an  editorial 
in  the  New  York  Times ^  entitled  "Enemies  of  the  Re- 
public," contains  this  sentence,  "A  gentleman  who 
believes  in  'the  nationalization  of  railroads,  coal  mines, 
and  perhaps  other  public  utilities,'  naturally  shudders 
at  deportations  and  has  no  sympathy  with  'the  anti- 
radical  policies'  of  Attorney  General  Palmer."  It  would 
be  a  tremendous  shock  to  a  good  many  people  to  be 
confronted  with  the  proposition  that  socialism,  as  an 
economic  system,  whether  desirable  or  not,  probably 
could  be  completely  installed  in  the  United  States  with- 
out altering  a  single  important  feature  of  the  machinery 
of  government. 

The  wage  theories  of  the  past,  present,  and  future. 
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therefore,  can  be  adequately  considered  only  by  realizing 
that  they  are  nothing  more  than  explanations  of  the 
basis  of  remuneration  of  labor,  and  have  to  do  with 
morals  or  governmental  forms  only  as  all  social  institutions 
have  a  certain  interrelationship. 

IV 

In  conformity  with  the  facts,  all  the  important  wage 
theories  of  the  nineteenth  century  started  with  the 
assumption  that  labor,  or  the  laborer,  is  paid  for  his  con- 
tribution out  of  funds  belonging  to  some  other  individual 
or  group  of  individuals.  This  relation  has  been  variously 
expressed  by  saying  that  wages  represent  advances  made 
to  the  laborer  by  the  capitalist  to  enable  the  former  to 
live  while  the  process  of  production  is  being  carried  on, 
or  as  the  return  to  the  laborer  of  his  share  of  the  product. 
A  complete  wage  theory  must  explain  not  only  why  wages 
must  be  paid,  but  how  they  come  to  be  fixed  at  a  certain 
amount.  It  is  to  this  latter  problem  that  economists 
have  devoted  most  of  their  attention. 

The  wage  theories  which  have  predominated  in  economic 
thought  from  the  beginning  of  the  Industrial  Revolution 
down  to  the  present  are  four  in  number.  The  distinctive 
feature  of  each  can  be  grasped  without  any  undue  di- 
gression into  abstract  theory  or  intricate  analysis.  The 
first  to  demand  attention  is  the  so-called  "iron  law"  of 
wages,  which  held  that  general  wages  tend  to  be  fixed 
at  the  minimum  point  necessary  to  enable  the  laborer 
to  maintain  himself  in  a  reasonable  degree  of  economic 
efficiency  and  rear  a  family  to  supply  the  laborers  of 
the  next  generation.  This  was  obviously  a  pessimistic 
theory,  which  harmonized  well  with  the  prevailing  con- 
ception of  economics  as  the  "dismal  science,"  and  both 
rested  upon  and  supported  the  Malthusian  doctrine  of 
population  which  was  its  contemporary.  It  also  fitted 
in  well  with  the  social  and  economic  conditions  of  the 
early  nineteenth  century. 
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The  "iron  law"  was  abandoned  partly  because  it  was 
visibly  not  absolutely  true,  there  being  at  all  times  numer- 
ous laborers'  families  who  were  not  living  on  the  bare 
margin  of  subsistence,  and  partly,  in  all  probability, 
because  people  did  not  wish  to  believe  anything  so  horrible. 
It  was  succeeded  by  the  "wage-fund"  theory,  which 
held  that  at  the  beginning  of  each  year  or  season  of  pro- 
duction, the  employers  set  aside  a  certain  proportion 
of  their  capital  to  be  paid  as  wages  during  the  ensuing 
period.  The  amount  of  wages  which  each  laborer  re- 
ceived was  the  quotient  derived  by  dividing  the  amount 
of  money  by  the  number  of  laborers.  Increases  in  wages 
were  thus  made  to  depend  on  the  increase  of  capital,  and 
the  limitation  of  population.  This  doctrine  was  very  grate- 
ful to  the  capitalists,  as  it  gave  the  credit  for  all  positive 
progress  to  them  through  the  accumulation  of  capital, 
and  enabled  them  to  answer  complaints  about  low  wages 
by  saying  that  it  was  the  laborer's  own  fault  for  having 
too  many  children.  After  long  and  heated  discussion 
this  theory  was  finally  abandoned,  because  it  had  no 
real  resemblance  to  the  facts  —  no  employer  actually 
being  in  the  habit  of  setting  aside  a  certain  amount  of 
money  for  wages  at  the  beginning  of  the  year,  or  even 
determining  in  advance  how  much  he  intended  to  pay  in 
wages  during  the  year. 

It  was  supplanted  by  the  "productivity"  theory, 
which  maintained  that  wages  are  the  return  to  labor  of 
that  part  of  the  product  which  it  has  actually  created, 
or  in  its  most  developed  form,  "wages  are  the  discounted 
marginal  product  of  labor."  This  was  a  very  optimistic 
theory,  corresponding  to  the  improved  conditions  of 
labor,  and  particularly  acceptable  to  the  capitalist  be- 
cause it  gave  the  laborer  to  understand  that  he  was  get- 
ting all  he  deserved,  and  that  the  only  way  to  get  more 
was  to  work  harder  and  produce  more.  But  in  time  this 
theory,  like  its  predecessors,  has  weakened  before  the 
attacks  of  its  critics  because  it  cannot  stand  up  beside 
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the  facts.  There  Is  nothing  In  this  theory  to  show  why- 
wages  differ  so  widely  in  a  given  industry  in  a  given  dis- 
trict, or  why,  as  the  result  of  a  strike,  wages  may  rise 
fifty  per  cent  without  any  change  in  the  price  of  the  prod- 
uct, or  why  equally  efficient  women  workers  receive 
only  half  or  two-thirds  as  much  as  men.  It  is,  in  truth, 
an  ex  post  facto  argument,  one  that  begs  the  question. 
In  the  complicated  processes  of  modern  production 
no  one  has  ever  attempted  to  demonstrate  what  the 
actual  contribution  of  each  laborer  is.  It  is  sheer  assump- 
tion that  the  laborer  gets  his  contribution  back,  and  from 
that  assumption  a  deduction  that  what  he  contributes 
determines  how  much  he  gets. 

Every  widely  accepted  economic  theory  Is  almost 
certain  to  contain  an  element  of  truth,  and  to  have  a 
certain  relation  to  the  facts  upon  which  it  is  supposed 
to  rest.  None  of  them  is  made  out  of  whole  cloth.  Thus 
the  theory  which,  beyond  all  question,  best  explains 
the  amount  of  actual  wages  —  the  "bargain"  theory  — 
takes  something  from  each  of  the  others,  particularly 
the  "iron  law"  and  the  "productivity"  theory.  These 
two  theories  are  very  illuminating  if  considered  not  as 
complete  explanations  of  wages,  but  merely  as  stating 
respectively  the  minimum  and  maximum  limits  between 
which  wages  must  necessarily  range.  It  is  clear  that 
over  a  long  period  of  time  wages  cannot  fall  below  the 
minimum  of  subsistence,  else  the  number  of  laborers 
would  decline  and  the  competition  for  those  who  remained 
would  raise  their  wages.  It  is  equally  clear  that  capital- 
ists cannot  continuously  return  to  laborers  more  than 
their  product,  for  this  would  bankrupt  industry.  But 
between  the  limits  fixed  by  the  "iron  law"  and  the 
"productivity"  theory  there  is  an  area  of  undefined 
extent  over  which  wages  range  in  response  to  factors 
not  accounted  for  by  any  of  the  older  theories.  Within 
these  two  extremes  the  amount  which  is  paid  for  any 
unit  of  labor  is  the  result  of  a  genuine  bargain,  just  as 
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in  the  case  of  any  other  commodity,  except  that  the 
market  conditions  are  more  varied  and  imponderable 
than  in  the  case  of  any  other  commodity,  involving  all 
sorts  of  conditions  of  intelligence,  foresight,  knowledge, 
need,  sympathy,  personal  relations,  venturesomeness, 
and  everything  else  which  goes  to  make  up  an  individual's 
economic  situation.  This  is  the  theory  to  which  any 
practical  employer  would  subscribe.  He  knows  that 
he  buys  his  labor  just  as  he  buys  his  coal,  or  his  oil,  or 
his  raw  materials. 

The  laborers  have  always  fought  against  the  bargain 
theory  of  wages.  They  have  vigorously  objected  to 
considering  labor  a  commodity,  and  court  decisions  have 
been  invoked  to  establish  the  point.  They  have  insisted 
that  a  man  should  receive  some  especial  consideration 
from  the  fact  of  his  being  a  man,  and  that  his  productive 
capacity  should  not  be  thrown  into  the  open  market 
like  so  much  inert  matter.  But  these  protestations 
have  been  of  no  avail.  Whatever  the  economists  might 
have  been  deciding  as  to  theory,  we  have  in  practice 
said  to  the  laborer,  "You  are  worth  just  what  we  can 
get  you  for.  Your  capacity  is  subject  to  economic  laws 
just  like  any  other  element  in  production.  Your  standard 
of  living,  the  size  of  your  family,  your  hopes  and  ideals 
have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Your  value  is  strictly  a  scar- 
city value,  and  you  may  expect  to  be  paid  just  what 
your  place  can  be  filled  for  and  no  more."  Departures 
from  this  procedure,  which  in  all  candor  have  occurred 
in  countless  thousands  of  cases,  are  merely  deviations 
from  the  theory  indulged  in  by  individual  employers 
who  choose  to  be  actuated  by  other  principles  than 
economic  law.  And  any  employer  who  habitually  pays 
more  than  the  accepted  market  rate  of  wages  is  almost 
certain  to  incur  the  enmity  and  condemnation  of  his 
class.  This  is  particularly  true  in  the  case  of  domestic 
service,  where  the  relations  of  serfdom  still  survive  to 
a  marked  extent.      Mrs.  Jones,  who  is  clever  enough  to 
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secure  a  maid  for  a  dollar  less  than  her  neighbors  wins 
the  admiration  and  envy  of  those  neighbors,  while  Mrs. 
Brown,  who  pays  her  maid  a  dollar  more  than  the  current 
rate  gets  herself  disliked.  The  characteristic  attitude 
of  the  orthodox  nineteenth  century  school  of  economics 
was  forcibly  expressed  by  one  of  its  most  brilliant  spokes- 
men, William  Graham  Sumner,  in  the  contemptuous 
scorn  which  he  directed  against  the  very  idea  of  a  "Men- 
schenwiirdiges  Dasein." 

V 

The  modern  industrial  unrest  signalizes  labor's  eventual 
acceptance  of  the  bargain  theory  as  the  correct  inter- 
pretation of  the  actual  facts  of  the  remuneration  of  labor 
during  the  nineteenth  century,  and  simultaneously 
registers  a  protest  against  those  facts.  This  protest 
takes  two  forms.  In  its  first  form,  labor  accepts  the 
bargain  theory  unreservedly  and  proposes  to  carry  it 
to  its  logical  application.  Labor's  reply  is,  in  effect, 
"Very  well,  if  we  are  worth  just  what  we  can  be  got  for, 
we  will  proceed  to  show  you  just  how  high  that  figure 
may  be  raised.  If  wages  are  to  be  fixed  by  an  unyield- 
ing competition,  we  will  carry  our  end  of  that  competition 
to  the  limit."  This  form  of  protest  is  represented  by 
the  trade  union  movement.  Having  been  taught  by 
long  and  bitter  experience  how  unequal  are  the  terms 
of  the  wage  bargain  when  the  laborer  dickers  as  an  in- 
dividual with  the  employer,  laborers  have  learned  to 
combine,  and  are  only  beginning  to  learn  how  great  is 
their  power  if  the  combination  can  be  perfected. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  labor  has  been  a  thorough, 
though  perhaps  slow,  student  in  the  school  of  economic 
bargaining.  The  devices  and  expedients  which  it  has 
developed  are  appalling  in  their  devilish  ingenuity.  And 
the  moral  indignation  expressed  by  many  people  with 
respect  to  the  consciencelessness  and  general  depravity 
of  modern  labor  is,  even  while  justified,  grimly  amusing. 
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We  are  told  that  "  this  overweening  greed,  this  limitation 
of  product,  this  insatiate  desire  for  advancement,  this 
indifference  to  the  profits  of  industry  are  intolerably 
unsocial."  To  be  sure  they  are.  But  so  were  many  of 
the  methods  of  capital  from  which  labor  learned  the 
lessons  which  it  is  now  putting  into  application.  All's 
fair  in  war. 

The  second  form  of  protest  is  represented  by  the  ex- 
tremely radical  economic  doctrines  that  there  can  be 
no  satisfactory  economic  conditions  as  long  as  one  class 
of  producers  is  paid  by  another  class  of  producers,  in 
other  words,  as  long  as  the  relation  of  master  and  serv- 
ant persists  in  the  economic  field.  "Wage-slavery  must 
go."  Some  form  of  cooperation  must  be  devised  whereby 
the  two  basic  factors  of  production,  capital  (including 
land)  and  labor,  shall  be  on  terms  of  perfect  equality. 
Of  course  there  is  also  the  ultra  radical  element,  repre- 
sented by  Syndicalism  and  the  I.  W.  W.,  which  demands 
a  complete  reversal,  and  the  placing  of  all  power  in  the 
hands  of  labor  as  a  class.  The  actual  course  of  events, 
however,  is  almost  always  found  in  the  mean,  not  in 
the  extremes,  and  the  Syndicalist  ideal  is  no  more  likely 
to  be  realized  in  the  future  than  is  the  individualistic- 
capitalistic  system  to  be  perpetuated. 

All  indications  point  to  the  conclusion  that  the  days 
of  the  old  bargain  system  of  wages  and  the  facts  that 
permitted  it  are  numbered.  For  reasons  which  it  is  not 
necessary  to  enumerate  labor  has  acquired  a  solidarity, 
a  power,  and  a  self-conscious  strength  which  will  never 
permit  of  the  restoration  of  the  old  conditions  of  bar- 
gaining. The  pious  protestations  that  the  interests  of 
capital  and  labor  are  identical  are  now  recognized  for  the 
pitiful  fallacies  that  they  are.  Any  one  who  gets  the 
least  insight  into  the  economic  system  of  the  past  cen- 
tury knows  that  the  interests  of  capital  and  labor  are 
diametrically  opposed,  and  always  must  be  as  long  as 
that  system  persists.     Of  course  in  a  general  and  rather 
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remote  way  both  capital  and  labor  are  interested  that 
production  should  be  as  ample  as  possible.  But  the 
direct  and  immediate  problem  is  how  much  of  a  product 
that  belongs  to  one  party  the  other  party  can  secure 
as  his  remuneration.  This  is  the  thing  that  vitally  con- 
cerns the  laborer.  He  will  take  his  chances  on  there 
always  being  product  enough  to  pay  him  any  wage  which 
he  may  be  able  to  extort  from  his  employer. 

There  can  be  little  question  that  at  the  present  time 
labor  is  more  unscrupulous,  selfish,  reckless,  irresponsible, 
and  generally  unsocial  than  capital.  What  else  is  to  be 
expected  from  labor's  training  and  opportunities  —  es- 
pecially when  it  has  its  innings.  The  one  who  has  the 
upper  hand  can  aiford  to  be  arrogant.  And  on  the  other 
hand,  there  is  no  more  significant  sign  of  the  times  than 
the  eagerness  of  capital,  grown  most  conspicuous  within 
the  past  half  dozen  years,  to  placate  and  win  public 
opinion. 

As  long  as  A  hires  B  to  help  produce  a  product  which 
belongs  to  A,  there  will  always  be  an  opposition  of  interest 
between  the  two  as  to  how  much  of  the  product  is  to  be 
turned  over  to  B  as  his  compensation.  When  the  con- 
flict is  multiplied  into  nation-wide  production,  it  becomes 
a  matter  of  such  stupendous  proportions  and  such  un- 
mitigated evils  that  the  general  public,  the  party  of  ulti- 
mate interest,  cannot  tolerate  its  indefinite  continuance. 
The  bargain  system  of  wages  under  the  conditions  of  the 
nineteenth  century  was  intolerable  because  the  terms 
of  the  conflict  were  so  unequal.  The  gains  of  labor  dur- 
ing that  century  are  perhaps  to  be  credited  as  much  to 
humanitarian  violations  of  supposed  economic  law  as 
to  the  capacity  of  labor  to  win  things  for  itself  under 
the  operation  of  that  law.  The  bargain  system  of  wages 
in  the  twentieth  century  is  also  intolerable,  but  because 
the  parties  have  become  so  nearly  equal  in  power  that 
the  general  public  sufi^ers  from  the  fierceness  of  the  un- 
ending strife.     One  of  the   penalties  we   must  pay  for 
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political  democracy  is  the  abandonment  of  industrial 
autocracy.  We  cannot  give  the  great  mass  of  the  people 
education,  free  thought,  free  speech,  free  assemblage, 
and  a  free  press,  and  expect  them  to  remain  contentedly 
in  a  state  of  economic  subordination. 

VI 

What  the  solution  will  be  no  one  can  predict  with  cer- 
tainty. Those  who  are  concerned  that  the  transition 
should  be  by  orderly  evolution  rather  than  by  revolution, 
and  who  have  the  intelligence  to  help  direct  social  cur- 
rents should  devote  themselves  soberly  to  working  out 
a  system  which  will  both  harmonize  with  the  new  eco- 
nomic forms  which  are  most  likely  to  arise,  and  which 
will  help  those  forms  to  come  into  being  by  preparing 
the  general  public  to  understand  and  accept  them. 

There  seem  to  be  two  main  possibilities,  either  some 
method  of  actually  evaluating  the  contribution  of  each 
laborer  so  that  the  return  in  wages  may  be  demonstrably 
equitable,  or  else  some  entirely  new  system  of  relation- 
ship between  capital  and  labor.  The  former  problem 
seems  almost  incapable  of  solution.  Modern  production 
is  so  complicated  and  infinitesimally  subdivided,  that 
while  each  minute  operation  is  absolutely  essential  to 
the  whole,  it  is  impossible  to  determine  its  relative  im- 
portance and  value.  Even  in  so  relatively  simple  a  matter 
as  the  making  of  ready-made  clothes  the  process  is  broken 
up  into  standardized  operations.  One  man  spends  all 
his  time  making  lapels,  another  pocket  flaps,  another 
buttonholes,  etc.  Who  can  say  what  part  of  the  value 
of  a  fifty  dollar  coat  is  represented  by  the  pocket  flap.^ 

One  of  the  foremost  economists  of  this  country,  in  an 
article  published  a  few  years  ago,  cited  the  case  of  a 
certain  factory  which  had  declined  from  a  long  period 
of  profitable  operation  into  one  of  absolute  loss.  Nobody 
could  discover  what  the  trouble  was.  As  a  last  resort  the 
superintendent  was  dismissed  and  a  new  man  put  in  his 
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place.  The  new  incumbent  took  no  drastic  action,  but 
spent  his  time  wandering  about  the  plant  in  an  apparently 
aimless  way,  but  with  his  eyes  wide  open.  Finally,  down 
in  one  of  the  initial  stages  of  production,  he  found  two 
men  who  were  soldiering  on  their  job,  and  thereby  hold- 
ing up  the  entire  plant.  He  dismissed  them,  put  two 
faithful  men  in  their  places,  and  production  at  once 
bounded  ahead  to  profitable  proportions.  The  query 
with  which  the  author  pointed  his  moral  was,  "Wasn't 
this  superintendent  worth  the  fifty  thousand  dollars  the 
company  had  to  pay  him?"  The  answer  is  obviously 
affirmative.  But  another  question  insistently  intrudes 
itself,  "How  much  was  that  piece  of  work  worth,  upon 
the  faithful  performance  of  which  the  entire  prosperity 
of  the  plant  depended }  Does  a  man  who  can  detect  poor 
work  deserve  any  greater  pay  than  the  man  who  does 
good  work?" 

Last  summer  1,114  policemen  went  on  strike  in  Boston 
for  something  better  than  $3 .66  per  day  in  wages.  During 
the  first  day  that  they  were  off  duty  damage  was  done  be- 
cause of  their  absence  estimated  at  $300,000.  How  much 
are  a  policeman's  services  worth  per  day?  A  little  later 
from  30,000  to  40,000  longshoremen  went  on  strike  in 
New  York.  The  loss  caused  by  their  idleness  was  esti- 
mated at  more  than  $1,500,000  per  day.  What  is  the 
value  to  the  community  of  the  daily  labor  of  a  dockhand  ? 

The  simple  fact  is  that  under  the  complex  conditions 
of  modern  life  we  are  all  infinitely  dependent  on  each  other. 
The  contribution  of  many  of  the  humblest  workers  is 
virtually  indispensable,  and  therefore  of  immeasurable 
value  in  itself.  It  has  doubtless  been  largely  because 
we  could  not  determine  the  actual  worth  of  a  service 
that  we  have  had  to  fall  back  on  the  scarcity  valuation, 
and  say  that  the  price  of  a  job  is  measured  by  the  sum 
for  which  somebody  can  be  found  to  do  it.  It  has  accord- 
ingly come  about  that  those  pieces  of  work  for  which  the 
greatest  number  of  people  are  fitted,  which  are  never- 
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theless  often  the  most  necessary  and  essential,  are  re- 
garded as  worthy  of  the  lowest  pay.  Just  because  a  man 
has  qualities  which  are  common  to  the  great  mass  of 
humanity,  even  though  they  are  the  most  necessary 
qualities,  he  must  content  himself  with  a  minimum  re- 
muneration. Abraham  Lincoln  is  reported  to  have  said 
that  the  Lord  must  love  common  people  —  he  made  so 
many  of  them.  The  Lord  may  love  common  people,  but 
the  fact  that  he  made  so  many  of  them  is  no  evidence 
of  it  while  the  bargain  system  of  wages  prevails. 

Even  though  a  method  could  be  worked  out  for  evalu- 
ating the  contributions  of  laborers,  it  would  hardly  be 
more  than  a  temporary  solution  of  the  labor  problem. 
For  the  problem  is  much  more  than  one  of  wages.  To 
assume  that  the  ambition  of  the  laborer  can  be  perma- 
nently satisfied  by  increases  in  wages,  however  munificent, 
is  entirely  to  misread  the  signs  of  the  times.  Labor  will 
be  satisfied,  and  a  stable  adjustment  reached,  only  when 
labor  as  a  body  (it  usually  helps  to  interpret  economic 
problems  to  think  of  the  aggregate  ^Mabor"  rather  than 
of  individual  laborers)  attains  a  degree  of  dignity,  respon- 
sibility, independence,  and  interest  equal  to  that  of 
capital. 

It  would  be  vain  to  try  to  work  out  in  advance  the 
exact  steps  by  which  this  result  is  to  be  achieved,  or  the 
definite  lineaments  of  the  new  system.  Neither  should 
we  expect  the  change  to  occur  immediately  or  all  at  once. 
The  natural  way  of  progress  is  by  successive  steps  in  a 
given  direction.  Some  of  our  industrial  plants  which 
have  provided  for  the  election  of  labor  members  on  their 
boards  of  directors  are  unquestionably  moving  in  har- 
mony with  the  developments  of  the  future.  They  are 
anticipating  in  a  small  way  the  time  when  labor  will 
share  with  capital  in  both  the  control  of  production  and 
the  ownership  of  the  product. 

The  stock  objection  to  such  schemes  as  have  been  pro- 
posed in  the  past  for  labor's  participation  in  the  gains 
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of  industry,  such  as  profit  sharing,  has  been  that,  in  all 
logic  and  fairness,  if  labor  is  to  share  in  the  gains  it  ought 
also  to  share  in  the  losses,  but  that  labor  is  not  in  a  posi- 
tion to  assume  the  risk  of  loss.  This  is  perfectly  true 
of  the  individual  laborer,  but  it  is  not  true  of  labor  in 
the  mass.  The  enormous  union  funds  revealed  by  recent 
strikes  show  how  large  a  surplus  labor  can  make  available 
for  purposes  which  it  believes  in.  Possibly  in  the  future 
some  form  of  insurance  will  be  devised  whereby  labor's 
risks  may  be  widely  distributed,  and  reduced  to  propor- 
tions bearable  by  the  individual  laborer.  Or  some  form 
of  labor  investment  may  be  devised  which  will  do  for 
labor  what  the  limited-liability  joint-stock  company 
did  for  capital. 

It  is  not  necessary  for  peaceful  progress  that  we  should 
foresee  far  in  advance  what  the  new  forms  will  be.  Nor 
is  it  desirable  that  we  should  attempt  to  hasten  their 
coming  prematurely.  To  do  so  would  in  fact  be  dis- 
astrous. What  is  necessary  is  that  every  thinking  man 
and  woman  should  recognize  the  transient  character 
of  the  best  economic  theories,  and  should  realize  that 
those  who  impede  progress  by  clinging  to  an  outgrown 
theory  must  share  the  responsibility  for  any  violent 
upheaval  which  may  come,  equally  with  those  who  try 
to  force  the  adoption  of  new  and  untried  devices  before 
the  time  is  ripe  for  them. 

Henry  Pratt  Fairchild. 


In  fact,  in  what  we  fondly  call  the  social  "sciences,"  not 
much  has  ever  come  or  is  going  to  come  from  "devices"  or 
"theories":  the  material  is  so  complex  that  substantial  progress 
results  almost  entirely  from  experience,  with  some  little  assist- 
ance from  deliberate  "trial  and  error." 

Not  only  the  transitoriness  of  human  institutions,  but  the 
specific  indications  of  capital  and  labor  point  to  the  gradual 
disappearance  of  the  wage  system.  In  its  primitive  and  least 
equitable  form  —  of  payment  without  reference  to  product  — 
it  is  disappearing  already,  and  this  despite  the  unconscious 
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efforts  of  the  unions  to  retain  it  against  their  own  desires,  by 
restricting  product,  making  that  of  each  man's  day  the  same 
as  each  other  man's,  and  of  course  the  consequent  pay  even. 
The  able  men  are  not  all  submitting  to  this,  even  now,  and  the 
number  who  do  will  decrease  rapidly.  That  will  make  pay 
depend  more  and  more  on  production,  and  will  rapidly  in- 
crease the  property-holders  among  laborers,  and  take  them 
out  of  the  wage  class  as  at  present  constituted. 

But  there  is  a  growing  tendency  to  place  capitalists  into 
the  wage  class  and  into  the  unmeasured-production  section 
of  it,  at  that.  The  rapid  increase  of  corporations  is  turning 
the  old-fashioned  individual  owner,  as  such,  into  a  stockholder; 
and  the  same  man,  as  a  director  of  the  business,  into  a  wage-paid 
officer  of  the  corporation. 

Meanwhile  the  more  capable  laborers  are  also  becoming 
stockholders  in  the  business,  and  to  that  extent  their  own 
employers. 

Thus  employers  and  employees  are  approaching  the  same 
status  and  becoming,  each  man,  a  wage-payer  as  well  as  a 
wage-receiver  in  the  same  cooperative  enterprise.  In  this 
cooperative  relation,  there  will  be  less  and  less  need  of  the 
capitalist  bargaining  with  himself  as  producer,  and  the  pro- 
ducer bargaining  with  himself  as  capitalist;  and  there  will  be 
more  and  more  tendency  of  what  either  loses  in  one  capacity 
being  made  up  to  him  in  the  other. 

As  far  as  we  can  now  see,  this  process  must  go  on  until  the 
present  wage  system  disappears,  and  the  capitalist  and  the 
laborer  become  the  same  man. 

That  this  process  is  going  to  be  materially  increased  by 
taking  part  of  the  able  and  industrious  man's  share,  and 
giving  it  to  the  stupid  and  lazy,  is  an  opinion  worthy  of,  and 
generally  held  by,  only  the  stupid  and  lazy.  Private  property 
is  going  to  continue,  with  the  family,  as  both  have  always 
been,  the  cornerstones  of  civilization.  It  is  significant  that 
those  who  attack  the  one  are  generally  those  who  attack  the 
other.  But  we  see  private  property,  at  a  geometric  rate,  taking 
the  shape  of  stock  in  cooperative  enterprises.  For  the  state, 
however,  to  become  the  only  such  enterprise,  would  attack  the 
individual  initiative  on  which,  as  far  back  as  we  can  see,  prog- 
ress has  depended,  and  will  depend  as  far  ahead  as  we  can 
see,  whatever  ** devices"  or  "theories"  may  be  invented  to 
paralyze  it. 

The  Editor. 


OLD  EXAMINATION  HALL— CHINA 

THICKLY  green  is  the  moss  on  the  corroded  roof-tiles 
of  this  hall, 
Loud,  loud,  the  cry  of  the  wind  striking  and  moving  the 

hinges  of  the  old  doors, 
Silver  as  evening  mist  the  spiders'  webs  spun  about  the 
corners. 

They  broke  their  hearts  here,  bending  over  the  pen- 
brushes, 

They  tore  their  hearts  upon  the  glittering  words  of  the 
T'ang  poets, 

They  went  mad,  babbling  Confucius  and  Mencius  to  the 
cold  clouds  passing  above  an  open  window. 

All  this  they  did  to  wear  a  violet  coat  and  a  belt-clasp  of 
agate  stones  set  in  rubies. 

Now  through  the  windy  hall  sucks  a  cadence  of  falling 
seas. 

Seas  withdrawn  along  an  ancient  shore, 

Backward  seas 

Turned, 

Running  in  great  strides  upon  a  bold  and  distant  con- 
tinent. 

Amy  Lowell. 


34 


FRANCE  AND  THE  MIND^S  EYE 

SO  you  are  really  going  to  France?"  inquired  the 
thousandth  kind  friend.  ''But  they  haven't  any 
bathtubs.  Do  you  think  you  will  be  able  to  get  any 
butter.^    And  what  do  you  expect  to  see.^" 

My  thoughts  on  butter  were  very  delicately  balanced. 
Sometimes,  when  I  felt  optimistic,  I  was  certain  that 
the  usual  luck  of  the  head  of  the  house  would  cause  un- 
told butter  to  make  smooth  our  path  before  us;  at  other 
times,  when  I  considered  probabilities  and  reports  from 
returned  travelers,  I  felt  sure  that  Fd  never  taste  any 
again  till  I  got  back  home.  So  much  I  could  report  to 
her.  But  as  to  her  last  inquiry,  I  knew  there  was  no 
use  trying  to  tell  her  anything  about  it. 

It  isn't  that  I  don't  know  what  I  expect  to  see.  I 
have  what  Jane  Austen  called  a  "complying  mind," 
which,  when  requested  to  see  anything,  immediately 
and  docilely  sees  it,  right  or  wrong.  It  did  in  this  instance. 
It  has,  every  time  the  question  has  been  asked.  But 
I  have  an  uneasy  conviction  that  what  I  expect  to  see 
is  a  little  different  from  what  is  really  there.  Of  course 
I  have  been  shown  maps,  but  all  they  did  was  to  make 
me  feel  that  France  was  partly  pink,  partly  yellow  and 
partly  green,  with  a  bright  azure  Paris  as  a  focusing- 
point. 

One  focuses,  of  course,  on  Paris.  I  know  a  lot  about 
Paris,  because  I  have  read  about  it  in  novels  and  history- 
books,  not  to  speak  of  A.  E.  F.  letters.  Books  of  travel, 
as  one  might  gather,  I  have  never  knowingly  read.  My 
picture  of  Paris  is  dazzlingly  clear,  but  I  am  afraid  a 
bit  scrappy.     However — 

There  is,  to  begin  with  the  freshest  impression,  a  long 
wide  street,  brilliantly  lighted,  name  unknown.  This 
is  the  one  R.  and  K.  wrote  me  about  with  such  fervor, 
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where  they  were  both  kissed  on  armistice  night  by  all 
the  Frenchwomen  they  met.  I  picture  it  as  very  like 
Fifth  Avenue,  excepting  that  the  Arc  de  Triomphe 
(suspiciously  like  the  plaster  arch  till  lately  decking 
Madison  Square)  surmounts  it  at  about  Sixty-Eighth 
Street.  Up  and  down  this  avenue  my  vision,  what  my 
grandmother  used  to  call  "my  mind's  eye,"  sees  crowds 
of  Frenchwomen  running  at  top  speed.  They  are  all 
very  thin  and  brown,  but  chic  to  the  last  degree,  clad 
uniformly  in  widows'  weeds,  and  embracing  hordes  of 
embarrassed,  khaki-clad  figures.  They  are  throwing 
confetti  and,  (it  must  take  technique)  blowing  whistles 
as  they  kiss.  It  is  no  place  for  an  American  woman, 
and  I  hasten  away  around  a  corner  guarded,  so  inelastic 
in  the  mind's  eye,  by  the  usual  comforting  American 
traffic   cop. 

I  have  seen  the  street  around  the  corner,  with  the 
mind's  eye  aforesaid,  since  early  childhood.  It  is  old, 
narrow,  ill-lighted  and  rather  creepy.  The  shouts  of 
the  pursuing  French  women  a  few  feet  away,  and  the 
despairing  wails  of  their  American  prey,  can  only  be 
faintly  heard.  Against  the  steepest  and  bumpiest  of 
the  gray  houses  which  line  it  is  crouched  a  shivering 
figure  in  ruffed  baggy  white  satin.  It  is  my  old  friend  from 
Au  Clair  de  la  Lune  that  they  sang  me  to  sleep  with, 
Mon-Ami-Pierrot.  (I  know  that  he  really  was  inside, 
the  householder  of  the  incident,  but  I  always  think  of 
the  protagonist  by  that  name.  So  did  the  man  who 
drew  the  picture  in  my  nursery  book.)  He  is  quite 
exhausted  by  his  prayers  of 

Ouvre  moi  ta  por-te 
Pour  Tamour  de  Dieu! 

It  is,  if  somewhat  sad  and  chilly,  very  peaceful  after 
the  row  of  armistice  street,  and  there  is  a  feeling  thrown 
in  with  it  of  being  a  very  small,  thrilled  girl,  which  adds 
to  its  charm.     But  I  can  do  nothing  for  poor  Mon-Ami- 
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Pierrot,  not  even  rid  myself  of  a  conviction,  carried  over 
from  that  thrilled  small  girlhood,  that  Monammy  is 
his  first  name  and  Peerow  his  last;  so  I  hurry  on  to  the 
gaieties  of  the  Latin  Quarter. 

This  too,  I  first  heard  about  in  early  youth;  in  conse- 
quence it  still  spreads  itself  before  me,  a  region  shaped 
like  a  generous  wedge  of  pie.  It  is  entirely  composed 
of  garrets,  insecurely  poised  in  air  on  many  flights  of 
stairs,  very  much  as  a  juggler  poises  chairs  and  tables 
one  above  the  other  on  a  single  stick.  But  when  you 
have  mounted  to  them  they  are  charmingly  large  and 
agreeable.  They  are  studios,  you  know.  The  only 
studios  I  have  really  seen  are  the  American  kind,  very 
ruggy  and  candlesticky;  and  I  cannot  tear  from  the 
Latin  Quarter  mantels  the  conventional  Billikens,  candel- 
abra and  incense-holders  by  which  the  American  kind 
are  distinguishable  from  housekeeping  apartments. 

Francine^s  muff  lies  on  an  opulent  Navajo  rug  which 
in  real  life  belongs  to  my  batik-making  friend  Hazel; 
and  on  the  table,  near  the  frugal  meal  of  bread-and- 
cheese  so  favored  by  the  Fie-de-Boheme,  glitters,  alas,  the 
three-tiered  grill  which  really  brightens  the  comer  where 
Eleanor  and  Jack,  a  pair  of  happily-wedded  American 
cubists,  are. 

On  the  same  landing  is  that  more  delightful  studio 
where  the  Three  Musketeers  of  the  Brush  painted  Trilby. 
You  can  tell  it  by  the  foot  drawn  outside  on  the  plaster, 
and  the  bursts  of  laughter  from  within.  In  spite  of  the 
single  candle  dimly  lighting  the  Murger  studio  next-door, 
this  one  is  filled  with  morning  sunshine.  But  then  the 
sun  always  does  shine  in  Du  Maurier's  Paris,  and  its 
population  is  nearly  all  English  or  Franco-English;  and 
these  gigantic,  handsome  young  people,  even  if  horrible 
things  are  worrying  the  life  out  of  them,  manage  to  be 
as  gay  and  friendly  and  delightful  as  real  people  should. 
I  should  like  to  go  in,  for  I  know  I  would  scarcely  require 
an    introduction.      They    are    as    friendly-mannered    as 
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Americans,  or  as  if  each  was  a  visiting  celebrity.     But 
then  Du  Maurier,  they  say,  was  not  a  realist. 

The  Seine  flows  near  the  Quarter,  and  I  suppose  I  owe 
it  a  visit.  I  don't  care  much  for  the  Seine.  I  am  afraid 
that  I  shall  see  too  many  corpses  of  young  women  and 
murdered  detectives  being  fished  out  of  it;  I  always 
think  of  it  as  turgid  with  the  dead  of  detective  fiction. 
The  Morgue,  I  know,  is  conveniently  close,  full  of  ten- 
anted slabs,  including  Hood's  one  More  Unfortunate, 
who  really  shouldn't  be  there:  for  I  suppose  she  wearied 
of  breath  in  the  Thames;  but  my  mind's  eye  is  obdurate. 
It  insists  on  lining  her  up  on  the  next  slab  to  Count 
Fosco,  of  Wilkie  Collins'  Woman  in  White.  It  really 
doesn't  matter.  The  Seine  would  never  mind  a  corpse 
the  less  or  more. 

I  don't  know  much  about  intervening  localities.  I 
have  a  passing  vision  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne^  where 
elegant  carriages  drawn  by  proud  dock-tailed  horses 
drive  continually  up  and  down.  I  think  it  must  have 
figured  in  forgotten  mid-Victorian  novels  of  my  early 
youth,  because  the  ladies  who  alight  dimly  from  the 
victorias  and  landaus,  bowing  graciously  to  elegant 
cavaliers,  seem  to  possess  curls  and  tiny  impossible 
parasols;  and  the  cavaliers  rather  run  to  waistlines  and 
sidewhiskers.  An  occasional  shell  from  the  Big  Bertha, 
alighting  amid  all  this  decorum,  seems  incongruous,  but 
apparently  does  the  polite  ladies  and  gentlemen  no 
harm.  Even  the  dock-tailed  steeds  never  turn  their 
heads,  nor  cease  curvetting. 

Somewhere  in  Paris  is  a  group  of  historical  buildings; 
but  I  cannot  visualize  them.  The  Tuileries,  of  course, 
the  Petit  Trianon,  the  cemetery  of  Pere-La-Chaise,  a  dim 
and  musty  place  with  the  grave  of  Abelard  and  Heloise 
sticking  boldly  out  in  its  center,  topped  by  one  of  the 
shirtwaist-box  tombs  which  really  impressive  graves 
always  have  over  there.  The  Invalides  is  the  only  point 
of  interest  really  clear  to  me.    My  mind's  eye  sees  it,  a 
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handsome  tomb  of  Napoleon  in  the  center  of  a  sort  of 
sanitarium,  surrounded  by  rows  of  sick  old  gentlemen 
in  bath-chairs,  being  given  airings  by  chic  French  nurses 
from  a  musical  comedy  chorus. 

Planted  somewhere  in  this  vicinity  is  a  highly  historical 
square.  All  the  things  in  the  Guizofs  historie  de  France 
went  on  in  a  square,  which  insists  on  being,  in  the  mind's 
eye,  the  same  one.  In  its  middle  is  the  guillotine,  work- 
ing day  and  night.  Quite  undisturbed  by  it,  Catharine 
de'  Medici  leans  from  a  balcony  and  efficiently  superin- 
tends the  Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  which,  un- 
hindered by  processions  of  tumbrils  in  all  directions,  is 
going  on,  picturesquely  costumed,  under  the  feet  of  the 
Tale  of  Two  Cities  knitters  around  the  scaffold.  Dumas 
musketeers  on  smoking  steeds,  brandishing  letters  of 
cachet,  pursue  villainesses  across  this  mix-up  (it  would 
take  a  Dumas  musketeer);  while  shouting  crowds,  also 
costumed  but  somehow  with  a  drooping-ringletted  and 
high-stocked  effect  of  1830  along  with  the  doublets 
and  hoses  and  cornichons,  pour  from  the  Cathedral 
of  Notre  Dame,  next  door,  with  the  fevered  desire 
possessed  by  all  Victor  Hugo  characters  to  murder  some- 
one. 

In  another  corner,  I  am  sorry  to  see,  they  are  burning 
Joan  of  Arc,  and  IPeter  the  Hermit  has  found  a  spot  to 
preach  a  crusade.  It  is  all  thrilling,  but  seems  a  little 
crowded  for  comfort,  and  strikes  me  as  somewhat 
dangerous  to  an  innocent  bystander.  Thank  heaven, 
near  by  is  that  blessed  avenue  of  escape,  the  chemin 
cheminaiit  of  Rabelais;  an  accommodating  medieval 
equivalent  of  the  department-store  escalator,  stretched 
ventre  dHerre;  the  road  which  we  are  informed  would 
tell  one  the  way,  politely  allow  itself  to  be  mounted, 
and  carry  one  to  any  remote  destination  '^  sans  autrement 
se  poiner  oufatiguer.^^  I  wonder  why  poor  Marie  Antoin- 
ette, whom  I  can  see  over  my  shoulder  being  driven  to 
execution  in  a  boudoir  cap,  with  her  chin  in  the  air  (she 
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was  a  chromo  in  the  maid's  room)  didn't  hop  on  it.    Too 
much  du  people^  I  suppose. 

My  destination  is  Normandy,  which,  in  spite  of  those 
ravages  of  the  Hun  of  which  the  popular  songs  inform 
me,  is  by  now  entirely  covered  with  apple  blossoms. 
In  fact,  in  the  Normandy  of  my  mind's  eye  apple  blossoms 
rage  at  all  seasons  of  the  year.  So  do  the  herds  of  Norman 
horses  which  gallop  up  and  down  it,  all  attached  to  coal- 
carts.  I  wish  my  mind's  eye  would  let  me  detach  the 
coal-carts.  They  always  have  them  in  America,  of 
course;  but  in  their  unbartered  youth  I  think  they  should 
have  a  little  freedom.    But  my  vision  is  obdurate. 

Under  the  spreading  apple  trees  stand  Norman  peas- 
ants, the  women  in  high  caps,  the  men  in  bloomers  and 
sabots,  but  all  very  stingy.  In  fact,  they  are  so  stingy 
that  the  principal  feature  of  the  Norman  landscape,  the 
picturesque  cottage  we  hope  to  rent,  (hot  and  cold  water, 
extra  quantity  of  apple  blossoms,  steam  heat  and  the 
only  bathtub  in  France)  heightens  its  price  automat- 
ically. Perhaps  I  had  better  move  that  cottage  to  the 
more  generous  hearted  next-door  province  of  Brittany. 

Here  the  natives  have  du  sensibilite,  rigid  though  they 
appear,  and  fatally  reminiscent  of  my  set  of  Quimper 
plates.  You  notice  that  the  population  is  entirely  com- 
posed of  small  children  who  were  born  hand-in-hand, 
elderly  peres  and  meres  who  stiffly  hold,  respectively, 
long  pipes  and  milk-pails  with  the  backs  of  their  wrists; 
with  here  and  there  a  disconsolate  young  bachelor  gazing 
sorrowfully  at  the  three  colored  lines  which  constitute 
the  Breton  horizon.    There  are  no  young  girls. 

The  reason,  I  have  been  led  to  believe  by  literature,  is 
that  every  fall  after  the  English  and  American  artists 
go,  all  the  young  girls  commit  suicide  from  Mont  St. 
Michel  or  die  automatically  from  grief.  Many  of  their 
native  lovers  follow  them;  only  a  few  are  of  sterner  stuff 
and  become  cures.  The  only  time  when  the  Breton, 
weighed    down    by    these    unescapable    sorrows,    really 
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enjoys  himself,  is  at  his  national  sport,  the  pardon.  At 
this  period,  which  I  take  to  continue  throughout  all 
the  year  except  the  open  season  for  artists,  the  peas- 
ants leave  all  household  and  farm  work  to  take  care 
of  itself,  and  attend  pardons  all  day,  austerely  singing 
and  dancing  on  their  way  to  them.  (Like  all  their 
countrymen,  they  have  a  fondness  for  dancing  and  light 
wines.) 

We  plan  to  take  in  Nice  and  the  Riviera,  too.  Of 
course  I  know  that  the  Riviera  really  isn't  a  river,  but 
I  can't  see  it  as  anything  else;  a  polite,  long,  winding 
stream  with  spiky  green  and  gilt  railings,  backed  by  a 
boardwalk.  Up  and  down  this  boardwalk  one  strolls, 
crossing  at  every  turn  E.  Phillips  Oppenheim  characters; 
beautiful  ladies  superbly  dressed  in  black  and  heavily 
veiled;  fat  German  spies  disguised,  even  now  that  the 
war  is  over,  as  American  millionaires,  (I  wonder  how 
they  would  disguise  themselves  for  that  role.  Would 
they  wear  a  dollar  sign  for  a  watch-fob,  one  wonders.^) 
and  especially  clean-cut  young  men,  always  remarked 
upon  as  being  gentlemen  to  the  core.  These  are  at  times 
a  little  moody,  but  always  willing  to  share  their  last 
crust  with  a  lady,  or  even  when  down  to  the  final  ten 
thousand  pounds,  to  finance  the  terrific  taxi  and  restaurant 
bills  which  all  Oppenheim  heroines,  of  whatever  state 
of  virtue,  demand.  Riviera  taxis  are  far  from  safe. 
They  invariably  hold  a  villain  or  two,  when  they  seem 
most  empty,  and  a  majority  of  the  cab-drivers  are  con- 
federates. I  wear  black  a  good  deal,  and  if  heavily 
veiled,  and  as  thin  as  the  lack  of  butter  is  sure  to  make 
me,  I  might  be  taken  for  a  heroine  and  abducted.  Truly 
France  is  full  of  snares.  .  . 

"I  don't  think  you  heard  me,"  repeated  the  thousand 
and  first  kind  friend  a  bit  sharply.  "I  asked  you  what 
you  expected  to  see  when  you  reached  France.^" 

But  between  her  inquiry  and  that  of  the  thousandth 
interrogator  much  water  had  flowed  under  the  Pont  d* 
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Avigon^  populated  for  all  time  by  small  Boutet  de  Monvel 
children  doing  minuets  in  costume. 

"Oh,  I  don't  expect  to  see  anything!"  I  was  able  to 
answer  her  brightly,  "We  have  nearly  decided  not  to 
go.  You  see,  the  butter  —  butter  is  so  much  to  both 
of  us  — " 

It  was  unkind  of  me,  for  she  had  just  been  poising 
on  the  butter's  brink,  and  I  had  snatched  it  from  under 
her,  if  such  a  thing  can  be  done  to  a  brink.  However, 
she  immediately  made  the  only  other  move  on  the  chess- 
board. 

"So  wise  of  you,"  she  murmured,  '*  when  you  think 
of  all  one  hears  about  the  lack  of  bathtubs!" 

I  agreed  with  her  sweetly.  But  my  happy  mind  was 
otherwhere,  careering  over  a  fair,  fantastic  country 
which  now  I  may  keep  undesecrated  for  another  year. 
I  knew  that  I  could  not  tell  any  of  my  friends  the 
truth  —  truth  is  in  the  ear  of  the  beholder.  And  they 
would  never  any  of  them  believe  that  it  was  neither 
butterlessness  nor  bathlessness  which  had  made  me 
throw  my  weight  against  the  French  flight;  but  the 
knowledge  that  France,  once  seen  with  the  eyes  of 
reality,  would  never  be  the  same  again. 

Margaret  Widdemer. 


THE  HIGH  COST  OF  LIVING 

AVERY  little  while  ago,  the  question  uppermost 
in  many  minds  was  whether  anything  could  stop 
the  steady  and  rapid  rise  of  prices.  We  were  sometimes 
told  that  it  could  not  be  checked  at  all  until  Europe  in 
particular  and  the  world  in  general  had  very  greatly 
increased  production;  or  until  the  immensely  increased 
paper  currencies,  both  of  Europe  and  of  the  United 
States,  had  been  forcibly  reduced;  or  until  the  wages 
of  labor  could  be  either  lowered,  or  at  least  fixed  where 
they  now  stood.  None  of  these  three  things  has  hap- 
pened. Yet  the  talk  of  the  present  season  has  suddenly 
veered  to  an  almost  unanimous  prediction  that  a  general 
fall  in  prices  is  coming,  and  the  newspapers  in  the  middle 
of  May  were  filled  with  detailed  reports  of  sudden  re- 
ductions of  twenty,  thirty  and  fifty  per  cent  in  prices  of 
goods  at  the  retail  stores  throughout  the  country. 

What  does  this  mean  ?  Why  has  the  situation  changed 
(if  it  has  changed);  how  far  will  the  downward  readjust- 
ment go,  and  with  what  general  results.'*  To  answer 
such  questions,  one  must  first  be  sure  that  he  under- 
stands the  real  cause  and  meaning  of  the  advance  itself. 
Then  it  will  perhaps  be  possible  to  ascertain  what  influ- 
ences, previously  operating  to  cause  that  advance,  have 
either  ceased  to  operate  or  have  been  more  than  counter- 
balanced by  other  influences  new  to  the  situation. 

Several  very  striking  facts  are  manifest  to  every 
intelligent  observer.  The  prices  of  necessaries,  cost  of 
living,  use  of  bank  credit,  and  magnitude  of  the  whole 
world's  paper  currency  issues,  including  our  own,  are 
utterly  abnormal.  In  the  matter  of  prices,  the  war  no 
longer  seems  to  be  an  explanation.  In  the  first  place, 
the  war  and  the  war  purchases  by  governments  ended 
with    19 1 8.     Moreover,    hundreds   of   necessary   articles 
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of  food  or  daily  use  which  have  had  no  relation  to  war 
requirements  or  war  influences,  have  gone  up  with  the 
rest.  In  New  York  it  is  a  common  saying  that  the  only 
things  which  have  not  risen  in  price  are  street-car  and 
taxicab  fares,  which  are  regulated  by  law;  shoe-blacking, 
whose  practitioners  are  apparently  afraid  of  reducing 
old  customers  to  do  the  work  for  themselves,  and  invest- 
ment bonds,  which  rather  notoriously  decline  whenever 
the  cost  of  living  rises. 

Shoes,  cotton  goods,  flour,  tools  and  hardware,  may 
have  been  forced  up  to  abnormally  high  prices  by  the 
war  and  the  urgent  necessities  left  in  Europe  by  the  war; 
but  how  will  this  explanation  answer  for  the  doubling 
of  the  price  of  fish,  of  paper,  of  apples,  of  a  hundred 
things  which  do  not  appear  to  have  any  connection 
either  with  the  war  or  with  exports  to  Europe.^  If  we 
answer  that  the  rise  in  prices  of  such  things  was  a  result 
of  the  rising  cost  of  labor,  we  get  the  answer  that  wages 
went  up  only  because  of  the  rise  in  cost  of  the  laborer's 
living.  This  rise  in  living  costs  on  the  one  hand,  and  the 
rise  in  the  cost  of  capital  on  the  other,  have  had  an  ex- 
tremely serious  efl'ect,  not  only  in  the  ordinary  citizen's 
balance  of  earnings  and  expenses,  but  in  the  case  of 
people  with  fixed  incomes  derived  from  investments  made 
in  former  years.  An  estate  invested  in  high-grade  bonds 
at  pre-war  prices,  yielding  the  pre-war  rate  of  interest, 
will  provide  for  hardly  half  the  actual  purchases  and 
comforts  which  its  beneficiaries  would  have  procured 
with  the  distributed  income,  six  years  ago.  If  the  bonds 
are  sold,  they  will  possibly  produce  less  than  two-thirds 
of  the  principal  which  was  originally  invested  in  them. 

Whether  considered  as  an  inevitable  outcome  of  the 
prodigiously  wasteful  and  destructive  war,  or  as  a  result 
of  over-expanded  credit,  or  as  a  consequence  of  inflated 
currencies,  or  even  as  the  work  of  speculators  and  prof- 
iteers, the  one  certainty  seemed  to  be  that  the  process 
must  presently  reach  its  limit.     The  demand  for  what 
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was  more  or  less  vaguely  called  "deflation"  was  not 
more  positive  than  the  conviction  that,  sooner  or  later, 
deflation  would  be  forced  by  the  movement  of  events. 

Perhaps  the  only  statement  on  which  every  one  would 
agree  —  economists,  statesmen,  merchants,  bankers  and 
everyday  citizens  —  is  that  we  are  living  on  a  basis  of 
war  inflation.  Sometimes  the  particular  conditions  of 
the  day  will  be  ascribed  to  inflation  of  the  currency; 
and  the  plain  man  in  the  street  can  at  least  understand 
what  that  should  mean,  because  he  knows  by  tradition, 
if  not  by  experience,  what  happened  to  prices  when  our 
government  flooded  the  country  with  legal  tender  paper 
money  during  the  Civil  War.  Sometimes  one  hears  the 
present  situation  described  as  a  result  of  inflated  bank 
credit.  That  does  not  convey  so  clear  an  idea  to  the  aver- 
age mind,  because  the  rise  or  fall  of  loans  and  deposits  at 
the  banks  is  to  most  people  largely  a  thing  of  mystery. 

There  remains  the  influence  of  the  war  itself  on  pro- 
duction of  goods,  consumption  of  goods,  and  trade  in 
goods.  The  present  situation  not  only  began  with  the 
war,  and  was  not  only  an  evident  consequence  of  the  war, 
but  our  histories  also  tell  us  of  an  exactly  similar  situation 
during  every  other  great  war  of  modern  times.  They 
also,  however,  tell  us  of  the  downward  movement  in  prices 
which  eventually  followed  the  upward  movement  —  a 
decline  which  sometimes  came  immediately  after  the 
war  was  over,  but  on  other  occasions  only  after  long 
persistence  of  the  abnormally  high  prices.  Most  readers 
of  history  have  a  more  or  less  clear  impression  that  every 
prolonged  and  exhausting  war  has  been  followed,  in 
the  space  of  a  few  years,  by  a  formidable  financial  panic, 
in  which  prices  of  merchandise  as  well  as  of  investments 
came  down,  not  gradually  but  with  a  precipitous  collapse, 
involving  commercial  bankruptcies  and  hard  times, 
yet  leading  the  way  to  normal  conditions.  All  these 
impressions  and  recollections  cut  some  figure  in  the 
people's  talk  of  "deflation." 
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While  the  war  continued,  the  people  at  large  were 
both  able  to  understand  why  prices  were  going  up,  and 
willing  to  submit  to  it.  The  able-bodied  laborers  of 
Europe  were  being  drafted  into  the  army,  and  thus  be- 
came consumers  instead  of  producers.  The  war  itself 
had  increased  the  demand  for  certain  commodities, 
while  cutting  down  the  normal  production  of  them. 
Important  producing  areas  of  some  European  countries, 
agricultural  or  industrial,  were  overrun  and  devastated. 
Some  countries  whose  products  were  exported  in  immense 
amounts  to  consuming  countries  in  time  of  peace  — 
Russia,  for  instance,  with  her  grain  and  mineral  supplies  — 
were  cut  off  by  the  blockade.  Central  Europe,  which 
in  1913  sent  more  than  $200,000,000  worth  of  goods 
to  the  United  States  alone,  ceased  almost  entirely  to 
export.  Even  with  neutral  countries  which  maintained 
or  increased  their  former  production,  the  shortage  of 
shipping,  due  to  commandeering  of  merchant  vessels 
for  war  service,  either  prevented  the  free  access  of  other 
markets  to  their  goods  or  else  greatly  enhanced  the  cost 
of  such  goods  because  of  the  high  rates  of  freight  and 
insurance.  On  top  of  this,  the  most  active  manufacturing 
countries  in  the  world  which  were  beyond  the  reach  of 
war  on  their  territory,  began  to  divert  their  machinery 
from  goods  for  ordinary  uses  to  war  munitions  for  the 
belligerent  governments.  There  was  no  mystery  about 
the  general  rise  of  prices  under  such  circumstances. 

But  now  the  war  was  over.  The  abnormal  purchases 
of  war  material  ceased.  The  blockades  were  partly  lifted. 
The  disbanded  armies  gradually  returned  to  their  homes, 
where  they  had  formerly  worked  in  the  fields  and  the 
mills.  Even  the  ships  were  released  from  transport  ser- 
vice, and  ocean  communication  for  international  trade 
was  restored.    Yet  the  cost  of  living  did  not  come  down. 

There  had  been  a  prevalent  belief  that  termination 
of  the  war  would  cause  a  general  and  violent  decline 
in  prices.    This  had  happened  on  some  similar  occasions, 
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notably  after  the  wars  of  Napoleon.  The  extent  to  which 
such  a  result  was  expected,  even  in  the  circles  of  trade, 
was  shown  during  the  recent  war  whenever  a  well-defined 
rumor  of  peace  negotiations  circulated,  by  the  extremely 
violent  decline  in  shares  of  manufacturing  companies 
on  the  stock  exchanges  and  in  grain  prices  on  the  prod- 
uce exchanges.  After  the  armistice  there  was,  in  fact, 
a  considerable  reaction  in  wholesale  prices.  The  American 
"index  numbers"  reported  an  average  decline  between 
November  of  1918  and  the  spring  of  19 19  of  about  10 
per  cent  in  prices  of  commodities;  the  English  average 
was  reduced  about  9  per  cent  during  the  same  period. 
But  with  that,  the  reaction  ended,  and  the  rise  began 
again.  By  midsummer  of  1919,  the  average  both  in 
England  and  in  this  country  was  above  the  highest  of 
actual  war-time,  and  it  has  gone  higher  this  past  season 
than  it  was  last  summer.  The  Department  of  Labor, 
after  adding  together  the  prices  of  some  328  commodities 
in  1913,  and  taking  their  average  as  100,  has  calculated 
that  the  average  of  December,  19 18,  was  207;  that  in 
February,  19 19,  it  was  197,  and  that  in  February  of  1920 
it  had  risen  to  249.  Nearly  one-third  of  the  total  rise 
since  the  year  before  the  war  had  occurred  in  the  year 
after  the  armistice.  These  figures  referred  to  wholesale 
prices;  retail  prices,  which  principally  concern  the 
average  citizen,  have  advanced  even  faster  on  the  re- 
newed upward  movement  since  the  war;  partly  because 
of  the  doubled  influence,  in  their  case,  of  the  continuous 
marking-up  of  rents  and  wages.  The  outcome  of  the 
year-and-a-half  since  November,  1918,  is  that  the  plain 
man's  cost  of  living,  in  the  matter  of  food,  clothing,  rent 
and  ordinary  comforts,  is  higher  by  25  to  50  per  cent 
than  it  was  when  the  German  army  broke  through  the 
western  front,  and  the  war  seemed  likely  to  be  indefinitely 
prolonged.  On  the  stock  exchange,  shares  of  producing 
and  manufacturing  companies  broke  with  violence  in 
war-time  on  the  mere  rumor  of  coming  peace,  but,  since 
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peace  actually  returned,  prices  of  the  same  shares  have 
been  rising,  with  the  most  extravagant  violence;  ap- 
parently in  expectation  of  continued  rise  in  price  for 
their  products. 

This  persistence  of  the  abnormally  high  cost  of  living 
has  necessarily  turned  public  attention  to  the  inquiry 
as  to  whether  some  very  powerful  influence  other  than 
war  or  scarcity  might  not  be  at  work.  Such  an  inquiry 
at  once  brought  out  the  fact  of  the  equally  abnormal 
increase  in  bank  loans  and  in  the  circulating  money 
supply.  The  figures  are  startling  on  their  face.  In  July, 
1914,  when  the  war  began,  loans  of  the  New  York  banks 
were  ^2,600,000,000;  in  the  armistice  week  of  November, 
19 18,  they  were  $4,700,000,000;  last  January  they  were 
$5 J 3 00)000,000.  There  had  been  a  similar  increase  at 
all  other  American  banking  centres;  in  the  first  nine 
months  of  19 19,  loans  of  all  the  national  banks  of  the 
United  States  increased  a  thousand  million  dollars. 

The  Federal  Reserve  was  not  in  existence  when  the 
war  began.  At  the  beginning  of  last  May,  the  Reserve 
Banks  were  lending  $2,900,000,000,  and  this  was  an  in- 
crease from  $2,100,000,000  in  the  preceding  April.  As 
for  the  Federal  Reserve  notes,  which  now  make  up  the 
bulk  of  our  circulating  money,  all  of  these  have  been 
issued  since  November,  19 14,  when  the  system  went 
into  operation.  A  large  part  of  these  notes  were  issued 
in  exchange  for  the  $2,000,000,000  gold  reserve  which 
the  Reserve  Banks  hold.  But  the  total  note  issue  stood 
at  more  than  $3,000,000,000  last  April;  one-third  of 
the  new  paper  money  circulation,  therefore,  was  actual 
addition  to  the  currency  supply. 

Remembering  the  effect  on  American  prices  of  the 
government's  paper  m.oney  issues  during  the  Civil  War 
and  in  the  dozen  ensuing  years,  it  was  natural  that  the 
theory  of  an  inflated  and  depreciated  currency  as  the 
cause  of  the  oppressive  prices  should  have  got  a  hearing. 
We  had  the  huge  increase  in  paper  money.    We  had  the 
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abnormal  rise  of  prices.     It  was  a  natural  assumption 
that   the    paper   money   expansion   was    cause    and   the 
high  prices  the  effect,  and   that   the  way  to  bring  down 
the  inflated  prices  was  to  reduce  immediately  and  heavily 
the  amount  of  our  Federal  Reserve  notes  issued.     This 
suggestion,  however,  called  forth  the  reminder  that  the 
case  could  not  be  quite  the  same  as  it  was  in  the  period 
after    1861.      In   the   Civil   War   our   government   itself 
issued   and    circulated    the   paper   legal   tenders.     They 
were  not  redeemed  in  gold,  and  indeed  they  were  not 
really   redeemable   at   all;   because   either  the   banks   or 
the  government,  on  receiving  them  by  way  of  money 
payment,  paid  out  the  same  notes  again  for  their  own 
purposes  as  money.     They  were  declared  to  be  lawful 
bank   reserve   money;   a   bank   could   expand   its   loans, 
under  the  law,  until  its  deposits  were  four  times  as  large 
as  its  reserve,  and  the  more  notes  the  government  issued, 
the  greater  was  the  inducement  for  the  bank  to  use  the 
new  circulation  as  a  basis  for  increased  loans.    Since  these 
legal  tender  notes  would  not  exchange  at  face  value  for 
gold,  and  since  no  one  knew  when  redemption  in  gold 
would  be  resumed,  they  necessarily  depreciated  in  pur- 
chasing power   as   compared   with   gold  —  which   meant 
that  prices  were  higher  when  measured  in  the  legal  tender 
paper   than   when   measured   in   gold   coin.     An   expert 
report    to    Congress    calculated    afterward    that,    taking 
the  average  of  i860  prices  as  100,  the  average  measured 
in  gold  was   1083^  for  the    five-year  period  from   i860 
to  1864,  inclusive,  and  i  i8j^  in  the  next  five  years,  whereas 
the  average  measured  in  paper  money  was  1313^  in  the 
one  five-year  period  and    178  /g  in  the  other.      The  pre- 
mium on  gold  was  the  measure  of  the  difference  between 
thp  two  kinds  of  prices. 

Such  was  the  status  of  the  paper  money  of  our  Civil 
War,  and  the  status  of  most  of  the  present  war-time 
paper  of  continental  Europe  —  issued  at  the  govern- 
ment's will  to  meet  a  deficit  in  revenue  and  not  as  applied 
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for  by  the  business  ^community  —  its  irredeemability 
in  gold,  its  consequent  depreciation  and  the  enhance- 
ment of  "paper  prices"  as  compared  with  "gold  prices  " — 
is  substantially  the  same.  But  the  peculiarity  of  our 
present  very  large  paper  money  circulation  is  that  it 
is  redeemed  in  gold.  It  is  not  depreciated.  There  is 
no  gold  premium,  and  there  can  be  none,  when  a  banker 
holding  $i,ooo  in  Federal  Reserve  notes  may  present 
them  at  his  Reserve  Bank  (as  he  may  do  today)  and 
get  $  1,000  in  gold,  for  export  or  for  any  other  purpose. 
Federal  Reserve  notes,  moreover,  are  not  available  as 
bank  reserves.  Their  frequent  redemption  is  compulsory. 
The  amount  will  decrease  automatically  unless  the 
business  community  applies  for  more  of  them.  The 
government  does  not  issue  them  to  pay  its  own  bills; 
they  are  practically  bought  from  the  issuing  Reserve 
Bank  by  private  banks,  in  exchange  for  good  commercial 
paper  of  their  own,  and  in  response  to  the  requests  of 
customers  of  their  own  who  wish  to  draw  on  their  deposits 
in  that  form.  In  the  Civil  War  inflation  days,  the  govern- 
ment issued  its  own  notes  according  to  its  need  for  money 
to  pay  its  own  bills,  and  it  forced  people  with  a  money 
claim  on  the  Treasury  to  accept  the  notes  as  money. 
But  the  Federal  Reserve  notes  are  not  put  out  by  the 
Treasury.  They  are  not  only  not  forced  on  the  banks 
and  the  public,  but  they  cannot  be  issued  at  all  by  the 
Reserve  Banks  unless  the  public  has  asked  for  them, 
and  has  shown  tha^t  it  needed  them  for  business  purposes. 
These  circumstances  have  made  it  perfectly  fair  to  con- 
tend that  the  expansion  of  Reserve  note  circulation, 
instead  of  being  a  cause  of  the  increased  prices  was  an 
effect  of  them;  that  is  to  say,  that  the  depositors  in  the 
banks  asked  for  more  of  the  notes  because,  with  prices 
and  wages  higher,  they  needed  more  circulating  money 
for  cash  purchases,  for  till  money,  and  for  pay-rolls. 

The  bank  loans  are  another  matter.     In  a  measure, 
it  is  true,  their  increase  also  may  be  partly  an  eff"ect 
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rather  than  a  cause  of  the  high  prices;  for  even  an  ordinary 
merchant  who  borrows  from  his  bank  to  conduct  his 
business,  if  prices  are  doubled,  wages  doubled,  and  his 
own  capital  no  larger,  must  borrow  twice  as  much  as 
before  to  carry  the  same  quantity  of  goods.  But  the 
loan  expansion  has  not  stopped  with  this.  A  continuous 
rise  of  prices  gives  greater  boldness  and  assurance  to  a 
very  large  number  of  even  usually  conservative  traders, 
and  it  vastly  increases  the  number  of  those  who  are 
simply  speculators.  When,  however,  one  group  of 
speculators  instantly  follows  another  in  the  same 
market,  when  all  are  infected  with  the  idea  that  the 
advance  in  prices  cannot  stop,  the  amount  of  goods 
actually  held  on  extended  credit,  with  a  view  to  the 
coming  profit,  will  increase  progressively.  This  inevi- 
tably emphasizes  an  existing  scarcity  of  goods,  even 
when  the  merchant  has  no  intention  of  actually  fore- 
stalling the  market.  The  essential  thing  is  credit,  with 
continued  certainty  of  his  own  access  to  it.  But  during 
the  past  twelve  months,  the  demands  on  the  banks  for 
such  purposes  have  increased  at  a  pace  which  months 
ago  began  to  cause  great  misgiving  among  experienced 
bankers. 

But  what  was  to  stop  it  ?  Either  of  two  causes ;  first :  such 
actual  increase  in  supply  of  goods  or  such  decrease  in  de- 
mand as  should  make  it  a  dangerous  banking  risk  to  lend 
money  on  them  at  existing  prices,  or  second :  actual  exhaus- 
tion of  the  available  credit  fund  itself.  The  first  possibility 
is  always  present.  It  has  been  kept  back  from  active 
influence  through  the  high  cost  and  uncertain  perform- 
ance of  labor,  through  the  continuing  abnormal  needs 
of  Europe,  and  through  occasional  decrease  in  production 
of  such  staple  products  as  wheat  and  cotton.  Yet  the 
matter  of  demand  from  the  home  consumer  may  be  a 
different  matter.  Some  things  he  must  have  at  any 
price;  but  he  does  not  have  to  buy  the  same  amount 
of  them,  and  prices  can  hardly  go  on  rising,  or  even  hold 
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at  the  present  level,  unless  the  ordinary  consumer  con- 
tinues to  buy.  But  his  buying  power  has  already  during 
the  past  twelve  months  been  so  far  reduced  by  the  rise 
of  everything,  including  rents,  that  he  is  steadily  cutting 
down  his  purchases.  Last  year,  this  was  more  than 
counterbalanced  by  Europe's  unprecedentedly  heavy  buy- 
ing in  our  markets  to  meet  her  own  urgent  require- 
ments, by  the  greatly  increased  purchases  by  the  labor- 
ing classes  whose  wages  had  gone  up,  and  by  the  utterly 
extravagant  expenditure  by  the  newly-made  "war  mil- 
lionaires "  and  by  people  who  are  emulating  them  by 
living  beyond  their  own  means  on  borrowed  money. 

But  these  counter-influences  were  of  a  sort  which 
has  always  been  temporary  at  such  times,  and  which 
cannot  possibly  last  on  the  scale  of  recent  months.  They 
are  in  fact  not  continuing  on  that  scale.  The  laboring 
classes  are  learning  —  as  a  year's  experience  was  sure 
to  teach  them  —  that,  in  a  very  large  portion  of  their 
numbers,  higher  wages  merely  balanced  higher  prices. 
The  past  year's  lavish  expenditure  from  the  increased 
pay-rolls  was  a  blunder.  It  was  inevitable  that  it  should 
be  so  recognized.  The  larger  the  purchases  in  1919,  the 
surer  the  shortage  in  1920,  and  this  year's  rise  in  rents 
has  emphasized  the  lesson.  There  is  also  a  limit  to  the 
purchases  of  actual  necessities,  even  by  "war  millionaires." 
As  for  the  people  who,  copying  their  habits,  with  great 
rapidity  along  with  the  sudden  tightening  of  the  credit 
market  itself  and  the  violent  decline  on  the  stock  ex- 
change, have  been  living  extravagantly  on  credit,  they 
have  lately  been  approaching  the  end  of  their  rope. 

The  present  year's  spring  season  began  with  a  visible 
change  in  the  markets  for  commodities.  The  clothing 
trade  began  to  talk  of  the  difficulty  of  holding  up  prices, 
when  so  large  a  part  of  the  community  was  refusing  to 
buy  new  clothing  at  the  prevalent  prices,  and  were  mak- 
ing their  old  clothes  last  another  year.  The  same  attitude, 
visible  among  rapidly  increasing  numbers  of  consumers 
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in  the  boot  and  shoe  trade,  change  the  reports  of  manu- 
facturers in  that  industry  from  last  year's  positive  pre- 
diction of  the  certainty  of  a  continued  and  uninterrupted 
rise  in  prices,  to  an  expression  of  doubt  in  the  trade  itself 
as  to  whether  the  market  was  not  overstocked,  and  the 
necessity  of  marking  down  prices  imminent.  Reduction 
of  purchases  to  a  minimum,  by  an  increasingly  great 
body  of  the  trade's  best  customers,  could  not  possibly 
fail  to  affect  the  industry.  These  influences,  combined 
with  the  rise  in  rates  on  merchants'  loans  to  ^yi  per 
cent  —  a  rate  not  paid  at  this  time  of  year  in  a  quarter 
of  a  century  —  sufficiently  explained  the  attitude  of 
the  markets.  They  explained  even  more  directly  the 
sudden  outbreak  of  advertised  announcements  by  the 
great  department  stores  of  an  all-around  cut  of  ten  to 
thirty  per  cent  in  prices  for  their  goods. 

All  precedent  of  the  financial  markets  goes  to  show 
that  such  abnormally  high  money  rates  as  now  exist, 
such  abnormally  low  bank  reserves,  and  so  abnormal 
a  tension  on  credit  —  all  this,  moreover,  in  advance 
of  the  real  pressure  of  accumulated  requirements,  which 
comes  in  the  autumn  —  should  mean  compulsory  nation- 
wide liquidation  of  debt  and  a  fall  in  prices.  The  purely 
speculative  elements  in  cost  of  merchandise  will  to  a 
great  extent  be  forcibly  eliminated.  On  the  other  hand, 
we  have  labor  costs  advanced  75  per  cent,  100  per  cent, 
150  per  cent  over  1914,  and  even  if  prices  decline  wages 
are  not  likely  to  be  reduced  in  the  present  state  of  the 
labor  market  and  the  present  labor  situation.  Further- 
more, either  actual  scarcity  of  labor  or  diversion  of  labor 
from  the  farms  to  the  cities  has  not  only  progressively 
increased  the  actual  cost  of  producing  such  staples  as 
grain  and  cotton,  but  it  has  impelled  farmers  to  cut 
down  their  planted  acreage.  It  is  unlikely  that  either 
the  cotton  crop  or  the  wheat  crop  of  1920  will  be  equal 
to  the  war-time  average;  but  demand  will  not  decrease 
with  supply.     The  housing  problem,  meantime,  is  com- 


54  The   Unpartizan    Review 

plicated  by  actual  scarcity  of  material  for  building,  by 
the  attitude  of  labor,  by  the  cost  of  raising  money  on 
mortgage,  and  by  the  same  feeling  as  prevails  in  other 
industries,  regarding  the  inadvisabllity  of  opening  ex- 
tensive new  contracts  with  the  possibility  of  lower  prices 
for  materials  later  on.  New  houses  are  not  being  built 
to  meet  the  urgent  needs. 

Such  influences  as  these  may  delay  and  divert  the 
readjustments;  they  will  certainly  prevent  reduction 
of  living  costs  in  some  directions.  Yet  it  would  certainly 
seem  that  the  downward  movement  of  prices,  on  a  con- 
siderable scale,  cannot  now  be  avoided.  If  it  continues,  it 
will  inevitably  bring  some  trying  experiences  to  trade 
in  general.  That  it  will  bring  one  of  those  formidable 
credit  crises  which  we  describe  as  our  *' great  panics" 
is  not,  so  far  as  one  can  see,  an  early  probability.  Usu- 
ally, that  comes  long  afterward  when  the  foundations 
of  genuine  national  prosperity  have  been  much  more 
weakened  than  they  are  today.  But  an  unpleasant 
reckoning  for  the  orgy  of  extravagance,  speculation 
and  credit  expansion,  particularly  as  practiced  since 
the  war,  is  not  at  all  unlikely.  That  is  the  price  which 
a  modern  community  must  pay  for  even  partial  and 
preliminary  "deflation."  There  are  always  individuals, 
corporations,  sometimes  banks,  which  at  such  a  time 
will  have  engaged  their  credit  on  the  presumption  of 
unchanged  or  higher  prices,  and  will  have  committed 
themselves  so  heavily  that  they  cannot  save  themselves 
when  their  market  breaks.  But  it  is  only  when  all  this 
shall  have  happened  that  we  shall  be  able  to  measure 
the  real  nature  of  the  position  and  the  prospect  of  ulti- 
mate return  to  something  like  normal  conditions  in 
living  costs.  The  most  that  we  now  know  is  that  the 
resultant  level  of  prices  will  not  be  the  status  prevalent 
before  August,  1914. 

Alexander  D.  Noyes. 


THE  NONPARTIZAN  LEAGUE 

NORTH  Dakota  today  is  something  more  than  a 
geographical  expression.  It  was  known  as  a  region 
capable  of  producing  one  hundred  million  bushels  of 
wheat  annually.  It  is  known  far  and  wide  as  a  laboratory 
of  the  social  sciences,  a  commonwealth,  83%  rural,  whose 
citizens  have  shaken  the  hayseed  out  of  their  hair  and 
best  clothes,  and  fared  forth  to  elect  to  legislative  halls 
and  executive  offices  and  judicial  chambers  men  upon 
whom  they  may  depend  to  act  in  these  several  capacities 
according  to  a  farmers'  program.  The  banner  under 
which  they  are  marching  is  inscribed:  "The  National 
Nonpartizan  League."  The  Nonpartizan  League  origi- 
nated in  North  Dakota  where  today  it  has  about 
43,000  dues-paying  members.  Its  national  offices  are 
now  located  in  St.  Paul,  but  will  soon  be  moved  to 
Minneapolis.  The  League  is  organized,  more  or  less 
completely,  in  thirteen  states,  and  counts  its  member- 
ship as  230,000,  of  whom  55,000  are  in  Minnesota,  43,000 
in  North  Dakota,  22,000  in  Montana,  24,000  in  South 
Dakota,  16,000  in  Nebraska,  16,000  in  Colorado,  12,000 
in  Washington,  7,000  in  Wisconsin,  12,000  in  Idaho, 
and  the  balance,  about  10,000,  distributed  throughout 
Kansas,  Oklahoma,  Texas  and  Iowa. 

Although  membership  was  originally  limited  to  farmers, 
there  has  recently  been  organized  a  Workingman's  Non- 
partizan League  which  co-operates  with  the  League  and 
whose  representatives  meet  with  the  farmers  in  convention. 
Since  the  last  meeting  of  the  national  committee  the  cost 
of  membership  is  $18.00,  which  pays  dues  from  the  date 
of  entry  into  membership  up  to  the  end  of  a  prescribed 
two-year  period,  and  entitles  the  member  to  the  Non- 
partizan Leader  and  the  official  state  newspaper  in  his 
state.     Seven  dollars  of  each  eighteen  are  used  by  the 
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national  office,  the  remaining  eleven,  exclusive  of  the  25% 
commission  to  which  a  canvasser  may  be  entitled,  are  to  be 
distributed  between  the  state  and  local  organizations 
when  the  latter  get  into  running  order.  With  230,cx>D 
members  paying  $i8.aD  into  the  war  chest  every  two 
years  the  League  has  a  possible  annual  budget  of  over 
^2,000,000.  The  temptation  to  misappropriation  of 
these  iunds  is  sufficient  basis  for  insinuations  against 
League  officials  that  misappropriation  has  taken  place. 
But  to  date  no  evidence  of  underhandedness  has  come 
to  light.  The  League  officers  assert  that  the  League's 
books  are  open  to  inspection  by  members,  and  an  annual 
audit  is  made  by  some  reputable  auditing  concern.  Com- 
plete publicity  of  accounts  is  regarded  as  prejudicial 
to  the  League's  work  because  of  the  revelation  of  its 
plans  that  such  publicity  would  involve. 

These  facts  regarding  the  national  organization  suffice 
to  indicate  the  momentum  that  has  developed  from  the 
original  protest  of  a  handful  of  North  Dakota  farmers 
against  the  methods  of  Big  Business.  Such  a  protest 
was  to  be  expected  from  North  Dakota,  if  from  any 
state,  since  it  is  the  centre  of  the  hard  spring  wheat 
region  which  includes  also  Minnesota,  South  Dakota, 
Montana,  and  the  Canadian  provinces  of  Alberta, 
Saskatchewan  and  Manitoba.  Throughout  all  this 
area  the  principal  topic  of  conversation  is  wheat,  and 
upon  wheat  the  banks,  the  railroads  and  the  few  simple 
industries  depend.  Naturally  enough,  that  group  of 
interests  was  inclined  to  guarantee  itself  in  the  fat  years 
against  the  certain  sacrifices  of  the  lean  years.  Hence 
high  interest  rates  and  a  grudging  spirit  in  the  providing 
of  side-trackage,  platforms,  cars  and  other  requisites 
for  the  marketing  of  farm  products  by  the  individual 
farmer  or  a  co-operative  society.  Hence  also  the  per- 
sistent domination  of  the  state  legislature  by  the  lobby 
of  these  interests,  a  control  from  which  the  farmers 
finally   have   broken   away  because,   they  affirm,   there 
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was  no  other  way  to  secure   the  treatment  that  they 
deserved. 

The  principal  grievance  of  the  farmers,  however,  lay 
in  the  conditions  under  which  they  had  to  market  their 
grain.     In  North  Dakota  flour  mills  are  few,  so  that  the 
wheat  must  be  sent  out  of  the  state.     Most  of  it  goes 
to  Minneapolis  and  Duluth.    A  distant  market,  operating 
under  the  laws  of  another  state  was  a  likely  breeding 
ground  for  suspicion  that  all  was  not  right  if  a  farmer's 
wheat  was  graded  No.  2  when  he  had  expected  No.  i, 
or  docked  more  heavily  than  he  had  anticipated.     Un- 
doubtedly once  such  a  suspicion  became  aroused,   any 
slight  defects   in   the   terminal   market  machinery  were 
magnified,  under  the  lenses  of  ignorance,  from  mole-hills 
into  mountains.     The  only  public  grain  warehouses  or 
elevators  in  Minneapolis,  Duluth,  St.  Paul,  and  Superior 
were  those  operated  by  dealers  in  grain,  themselves  in- 
tent upon  buying  as  cheaply  as  possible  from  the  farmers. 
Therefore   elevator    facilities    were    difficult   to   procure 
in  those  markets,  at  times  practically  unavailable.     A 
great  deal  of  grain  shipped  from  North  Dakota  arrived 
at  the   terminal   markets   in   poor   condition.      It  often 
needed   cleaning   and   drying   before   it  was   fit   for   the 
market.    Without  elevator  facilities,  together  with  clean- 
ing and  drying  machinery,  this  grain  necessarily  was  sold 
at  a  discount:  that  is,  the  farmer  had  to  accept  a  stiffer 
dockage   and   a   lower   rate    per   bushel    than   his   grain 
would  have  brought  had  there  been  facilities  for  handling 
it  properly.      If,   on   the   other   hand,    storage   facilities 
were  available,  the  charges,  based  upon  the  urgent  demand, 
might  be  exorbitant.     In  storage  mixing  was  likely  to 
occur,  with  the  result  that  the  farmer  took  out  of  storage 
wheat  that  had  depreciated   one  or  two  cents  a  bushel 
as  compared  with  what  he  had  put  in.    These  are  facts 
upon    which    it  was   easy   for   the   farmer   himself,   and 
easier  for  the  clever  propagandist,  to  build  up  a  tissue, 
partly  truth,  partly  exaggeration,  regarding  the  manipu- 
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lations  of  the  so-called  grain  trust,  culminating  in  the 
conviction  that  the  large  grain-dealers  were  using  the 
farmers  as  their  tools  in  the  making  of  huge  profits, 
speculative  and  othenvise.  The  experience  of  the  farmers 
with  gang  control  of  the  North  Dakota  legislature  did 
not  incline  them  to  rely  upon  state  inspection  or  federal 
inspection  of  elevators,  to  cure  the  alleged  evils.  They 
sought  instead  to  secure  terminal  elevator  facilities 
which  they  could  control. 

They  decided  early  that  the  investment  necessary 
would  be  larger  than  they  could  handle  by  co-operative 
effort.  The  only  alternative  was  to  get  the  state  to  make 
the  investment.  They  thought  it  legitimate  to  use  the 
credit  of  the  state  in  this  way,  because  they  constituted 
more  than  four-fifths  of  the  population  of  the  state  and, 
they  contended,  whatever  meant  prosperity  to  them 
meant  advantage  to  the  commercial,  industrial,  pro- 
fessional and  other  groups  in  the  state.  For  two  decades 
the  call  grew  continuously  more  insistent  for  an  amend- 
ment to  the  constitution  that  would  allow  the  state  to 
go  into  the  elevator  business.  Time  after  time  the 
legislature,  controlled  by  the  *'old  crowd,"  refused  to 
pass  the  desired  amendment.  Finally,  however,  one 
amendment,  authorizing  the  state  legislature  to  erect, 
purchase  or  lease,  and  operate  state-owned  terminal 
elevators  in  Minnesota  or  Wisconsin,  or  both,  was 
adopted  in  1912;  and  a  second,  authorizing  the  same 
action  within  the  state,  was  adopted  in  19 14.  It  was 
generally  expected  that  the  legislature  of  1915  would 
enact  a  terminal  elevator  law.  Two  hundred  members 
of  the  Equity  Co-operative  Exchange,  in  convention 
at  Bismarck,  lobbied  ardently  for  the  measure.  George 
S.  Loftus,  sales  manager  for  the  Equity,  came  to  the 
capitol  and  used  every  device  of  cajolery  and  many 
epithets  of  invective  to  secure  the  passage  of  House 
Bill  336  providing  for  the  erection  of  a  terminal  elevator 
at  St.  Paul  or  Superior.    But  the  Board  of  Control,  which 
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had  been  authorized  in  191 3  to  investigate  and  report 
to  the  state  legislature  a  concrete  program  for  construct- 
ing and  operating  state-owned  terminal  elevators, 
reported  adversely  to  the  whole  proposition,  and  the 
bill  was  killed  in  the  lower  house.  To  the  protesting 
farmers,  led  by  Mr.  Loftus,  the  injunction  was  given, 
so  the  story  goes,  —  "Go  home  and  slop  the  hogs." 

Into  this  atmosphere  of  disappointment,  surcharged 
with  the  combustible  gases  of  suspicion  and  hatred,  it 
was  only  necessary  to  introduce  a  spark  of  leadership 
to  secure  a  real  explosion  and  a  resulting  conflagration. 
Arthur  C.  Townley  emitted  the  spark.  He  knew  the 
farmers'  problem,  he  had  tried  to  farm  on  a  large  scale 
in  western  North  Dakota,  had  been  bankrupted  by 
drought  and  early  snow  to  the  amount  of  ^86,000.  For 
a  time  he  had  been  a  lecturer  upon  socialism.  Twice 
he  had  run  as  a  socialist  candidate  for  the  state  legis- 
lature. He  saw  in  the  situation  in  North  Dakota  in  191 5 
the  forelock  of  Opportunity  for  his  belief  that  a  nation- 
wide agrarian  movement  could  succeed,  and  he  did  not 
wait  to  test  the  proverb  further.  He  constituted  him- 
self the  farmers'  leader,  chose  a  few  colleagues  from  the 
socialist  party,  and  set  quietly  to  work  organizing  the 
farmers,  to  the  end  of  securing  control  of  the  govern- 
ment of  the  state.  A.  E.  Bowen  is  given  credit  for  sug- 
gesting that  the  organization  be  confined  to  farmers, 
and  that  it  be  nonpartizan.  With  Townley,  constituting 
the  "big  five,"  were  F.  B.  Wood,  O.  S.  Evans,  N.  O. 
Nelson  and  E.  A.  Bowman.  These  leaders  got  together 
a  motley  band  of  organizers:  "Young  preachers  with- 
out pulpits,  young  lawyers  without  briefs,  office-holders 
without  offices,  students  who  were  familiar  with  the 
book-agent's  life  and,  of  course,  some  who  were  working 
with  sincere  and  non-commercial  motives."  Using  the 
combined  appeals  against  "Big  Biz"  and  the  "old  gang" 
these  solicitors  had  garnered  40,000  memberships  within 
a  year,  so  that  in  June,  19 16,  the  League  was  able  to 
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enter  politics.  North  Dakota  has  a  modern  direct 
primary  law,  but  the  League  held  a  convention  at  Fargo 
in  April,  19 16,  and  there  ratified  a  slate  of  candidates 
prepared  for  it  by  the  Big  Five.  In  the  June  primaries 
every  one  of  these  candidates  was  nominated  on  the 
Republican  ticket,  and  in  the  November  elections  all 
but  one,  the  candidate  for  the  position  of  State  Treasurer, 
were  elected.  The  '*old  gang"  had  *' nothing  on"  the 
"new  gang"  as  master-mechanics  in  party  politics. 

When  the  legislative  wheels  began  to  turn  in  January, 
19 17,  the  League  was  in  control  of  the  administration, 
of  the  lower  house  of  the  legislature  and  of  the  supreme 
court.  The  new  governor,  Lynn  J.  Frazier,  a  farmer, 
a  graduate  of  the  state  university,  honest,  silent,  bald 
and  rounded,  was  in  hearty  accord  with  the  League's 
president  and  with  his  program. 

The  legislative  program  of  191 7  proposed  six  important 
measures:  state-owned  terminal  elevators;  state-owned 
flour  mills;  state-owned  packing-houses;  compulsory 
state  hail  insurance;  the  exemption  of  farm  improvements 
from  taxation;  and  rural  credit  banks.  Of  all  these 
save  the  terminal  elevators,  the  state  constitution  barred 
the  way.  Amendments  could  be  secured  either  by  popu- 
lar initiative  and  referendum,  a  process  requiring  two 
years  at  least,  or  by  combined  legislative  and  referendum 
action  which  would  require  four,  possibly  six  years. 
Here  Mr.  Townley's  penchant  for  big  projects  came 
into  play.  Why  not  regard  the  state  legislature  as  a 
constitutional  convention,  revise  the  entire  state  con- 
stitution, and  pass  it  as  an  ordinary  law  would  be  passed! 
This  project  was  un-American,  unsupported  by  precedent 
and  contrary  to  the  letter  and  the  spirit  of  the  constitution 
of  North  Dakota,  which  was  framed  in  open  convention. 
Nevertheless  such  an  attempt  was  made  in  House  Bill 
44:  "A  Concurrent  Resolution  for  the  Submission  of 
a  Proposed  New  Constitution."  But  there  were  enough 
hold-over  senators   to  block   it,   and   the  session  ended 
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without  having  Incorporated  any  of  the  leading  planks 
of  the  League  platform  in  the  law  of  the  state.  Even 
the  terminal  elevator  law  that  was  passed,  was  vetoed 
by  the  governor  at  the  advice  of  Mr.  Townley,  on  the 
ground  that  the  facilities  it  sought  to  provide  would  be 
inadequate. 

:^  The  League  therefore  had  an  alibi  and  a  new  issue,  — 
the  senate.  This  inner  keep  must  be  taken  at  the  next 
general  election.  In  the  meantime  foundations  could 
be  laid  for  the  work  of  the  next  legislative  session.  The 
needed  constitutional  amendments  could  be  obtained 
through  initiative  and  referendum.  For  the  initiative 
twenty-five  per  cent  of  the  voters  in  at  least  one-half  the 
counties  in  the  state  were  required  as  petition-signers. 
These  signatures  were  secured  and  at  the  general  elec- 
tion in  November,  1918,  the  amendments  so  initiated 
were  submitted  to  the  voters.  Briefly,  these  authorized 
the  state:  (i)  to  engage  in  any  industry,  enterprise  or 
business  except  the  liquor  business,  (2)  to  borrow  by 
bond  issue  up  to  $2,000,000  upon  the  state's  credit  alone, 
up  to  $10,000,000  upon  property  of  state-owned  utilities 
and  to  an  unlimited  extent  upon  first  mortgages  on  real 
estate  provided  the  mortgages  did  not  represent  more 
than  one-half  the  value  of  the  security,  (3)  to  collect 
additional  taxes  on  land  to  pay  for  losses  done  to  growing 
crops  by  hail,  and  (4)  to  exempt  from  taxation  personal 
property,  including  buildings  and  other  improvements 
upon  land.  The  state  board  of  canvassers  certified  each 
of  the  amendments  as  adopted  by  the  affirmative  vote 
of  a  majority  of  the  voters  voting  upon  it,  and  the  su- 
preme court,  safely  Nonpartizan  after  the  election  in 
1918,  decided  that  the  amendments  had  carried. 

Armed  cap-a-pie  with  these  new  and  sweeping  con- 
stitutional powers,  the  legislature  met  in  19 19,  Non- 
partizan in  both  houses  and  buttressed  by  a  Nonpartizan 
governor  and  supreme  court.  The  members  of  the  legis- 
lature  were  of  the   same  high  average  of  honesty   and 
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good  intentions  as  those  of  the  19 17  session,  likewise 
the  same  low  average  of  familiarity  with  law-making 
policies  and  processes.  The  important  bills  were  framed 
by  outsiders,  the  rank  and  file  received  their  instructions 
in  caucuses  dominated  by  outsiders,  the  bills  were  enacted 
into  law  with  a  minimum  of  delay.  Laws  were  passed 
by  which  the  state  of  North  Dakota  took  its  place  beside 
New  Zealand  and  Australia,  in  some  respects  in  advance 
of  either,  by  pledging  its  credit  in  millions  of  dollars 
to  carry  on  business  enterprises,  and  by  providing 
state  officers  and  agencies  to  carry  them  on.  In  the 
United  States  the  regime  thus  set  up  is  unprecedented. 

The  new  day  in  North  Dakota,  that  dawned  when 
the  Bank  of  North  Dakota  at  Bismarck. and  the  state- 
owned  flour  mill  at  Drake  opened  their  doors  for  business, 
has  not  yet  brightened  into  perfection,  since  the  constitu- 
tional right  of  the  state  to  issue  bonds  for  the  purposes 
sought  is  still  in  question  before  the  United  States  supreme 
court.  Until  the  question  is  settled,  the  bonds  will  not 
sell  readily.  In  June,  1919,  Federal  District  Judge  Ami- 
don,  a  man  of  the  clearest  reputation  for  integrity  and 
fairness,  dismissed  a  suit  brought  by  forty-two  taxpayers 
of  North  Dakota  to  restrain  the  state  from  issuing  the 
bonds,  and  to  have  the  laws  authorizing  the  issue  declared 
invalid  as  authorizing  the  taking  of  private  property  for 
other  than  public  use.  This  case  is  now  being  heard  on  ap- 
peal by  the  United  States  supreme  court,  with  the  proba- 
bilities favoring  the  approval  of  Judge  Amidon's  ruling. 

If,  however,  the  atmosphere  of  the  new  day  is  still 
somewhat  murky,  with  the  barometer  reading  "un- 
settled," the  dawn,  perceived  with  shudders  by  many 
beside  the  milkman,  is  undeniable.  Statutes  now  in  force 
in  North  Dakota  carry  out  the  purposes  for  which  the 
League  was  organized,  and  in  addition  seek  to  provide 
the  necessary  funds  to  assure  to  the  farmers  independence 
of  Big  Business.  Together  these  1919  enactments  furnish 
a  fairly  complete  system  for  the  protection  of  the  farmer. 
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The  system  evolved  as  the  culmination  of  the  long 
struggle  includes  the  state  regulation  of  grain-grading, 
the  state  operation  of  state-owned  elevators,  mills  and 
other  enterprises  necessary  to  the  manufacture  and  mar- 
keting of  all  kinds  of  farm  products,  the  operation  of 
a  state-owned  bank,  the  provision  of  funds  for  these 
enterprises  by  loans  and  taxation,  state  hail  insurance, 
a  home-building  association  and  a  revised  system  of 
taxation.  The  legislature  began  by  setting  up  a  state 
inspector  of  grades,  weights  and  measures,  with  power 
to  establish  grades  and  to  investigate  complaints  of  wrong 
grading.  Without  a  license  from  him,  no  one,  great  or 
small,  the  owner  of  a  long  line  of  elevators  or  of  a  single 
warehouse,  can  do  business  unless  the  recent  decision  of  a 
lower  federal  court  declaring  the  law  unconstitutional 
is  sustained  by  the  supreme  court.  But  obviously  a 
North  Dakota  grading  and  inspecting  system  might 
be  perfect,  and  still  the  North  Dakota  farmer  be  un- 
protected if  he  were  compelled  to  sell  his  products  out- 
side the  state.  Hence  the  next  step,  the  creating  of  the 
North  Dakota  Mill  and  Elevator  Association,  to  provide 
state-controlled  markets  and  facilities  for  manufacturing 
the  raw  product  into  flour  and  its  by-products.  The 
state  is  to  go  into  the  grain  and  milling  business  on  a 
grand  scale,  building  or  buying,  owning  and  operating 
all  the  real  and  personal  property  needed  for  these  pur- 
poses. On  a  grand  scale  indeed,  no  petty  scheme  this, 
to  be  confined  within  state  bounds.  Elevators  and  mills 
may  be  secured  and  run  anywhere,  in  Minnesota,  Wis- 
consin, Europe,  if  you  like.  But  policy  waits  upon  finance. 
Great  undertakings  require  large  funds.  Of  these  an 
insignificant  proportion  is  to  be  raised  by  a  mill  tax;  the 
bulk  of  them  is  to  come  from  the  sale  of  $5,000,000  worth 
of  bonds.  These  bonds  are  to  be  secured  by  first  mort- 
gages upon  the  property  of  the  mill  and  elevator  associ- 
ation, and  the  interest  and  principal  are  to  be  paid  from 
the  profits  of  the  association  or  by  taxation  if  the  profits 
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do  not  suffice.  Bids  were  opened  on  April  5th  for  the  con- 
struction work  on  a  3,000  barrel  flour  mill  and  a  1,600,000 
bushel  terminal  elevator  at  Grand  Forks. 

To  assure  the  farmer  of  the  instruments  of  production 
and  a  product  to  take  to  market,  the  state  agrees  to  loan 
him  money  on  his  real  estate  up  to  one-half  its  value, 
improved  or  unimproved.  That  in  some  cases  North 
Dakota  farmers  have  been  heavily  mulcted  by  the 
bankers  in  past  years  can  hardly  be  questioned.  Reports 
of  usurious  interest  demands  and  unjustifiable  com- 
missions are  numerous.  Yet,  considering  the  speculative 
nature  of  farm  loans  in  pioneer  times,  the  8.7%  which 
Bulletin  384  of  the  United  States  Department  of  Agri- 
culture gives  as  the  average  rate  of  interest  paid  on  farm 
mortgages  in  North  Dakota  does  not  seem  exorbitant. 
However,  the  state  now  promises  to  cut  down  this 
charge  nearly  one-third,  using  the  plan  evolved  by  the 
Federal  Farm  Loan  Board. 

To  critics  who  carp  at  the  twenty-five  dollar  maximum 
appraisal  fee,  the  reply  is  that  the  same  fee  is  exacted 
by  the  Federal  Land  Banks.  To  others  who  assert  that 
the  Federal  Farm  Loan  Act  provides  all  the  protection 
the  farmers  need,  the  latest  figures  of  state  loans  are 
quoted.  These  show  that  up  to  January  15,  1920, 
1895  applications  for  loans  had  been  received,  totaling 
^8,236,474.  It  is  argued  that  farmers  in  North  Dakota 
who  need  loans  need  them  more  quickly  than  they  can 
be  provided  by  the  slow-moving  federal  machinery. 

To  these  arguments  in  favor  of  the  real  estate  loans 
project,  it  is  answerable  that  private  capital  was  willing 
and  anxious  to  find  investment  in  North  Dakota  farm 
mortgages  until  the  state  legislature,  in  the  1917  session, 
amended  a  previous  law  authorizing  counties  to  issue 
bonds  for  the  assistance  of  farmers  needing  feed  and 
seed  grain.  The  amendment  gave  the  counties  a  prior 
lien,  up  to  the  amount  of  the  loan,  upon  the  crops  of  the 
borrower.     This  weakening  of  their  security  drove  the 
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more  conservative  trust  and  bond  companies  out  of  the 
state.     A   second    law,   placing    a    three    mill    tax  upon 
mortgages,    frightened    away   most   of   those    that   were 
left.     Finally,  when  the  legislature  proposed  to  give  a 
foreclosed  person  two  years  in  which  to  pay  up  his  mort- 
gage,   although    this    bill    did    not    pass,    the    remaining 
adventurous  private  capitalists  shook  the  dust  of  North 
Dakota  from  their  shoes.    Ask  the  men  in  St.  Paul  who 
are  buying  bonds  for  trust  companies  and  banks,  what 
they  think  of  North   Dakota   state,   municipal,   county 
or  real  estate  bonds.     They  will  probably  answer  that 
they  believe  the  bonds  to  be  as  good  as  gold,  but  that 
they  are  not  buying  North  Dakota  bonds  at  any  price. 
Bankers  and  other  investors  are  afraid  of  North  Dakota 
as  an  investment  field.     They  allege  not  only  that  the 
state   legislature  takes  a   light  view  of  the  sanctity  of 
contracts,  but  that  the  supreme  court  shows  the  same 
proclivities.    They  fear  that  the  people  of  North  Dakota 
may  be  influenced  to  repudiate  their  obligations,  private 
as  well  as  public.     The  interest  rate  in  a  state  depends 
very   largely   upon   the   confidence   that   investors   have 
in  the  people  of  that  state.     Prior  to  the  Nonpartizan 
regime,    in    eastern    North    Dakota    money    was    avail- 
able at  as  low  as  5,  5^  and  6%.     With  the  destroying 
of    this    confidence    interest    rates    rose,    indeed    private 
capital    became    unavailable    at    any    reasonable    rate. 
Even   the   Federal   Land   Bank  was   forced   to   demand 
from    North    Dakota    borrowers    surety    bonds    which 
cost  them  a  minimum  of  twenty-five  dollars  a  year  in 
addition   to  the   interest  upon   the   loan.     Viewed  from 
this    angle    the    farm    loan    feature   of   North    Dakota's 
new  day  is  an  attempt  to  make  the  wagon  of  farm  de- 
velopment not  only  carry  a  fifth  wheel  but  run  upon  it. 
The  question  now  naturally  arises:  by  what  agencies 
are   these   new   industrial   and   business   ventures   to   be 
initiated  and  conducted.^     One   might  reply:  by  A.   C. 
Townley.     Actual    management   rests   with    the    newly- 
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constituted  Industrial  Commission,  made  up  of  the 
Governor,  the  Attorney  General  and  the  Commissioner 
of  Agriculture  and  Labor.  Since  the  revolt  of  Mr.  Wil- 
liam Langer,  Attorney  General,  Governor  Frazier  and 
Commissioner  Hagan  have  been  the  effective  Industrial 
Commission.  Nothing  can  be  done  by  the  Commission 
without  the  approval  of  the  Governor;  the  Governor,  it  is 
generally  asserted,  does  nothing  without  the  approval 
of  Mr.  Townley.    Q.  E.  D. 

The  Industrial  Commission  is  to  purchase  or  build 
and  to  manage  the  state  mills  and  elevators,  to  sell  the 
mill  and  elevator  bonds,  and  to  sell  the  real  estate  bonds. 
In  addition  the  Commission  has  established  and  is  operat- 
ing the  Bank  of  North  Dakota.  This  is  the  most  tangible 
thing  that  the  Nonpartizan  League  has  accomplished. 
In  the  capital  city  of  Bismarck,  in  a  brick  building,  sub- 
stantial but  unpretentious  outside  and  in,  with  its  em- 
ployees badly  crowded  together,  the  Bank  of  North 
Dakota  has  been  doing  business  since  July,  1919.  It 
intends  to  have  a  capital  of  $2,000,000  as  soon  as  the 
supreme  court  of  the  United  States  gives  a  decision  re- 
assuring to  bond-buyers.  Why  Big  Business  should 
be  expected  to  buy  Nonpartizan  League  bonds  might 
be  a  hard  query  for  the  League  to  answer.  But  "Big 
Business"  is  counted  upon  to  buy.  Already  the  Bank 
has  received  over  $13,000,000  in  deposits  from  the  state, 
local  governments  and  state  institutions.  Upon  these 
it  pays  2%  interest.  The  public  funds  are  then  re- 
deposited  in  local  banks  which  are  required  to  pay  the 
Bank  4%.  This  apparent  juggling  with  the  public 
funds  is  explained  away  by  declaring  that  the  Bank  is 
able  to  assure  to  the  local  banks  a  steadier  level  of  public 
deposits  than  they  formerly  enjoyed,  and  that  this  service 
is  worth  the  additional  expense  to  them.  The  Bank 
acts  as  a  reserve  depositary  for  the  banks  of  the  state, 
and  as  a  bank  of  rediscount,  and  general  clearing  house 
for  its  depositary  banks. 
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The  Bank  of  North  Dakota  does  not  do  an  ordinary- 
banking  business,  receiving  private  deposits  and  making 
loans  generally.  It  is  essentially  a  farm  and  industrial 
loan  bank,  founded  to  encourage  and  promote  agri- 
culture, commerce  and  industry.  It  is  the  agency  for 
the  sale  of  the  various  series  of  state  bonds.  It  may 
loan  its  funds  to  the  industrial  enterprises  of  the  state, 
apparently  without  security  and  to  an  unlimited  extent. 
It  also  makes  loans  to  farmers  upon  the  security  of  real 
estate  or  warehouse  receipts  up  to  50%  of  the  value  of 
the  former  and  90%  of  the  value  of  the  latter.  For 
farm  loans,  however,  in  excess  of  30%  of  the  Bank's 
capital  plus  20%  of  its  deposits,  the  funds  must  be 
secured  through  the  sale  of  the  real  estate  bonds  already 
discussed.  It  would  seem  that  there  is  needed  some 
legal  check  upon  the  transfer  of  the  state  funds  to  the 
service  of  the  state  enterprises.  Otherwise  the  public 
deposits  lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  Industrial  Commission, 
their  only  protection  the  honesty  and  competency  that 
are  not  always  characteristic  of  public  servants.  With- 
out such  legal  restraint  upon  the  careless  or  improper 
use  of  their  funds,  counties,  municipalities  and  other 
local  units  are  bound  to  experience  increased  difficulty 
in  the  disposal  of  their  bonds.  The  recent  decision  of 
the  North  Dakota  supreme  court  that  examination 
of  the  Bank  of  North  Dakota  is  not  a  function  of  the 
state  auditor,  is  a  step  in  the  opposite  direction. 

In  its  capacity  as  a  farm  loan  bank,  the  Bank  of 
North  Dakota  had  received,  up  to  January  15,  1920, 
as  above  noted,  1,895  applications  for  loans,  amount- 
ing to  ^8,236,474.00;  269  applications,  amounting  to 
$1,103,925.00  had  been  withdrawn  either  before  or  after 
appraisal.  Only  19  applications  have  been  rejected, 
and  611  loans,  amounting  to  $2,327,550  have  been  ap- 
proved. Loans  actually  made  amount  to  $892,199.04, 
leaving  demands  to  the  amount  of  $6,240,349.00  still  not 
satisfied. 
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There  remain  to  be  described  two  other  business 
excursions  of  the  state,  one  into  the  field  of  insurance, 
the  other  into  home  building.  The  first  permits  of  taxa- 
tion, if  necessary,  up  to  53  cents  an  acre,  upon  tillable 
land  in  the  state,  to  compensate  for  damage  done  by 
hail.  All  tillable  land  must  pay  an  administration  tax 
of  3  cents  an  acre.  An  indemnity  fund,  in  addition, 
estimated  for  each  year  by  the  state  department  of 
insurance,  is  secured  by  further  taxation  upon  tillable 
land  not  withdrawn  by  its  owner  from  the  obligations 
and  benefits  of  the  statute.  For  19 19  there  are  about 
I3,cxx)  claimants. 

As  a  home  building  association  the  Industrial  Com- 
mission makes  loans  up  to  ^5,000.00  to  help  build  town 
homes  and  up  to  $10,000.00  to  help  establish  farm  homes. 
If  newly-weds  do  not  wish  to  plan  and  direct  the  building 
of  a  home  the  Commission  will  do  it  for  them.  Loans 
are  to  be  repaid  within  twenty  years.  This  enterprise 
is  to  be  financed  through  deposits  of  Association  members, 
the  sale  of  state  bonds,  and  legislative  appropriations. 

The  new  Board  of  Administration  demands  some 
attention.  This  significant  departure  from  well-estab- 
lished models  consists  of  five  members,  two  ex-officio, 
the  State  Superintendent  of  Public  Instruction  and  the 
Commissioner  of  Agriculture  and  Labor  and  three  es- 
pecially appointed  by  the  governor,  Geo.  A.  Totten, 
Sr.,  an  unfrocked  clergyman,  Robert  Muir,  the  brother- 
in-law  of  William  Lemke,  and  Patrick  Casey.  Mr.  Totten 
is  chairman  of  the  Board.  Miss  Minnie  Nielson,  the 
Superintendent  of  Public  Instruction,  secured  her  office 
after  a  very  hot  contest  with  the  former  incumbent, 
a  Nonpartizan  Leaguer  named  N.  C.  MacDonald,  and 
she  can  hardly  be  supposed  to  have  much  influence  upon 
the  Board's  policies.  In  fact  Miss  Nielson  has  led  many 
to  believe  that  the  Board  was  created  to  deprive  her  of 
her  proper  functions,  and  her  office  has  been  a  centre 
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of  revolt  against  the  League.  Into  the  hands,  therefore, 
of  a  group  of  men  in  whom  the  most  charitable  critic 
would  be  unable  to  find  special  training  or  fitness  for 
any  part  of  its  task  the  state  has  placed  the  supervision 
of  its  entire  educational  system,  primary,  secondary  and 
higher.  For  good  measure  it  has  added  the  control  of 
all  the  penal  and  charitable  institutions.  The  Board 
of  Administration  supplants  three  former  Boards,  those 
of  Education,  Regents  and  Control.  Granting  that  a 
single  administrative  board  whose  members  serve  con- 
tinuously may  find  the  time  to  deal  with  the  affairs  in 
all  of  these  fields,  it  is  very  doubtful  whether  or  not  any 
single  group  of  oflficials  will  be  able  to  combine  the  un- 
selfish public  interest  and  the  due  deliberation  that 
were  secured  under  the  former  system. 

The  special  session  of  the  North  Dakota  legislature 
held  late  last  year  was  ostensibly  called  to  give  relief 
to  drought-stricken  farmers,  but  the  laws  passed  by 
the  safe  Nonpartizan  majority  were  largely  the  reflection 
of  the  rupture  in  the  League  ranks  caused  by  the  de- 
fection of  the  attorney  general,  the  secretary  of  state 
and  the  state  auditor.  The  revolt  of  these  men,  the 
first  the  strongest  personality  in  the  North  Dakota 
cabinet,  the  second  an  ofiice-holder  of  long  standing, 
the  third  a  rather  sputtery,  irresponsible  sort  of  individual, 
was  the  first  appearance  of  the  cloud  of  internal  rebellion 
against  Townley  domination  which,  at  first  "no  larger 
than  a  man's  hand,"  has  been  growing  bigger  and  blacker 
and  more  menacing  to  the  League  ever  since.  To  fore- 
stall direct  obstructive  action  the  League  caucus  ordered 
and  the  faithful  voted  through  various  acts  transferring 
powers  from  foes  to  friends  and  curtailing  appropriations 
previously  provided  for  hostile  departments.  Each  of 
the  three  ofl[icials  mentioned  was  displaced  on  one  or 
other  of  such  important  agencies  as  the  Board  of  Equali- 
zation, the  Auditing  Board,  and  the  Emergency  Board. 
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The  Attorney  General  was  deprived  of  three  of  his  five 
regular  assistants,  and  of  his  power  to  name  special 
assistants,  the  latter  power  going  to  the  Governor.  A 
new  appointive  office  was  created,  that  of  State  Sherifi", 
the  holder  to  form,  with  the  county  sheriff's  and  their 
deputies,  a  state  constabulary.  The  state  licensing 
department  was  turned  over  from  the  office  of  the 
Attorney  General  to  that  of  the  State  Sheriff.  The 
Commissioners  of  Public  Printing  were  authorized  to 
designate  official  state  and  local  newspapers,  these  to 
enjoy  a  monopoly  of  all  official  publications  for  their 
respective  areas. 

The  tendency  of  League  leaders  to  follow  the  policy 

of  that  now  famous  aphorism:  "What  in  h 1  is  the 

constitution  between  friends"  has  already  been  remarked 
upon.  House  Bill  6o  of  the  19 19  special  session  deserves 
a  place  alongside  House  Bill  44  of  1917.  The  North 
Dakota  constitution  requires  a  two-thirds  vote  in  each 
legislative  house  to  declare  an  act  an  emergency  measure, 
and  thus  put  it  into  immediate  effect.  Seventy-two 
measures,  among  them  all  of  those  above  outlined  except 
the  newspaper  bill,  passed  without  the  majority  re- 
quired to  declare  them  emergent.  That  meant  that 
they  would  not  take  effect  until  July  i,  1920.  It  meant 
also  that  referenda  could  be  secured  by  7,000  petitioners 
whereas  30,000  are  required  for  reference  of  an  emer- 
gency measure.  Hence  House  Bill  60,  which  differ- 
entiated between  bills  passed  in  regular  sessions  and  those 
passed  in  special  sessions,  declaring  that  the  latter  shall 
go  into  effect  ten  days  after  the  close  of  the  session.  If 
declared  emergency  measures  they  are  to  become  effective 
immediately  after  the  session  ends.  The  purpose  of 
this  bill  was  to  evade  the  constitutional  requirement 
for  emergency  legislation.  It  got  no  further  than  the 
state  supreme  court,  which  declared  it  unconstitutional. 

The  special  session  was  full  of  thrills.  One  that  was 
transmitted  throughout  the  state  resulted  from  a  casual 
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browse  of  Representative  Burtness  in  the  state  library. 
Upon  a  shipping-box  used  to  circulate  books  among 
schools,  this  anti-Leaguer  discovered  two  books  by- 
Ellen  Key,  —  Love  and  Marriage^  and  Love  and  Ethics^ 
together  with  books  upon  socialistic  topics  by  such 
well-known  authors  as  Fere,  La  Farges,  Blatchford, 
Spargo,  Russell  and  Sinclair.  Included  also  in  the 
list  of  the  proscribed  found  by  Mr.  Burtness  were 
Myers'  History  of  the  Supreme  Court,  Dewey's 
New  Schools  for  Old  and,  alack  and  alas.  Beard's 
American  Government  and  Politics,  a  favorite  among  col- 
lege textbooks.  Although  it  was  proved  that  the  con- 
juncture of  the  shipping  case  and  these  particular  books 
was  entirely  accidental,  and  that  most  of  the  awful  vol- 
umes had  been  purchased  before  the  present  regime  took 
office,  the  sentiment  of  criticism  throughout  the  state 
was  so  strong  that  some  one  had  to  be  '*the  goat"  and 
the  lot  fell  upon  C.  E.  Stangeland,  who  had  recently  been 
appointed  head  of  the  Public  Library  Commission.  The 
reaction  of  the  Burtness  revelation  has  very  seriously 
affected  the  prestige  of  Ex-Rev.  G.  A.  Totten,  who,  as 
chairman  of  the  Board  of  Administration,  appointed 
Stangeland,  and  who  has  never  been  ranked  in  ecclesias- 
tical circles  as  one  of  the  moral  pillars  of  the  Frazier 
government. 

Mr.  George  Wallace,  Tax  Commissioner  of  North 
Dakota,  has  been  called  upon  to  do  some  hard  thinking 
lately  in  order  to  devise  ways  and  means  of  persuading 
the  farm-owners  of  North  Dakota  that  they  are  not 
suffering  from  an  overdose  of  taxation.  The  appropria- 
tions for  1919  and  1920  represent  an  increase  of  seventy 
per  cent  over  those  for  1917  and  1918.  The  1919  tax  levy 
for  state  purposes  exceeds  by  118%  that  for  1918,  this 
without  reckoning  in  the  hail  taxes,  which  for  19 19  in- 
crease the  taxes  of  the  owner  of  tillable  land  by  nearly 
one-half  of  his  total  state  and  local  obligation.  As  the 
levy  of  the  local  taxing  agencies  is  increased  more  than 
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proportionately  to  the  state  increase,  the  total  tax  comes 
nearer  to  trebling  than  to  doubling  what  the  farmer 
paid  in  1918,  this  without  consideration  of  other  than  the 
general  property  and  hail  taxes,  and  with  consideration 
of  the  twenty-five  per  cent  reduction  in  the  state  levy 
authorized  by  the  special  session. 

The  North  Dakota  tax  commissioner  meets  the  general 
outcry  against  these  heavy  increases  by  recalling  the 
decreased  purchasing  power  of  the  dollar,  and  asserting 
that  in  Minnesota  the  increase  in  state  taxes  for  191 9 
over  those  for  19 18  is  133%,  for  Wisconsin  124%.  But 
in  these  states  the  bulk  of  the  increase  is  secured  from 
the  corporations.  In  North  Dakota  the  added  revenue 
must  come  directly  from  the  pockets  of  private  citizens. 
Examining  the  objects  for  which  the  money  is  to  be  spent, 
one  finds  little  to  criticize.  Out  of  a  total  appropriation, 
for  1 9 19  and  1920,  exclusive  of  hail  and  soldiers'  bonus 
funds,  of  a  little  more  than  $7,000,000,  more  than  $2,900,- 
000,  or  40%  goes  for  education,  22%  goes  to  other  non- 
industrial  institutions,  while  but  6%  ($435,000)  goes 
to  finance  the  new  state  industries. 

The  Nonpartizan  League  is  losing  rather  than  gaining 
ground  in  North  Dakota  today.  This  situation  is  due 
to  the  growing  fear  that  the  leaders  of  the  League  are 
not  to  be  trusted.  It  is  not  due  to  regression  from  the 
original  farmers'  program  of  state-owned  marketing 
facilities  for  farm  products.  The  need  for  terminal  ele- 
vators and  fair  grading  is  no  less  keenly  felt  than  before. 
But  it  is  one  thing  to  establish  an  elevator  or  two,  trying 
out  the  plan  upon  a  small  scale  at  first  and  developing 
it  as  the  warrant  for  development  appears,  and  it  is  quite 
another  thing  to  authorize  state  and  local  governments, 
composed  of  inexperienced  farmers,  to  go  into  any  busi- 
ness that  may  appeal  to  them,  to  establish  a  state- 
owned  bank  governed  by  a  group  of  political  officials, 
to  empower  it  to  transfer  its  funds  freely  to  any  business 
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institution  the  state  may  set  up,  to  act  as  the  state's 
agent  in  borrowing  many  millions  of  dollars,  and  to 
legalize  a  centralized  control  over  state  affairs  that  is 
not  only  susceptible  to  outside  domination  but  is  actually 
subject  to  it.  The  farmers  of  North  Dakota  are  not 
Bolshevists,  nor  atheists,  nor  free-lovers,  nor  doctrinaires 
of  any  type.  Many  of  them  are  socialistic  in  tendency, 
but  they  are  not  revolutionists.  They  have  felt  that 
they  were  being  mishandled,  and  have  united  to  man- 
handle the  persecutor.  They  have  no  expectation  of 
creating  Utopia.  The  men  in  the  League  who  properly 
represent  the  farmers  are  respected  and  trustworthy; 
but,  unfortunately  for  the  prospects  of  the  League,  the 
rank  and  file  of  the  people  of  North  Dakota  do  not 
entertain  a  high  regard  for  other  League  leaders,  some 
of  them  men  high  in  the  League  or  the  state  adminis- 
tration. The  secret  of  their  disapproval  is  the  increasing 
evidence  that  these  leaders  desire  to  shut  out  from  the 
benefits  of  the  new  day  the  bankers  and  business  men  and 
manufacturers  whom  the  farmers  regard  as  essential  to 
the  development  of  a  well-rounded  state  life. 

In  speaking  of  the  present  regime  in  North  Dakota 
as  an  agricultural  democracy,  no  analogy  with  the  soviet 
system  in  Russia  is  intended.  The  inference  suggested 
is  that  a  class  has,  through  organization,  not  by  force, 
gained  control  of  the  government  of  North  Dakota,  and 
is  using  that  control  largely  in  its  own  interest.  It  cannot 
be  assumed  that  the  farmers  desire  to  injure  the  legitimate 
interests  of  other  classes  in  the  state.  But  the  interests 
of  other  classes  have  been  injured,  and  the  danger  that 
they  will  be  more  seriously  injured  if  the  present  regime 
continues  is  evident.  Granting  that  the  experiment  of 
a  socialistic  state  would  be  worth  the  injury  it  would 
cause,  the  people  of  North  Dakota  do  not  want  the 
experiment. 

Undoubtedly  there  would   be  less  distrust  of  League 
leadership,  in  spite  of  its  socialistic  tinge,  if  people  could 
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feel  that  the  men  who  are  attempting  to  revolutionize 
politics  and  business  are  big  enough  for  the  job.  The 
genius  of  a  Vanderlip  is  needed  to  organize  the  Bank 
of  North  Dakota  and  connect  it  up  with  the  complex 
financial  system  of  the  nation.  The  Bank  is  designed 
to  do  the  work  of  a  unit  in  the  great  Federal  Reserve 
system,  a  system  which  has  been  evolved  only  through 
the  most  intense  application  of  the  best  banking  brains 
this  country  can  produce.  Yet  it  is  isolated  from  that 
system,  and  in  charge  of  men  who  have  had  no  experience 
in  big-banking  circles.  The  same  incompetence  exists 
in  the  Industrial  Commission  and  the  Board  of  Adminis- 
tration. It  honey-combs  the  entire  structure  that  the 
League  has  created.  The  striking  fact  about  the  men 
in  official  capacity  is  not  their  dishonesty  nor  their  de- 
pravity nor  any  of  the  traits  with  which  their  enemies 
credit  them,  but  their  ignorance.  They  are  on  their  way, 
but  hardly  a  man  of  them  knows  where  they  are  going, 
nor  how  to  get  there.  This  fact  is  mentioned  not  as  a 
criticism,  but  as  indicating  the  handicap  that  reform 
movements  have  to  carry. 

The  constant  ringing  of  the  changes  upon  Townleyism 
by  the  forces  hostile  to  the  League  has  had  its  effect. 
It  is  not  without  justification.  Townleyism  is  responsible 
for  the  Langer-Hall-Kositzky  revolt.  It  is  the  cause  of 
the  resignations  of  editors  engaged  to  run  Nonpartizan 
League  newspapers.  It  is  bossism  of  a  highly  auto- 
cratic type.  Bossism  is  not  new,  nor  is  it  necessarily 
evil.  But  its  effects  in  North  Dakota  are  inimical  to 
the  League's  prospects. 

Many  of  the  League's  organizers  and  some  of  its  official 
appointees  have  come  under  the  censure  of  the  church. 
Although  the  force  of  this  disapproval  is  partly  neutral- 
ized by  the  recognition  of  the  devotion  of  other  Leaguers 
to  the  work  of  the  church,  the  prestige  of  some  of  the 
higher  officials  is  greatly  weakened  by  the  constant  fire 
of  criticism  directed  at  them  by  the  clergy.    This  criticism 
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IS  based  in  part  upon  their  socialistic  tendencies,  in  part 
upon  their  attitude  toward  religion,  the  home  and  the 
school. 

The  sentiment  most  frequently  expressed  today  through- 
out North  Dakota  is  that  the  times  are  ripe  for  a  leader. 
The  call  is  for  a  man  who  will  stand  upon  his  own  feet, 
who  will  represent  all  classes,  a  man  of  broad  vision  and 
courage.  Such  a  leader,  supported  by  the  best  brains 
among  the  farmers  and  business  men  of  the  state,  could 
maintain  a  combination  of  government  with  business 
more  akin  to  the  experiment  now  being  tried  than  to 
the  old  laissez-faire  regime.  One  may  say  with  assurance 
that  North  Dakota  will  never  return  to  the  conditions 
that  prevailed  before  the  Nonpartizan  League  was  organ- 
ized. The  force  that  is  undermining  the  League  is 
rather  apprehension  for  the  future  than  dissatisfaction 
with  the  past.  If  the  League  is  to  survive  it  must  slough 
off  its  demagogic  appeals  to  class  prejudices,  broaden 
its  policies  and  membership,  and  shorten  its  stride  to 
the  pace  of  constitutionalism. 

Harold  S.  Qligley. 


O'DOWD  :  A  STORY 

IT  wasn't  much  of  a  day  for  a  man  with  three  hard-won 
hours  of  leisure.  O'Dowd  realized  that  the  instant  he 
was  outside  the  hospital  and  at  the  mercy  of  the  elements. 
A  wind,  which  might  have  been  called  roistering  but  for 
the  fact  that  there  was  so  obviously  no  fun  about  it, 
whipped  round  the  corner  of  the  gray  stone  building, 
and  made  a  mockery  of  his  clothes,  chilling  him  to  the 
bone.  There  was  no  snow  to  give  the  street  a  faintly 
cheerful  appearance  and  take  the  edge  off  the  wind. 
It  caught  up  dun-colored  clouds  of  dust  and  dirt  from 
the  wide  pavement  and  whipped  them  this  way  and 
that.  One  of  them  enwrapped  O'Dowd  almost  the 
minute  he  appeared,  fairly  blinding  him,  and  leaving 
in  one  eye  a  minute  particle  which  promised  every  second 
to  yield  to  his  efforts  to  get  it  out,  and  was  yet  destined 
to  stay  there  for  all  of  the  three  hours. 

He  started  up  Broad  Street,  principally  because  the 
wind  was  blowing  in  that  direction  and  its  buffeting 
made  him  feel  too  wretched  and  spiritless  to  think  of 
trying  to  face  it.  For  the  same  reason,  he  walked  at  a 
sharp  pace,  his  thin  overcoat  bellying  out  in  front  of 
him,  one  ungloved  hand  clutching  his  hat,  his  flapping 
trousers  revealing  the  leanness  of  his  legs.  For  two  or 
three  blocks  he  was  hardly  more  sentient  than  the  news- 
papers and  other  flying  objects  scudding  northward 
before  the  blast.  It  required  that  much  walking  to  give 
him  back  his  breath  and  power  of  thought,  to  return 
the  human  identity  of  which  he  had  been  so  rudely  de- 
spoiled. But  even  when  he  got  his  breath  he  was  still 
conscious  that  his  underclothes  were  too  thin  for  win- 
ter. He  hadn't  bought  heavier  ones  because  so  much  of 
his  time  was   spent  inside  the  hospital  that  it  seemed 
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an  extravagance.  Now  he  regretted  that  carefully 
planned  bit  of  economy. 

By  the  time  he  reached  Washington  Avenue,  he  had 
managed  to  forget  how  cold  he  was.  He  had  done  so 
largely  by  dwelling  upon  the  comforting  thought  that 
he  had  two  dollars  and  some  cents  in  his  pocket,  and 
three  whole  hours  in  which  to  spend  it.  There  were 
places  of  amusement  as  far  south  as  this  where  he  could 
have  spent  his  money,  but  O'Dowd  had  no  eye  for  them. 
He  was  going  clear  down  into  the  city,  to  warm  himself 
in  the  coddled  luxury  of  lower  Chestnut  and  Walnut 
streets  before  he  even  began  to  spend  his  money.  He 
had  done  that  before.  Without  a  cent  in  his  pockets 
he  had  managed  a  spurious  intoxication  of  the  senses  by 
mingling  with  the  richly  dressed  crowds,  by  stopping 
before  the  wonderful  display  windows  of  the  exclusive 
little  shops.  Today  he  meant  to  do  that  again,  but  this 
time  he  would  not  be  cheated  of  his  climax.  He  would 
spend  all  of  his  two  dollars  in  one  terrific  dive  into  sen- 
suous pleasure.  He  had  no  idea  how  he  would  spend  it. 
The  details  did  not  greatly  matter:  it  merely  needed  to 
be  something  that  he  had  never  done,  one  of  those  ex- 
travagances reserved  for  the  lucky  rich. 

As  he  crossed  Lombard,  he  chanced  to  glance  up,  and 
saw  the  hands  of  the  clock  in  the  city  hall  tower  through 
the  eddying  clouds  of  dust  and  smoke.  The  sight  gave 
him  a  shock.  He  had  not  realized  that  it  would  take  him 
twenty-five  minutes  to  walk  down  from  the  hospital, 
even  with  the  wind  behind  him.  Twenty-five  minutes 
wasted  in  mere  walking,  and  he  only  had  a  hundred  and 
eighty  of  them  altogether.  No,  he  didn't  have  that 
many;  only  a  hundred  and  thirty,  because  it  would  take 
another  five-and-twenty  to  walk  back.  He  made  this 
computation  forgetting  to  allow  an  extra  ten  minutes  at 
least  for  facing  that  merciless  wind. 

The  sight  of  the  clock-face  produced  in  him  a  nervous 
haste.    He  fairly  ran  three  or  four  blocks  farther  north, 
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and  then  swung  sharply  to  his  right.  It  was  now  that 
he  began  to  experience  real  torment  from  the  infinitesimal 
bit  of  dust  which  had  lodged  in  his  eye.  It  hadn't  seemed 
so  bad  when  he  was  walking,  but  when  he  got  round  the 
corner  and  the  solid  wall  of  buildings  sheltered  him  from 
the  wind,  it  became  acute  torture.  He  found  it  quite 
impossible  to  keep  that  eye  open  more  than  an  instant. 
He  dodged  into  the  shelter  of  a  big  doorway,  and  wasted 
another  five  minutes  in  vain  efforts  to  get  the  mote  out. 
There  was  no  use  bothering  with  it.  He  could  use  one 
eye,  and  when  he  got  back  to  the  hospital  one  of  the 
nurses  would  whisk  it  out  in  a  jiffy. 

When  he  peered  out  from  the  shelter  of  his  doorway 
it  struck  him  that  Chestnut  Street  was  not  nearly  as 
alluring  as  usual.  The  bleak  wind  seemed  to  have  swept 
it  clear  of  the  beautiful  women  and  the  carefully  dressed, 
idly  sauntering  men.  Its  pedestrian  population  was 
surely  cut  in  half,  and  the  remnant  seemed  composed 
largely  of  shabby  people  with  bent  heads  hurrying  to 
get  somewhere  else.  O'Dowd  made  up  his  mind  to  stay 
where  he  was  until  he  decided  exactly  what  he  was  going 
to  do.  It  wasn't  the  sort  of  day  in  which  he  could  enjoy 
as  much  of  the  window-gazing  as  he  had  planned.  You 
simply  can't  do  that  with  pleasure  when  you  are  so  cold 
that  you  begin  to  shiver  the  instant  you  stand  still.  And 
he  was  shivering  now,  even  in  this  partial  shelter.  His 
decision,  moreover,  had  to  be  hurried.  Forty  minutes 
had  elapsed  since  he  left  the  hospital,  and  he  had  done 
nothing. 

Going  to  a  theatre,  not  a  movie  but  a  regular  theatre, 
had  really  been  the  height  of  his  desire,  but  he  held 
this  out  of  the  question.  It  was  after  three;  the  perform- 
ances would  already  be  an  hour  along.  To  spend  most 
of  his  money  for  part  of  a  show  seemed  the  height  of 
folly.  The  more  he  dwelt  on  the  idea,  however,  the 
greater  became  its  appeal.  Missing  a  bit  of  it  didn't  so 
much  matter  after  all.     It  had  been  years  since  he  had 
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been  inside  a  theatre,  but  he  remembered  it  clearly 
enough.  And  it  would  be  warm!  The  thought  of  lean- 
ing back  in  a  thickly  upholstered  seat  in  a  warm  and 
faintly  scented  atmosphere  decided  him.  He  left  his 
shelter,  went  down  the  street  and  stopped  at  the  first 
theatre  he  reached,  without  giving  so  much  as  a  glance 
at  the  playbills  outside. 

'*I  want  a  seat,"  he  said  to  the  man  inside  the  glass 
box. 

The  man  did  not  interrupt  his  conversation  with  a 
friend.  He  selected  a  slip  of  green  card-board  and  pushed 
it  forward,  yet  retaining  a  hold  on  its  corner. 

"  Two  dollars,"  he  said. 

O'Dowd  was  thunderstruck.  He  hadn't  planned  to 
spend  all  of  his  money  on  the  ticket. 

"I  want  a  cheaper  one,"  he  announced  diffidently. 
"I  don't  much  care  where  it  is,  since  the  show's  part 
over  anyhow." 

The  man  favored  him  with  a  bored  glance. 

"  No  matinee  today,"  he  said  and  resumed  his  inter- 
rupted conversation. 

Bitterly  disappointed  O'Dowd  went  back  into  the 
street.  For  a  few  forlorn  minutes  he  tried  to  look  into 
the  windows,  but  it  was  an  ordeal  beyond  his  powers  of 
endurance.  In  three  minutes  his  teeth  were  chattering; 
in  five  he  was  so  conscious  of  his  shivering  body  that  he 
did  not  know  what  treasures  lay  before  him  in  the  win- 
dows. The  incessant  winking  of  his  eye  made  it  im- 
possible for  him  to  get  a  good  look  at  anything  anyhow. 

"Maybe  I'll  feel  better  if  I  get  something  to  eat,"  he 
muttered. 

Again  he  trembled  on  the  verge  of  indulging  an- 
other long-cherished  desire.  Times  innumerable  he  had 
dreamed  of  eating  down  here,  not  in  any  mere  lunch 
counter,  but  in  one  of  the  moderately  swell  places,  where 
you  sat  at  a  regular  table  with  a  cloth  on  it,  mirrors 
on    every   side,    an   orchestra    playing   somewhere.      He 
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began  hunting  for  such  a  place.  Almost  at  once  he 
found  one,  but  instead  of  going  in,  he  walked  past,  his 
heart  beating  painfully.  He  went  as  far  as  the  corner, 
turned  and  came  back.  A  second  time  his  truant  legs 
refused  to  take  him  through  the  ornate  doorway.  It 
was  difficult  for  him  to  realize  that  he  was  actually 
afraid  to  go  in.  With  this  very  entrance  in  mind,  he 
had  taken  the  very  pick  of  his  slender  wardrobe,  that 
he  might  have  no  need  to  feel  ashamed  of  his  appearance, 
and  quail  beneath  the  eye  of  a  waiter.  Even  when  he 
knew  the  truth,  he  would  not  admit  it  to  himself.  But 
after  he  had  walked  a  fourth  time  past  that  entrance, 
and  had  commenced  to  feel  that  people  along  the  street 
and  in  the  windows  must  be  watching  him,  he  gave  up 
the  attempt.  But  he  lied  to  himself  in  an  effort  to  save 
his  pride. 

"I  ain't  really  very  hungry,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"Fd  be  a  fool  to  blow  a  lot  of  money  just  for  eating, 
specially  at  this  time  of  day." 

He  went  finally  into  a  white-fronted  restaurant  where 
at  certain  hours  of  the  day  chefs  in  snowy  caps  manu- 
factured griddle-cakes  before  the  huge  windows.  But 
there  was  almost  nobody  there,  and  half-a-dozen  wait- 
resses were  standing  in  a  whispering  group  at  the  far 
end  of  the  room.  None  of  them  seemed  in  much  of  a 
hurry  to  take  O'Dowd's  order.  He  slipped  into  the 
first  chair  and  eyed  them  furtively.  One  of  them  was 
very  pretty.  She  had  a  full,  shapely  figure,  red  cheeks 
and  high-piled  masses  of  very  dark  hair.  To  have  her 
wait  on  him  would  be  nothing  less  than  high  adventure. 
He  thought  she  was  going  to  do  it.  She  glanced  at  him 
once  or  twice,  and  seemed  minded  to  come.  Then  a  thin, 
unlovely  girl  with  flat  features  and  a  bad  complexion 
came.  O'Dowd  discovered  that  in  his  lately  muttered 
excuses  he  had  unwittingly  told  the  truth;  he  wasnH 
particularly  hungry.  But  he  managed  to  give  an  order, 
and   then   took  as  much  time  as  possible  in  eating  it, 
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because  the  steamy  warmth  of  the  room  was  grateful. 
As  often  as  he  could,  he  looked  at  the  girl  with  the  black 
hair.  He  amused  himself  by  conjecturing  what  might 
have  happened  if  she  had  taken  his  order.  Somehow 
or  other  he  would  have  managed  to  begin  a  conversation. 
After  that  there  seemed  limitless  possibilities:  anything 
might  have  happened! 

So  attracted  was  he  by  these  imaginings  that  he  con- 
sidered ordering  something  else  when  he  had  finished 
eating  what  he  had,  waiting  until  she  was  looking  at 
him,  and  them  summoning  her  by  a  crooked  finger. 
She  could  hardly  fail  to  come  then.  A  moment  before, 
it  had  seemed  to  him  that  he  could  not  possibly  finish 
the  stack  of  round,  thick,  yellow  cakes  piled  on  the  plate 
in  front  of  him.  Now  he  drove  himself  to  the  completion 
of  the  task,  stealing  glances  at  her  while  he  ate.  Just 
as  he  finished  the  last  morsel,  she  turned  carelessly  and 
disappeared  through  a  swinging  door  at  the  rear  of  the 
room.  He  waited  as  long  as  he  dared,  but  she  did  not 
come  back.  He  spent  some  time  deciding  whether  or  not 
he  should  leave  any  money  for  the  girl  who  had  served 
him.  It  seemed  rather  superfluous.  She  had  given  him 
scant  attention.  He  finally  left  a  dime  because  he  felt 
rather  sorry  for  her.  She  didn't  look  as  though  she  got 
much  more  fun  out  of  life  than  he  did.  But  even  then  he 
was  denied  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  whether  she  found 
it  or  not.  He  had  an  uneasy  feeling  that  it  found  its 
ultimate  way  into  the  pocket  of  the  dirty-faced  boy 
who  went  around  with  a  basket  gathering  the  soiled 
dishes. 

While  he  was  in  the  restaurant  the  weather  had  be- 
come worse  than  ever.  It  seemed  no  warmer,  and  the 
wind  was  surely  just  as  strong,  but  a  dash  of  stinging 
rain  had  been  added.  You  could  hardly  see  it  falling, 
and  yet  in  no  time  it  made  you  feel  damp.  O'Dowd 
took  a  cross-street  and  went  over  to  Market,  a  thorough- 
fare which  lacked,  he  knew,  that  air  of  opulence  which 
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was  to  have  formed  so  great  a  part  of  his  adventure, 
but  there  were  more  lights,  more  places  where  you  could 
dodge  for  shelter  without  making  people  look  at  you 
suspiciously. 

By  this  time  he  had  reached  a  point  where  nothing 
much  mattered  except  keeping  warm.  The  revolving 
door  of  a  great  department  store  lured  him  and  he  passed 
through .  A  thick,  heavy  air,  composed  of  innumerable 
odors  assailed  him.  Before  him  stretched  a  wilderness 
of  counters,  an  army  of  clerks.  He  took  refuge  behind 
a  table  heaped  with  boxes,  glanced  at  a  clock  on  the 
wall.     He  had  just  an  hour  left. 

As  he  stood  behind  the  sheltering  table  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  he  would  buy  something.  After  all  it  was 
a  much  more  sensible  way  to  spend  his  money.  He  would 
walk  around  until  he  saw  something  that  he  really 
wanted,  buy  it  and  go  back  to  the  hospital.  It  wouldn't 
satisfy  all  those  vague  longings  which  had  driven  him 
out  into  the  storm,  but  at  least  it  would  leave  him  some- 
thing to  show  for  it.  He  left  his  corner  and  began  to 
wander  through  the  aisles. 

To  some  people  the  mildly  predatory  feeling  derived 
from  aimless  looking  at  goods  displayed  for  sale  is  highly 
satisfying.  O'Dowd  was  one  of  these  people:  he  had 
never  known  this,  but  he  now  fell  suddenly  upon  the 
knowledge.  Unfortunately  he  had  never  before  had  a 
chance  to  indulge  the  propensity;  his  purchases  had 
always  been  those  of  hurried  necessity,  he  had  rushed 
into  the  nearest  store,  bought  what  he  required  and 
hurried  out  again.  Now,  for  the  first  time  that  after- 
noon, he  really  began  to  enjoy  himself.  It  made  no 
difference  that  he  was  surrounded  by  thousands  of 
dollars'  worth  of  objects  for  which  he  had  no  desire 
whatever;  the  fact  that  they  were  there  and  that  he  was 
present  for  the  ostensible  buying  of  them  was  sufficient. 
He  roamed  from  one  counter  to  another,  feasting  his 
eyes  on  goods  whose  mere  newness  was  their  chief  charm, 
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finding  a  counter  heaped  high  with  books  just  as  attrac- 
tive as  a  case  full  of  glittering  firearms. 

There  is  no  telling  how  long  the  enchanting  journey 
might  have  lasted  had  not  O'Dowd  been  suddenly  con- 
fronted by  a  particular  showcase.  Pure  chance  directed 
his  eye  toward  it,  actually  focused  it  upon  a  pipe  there. 

It  was  exactly  the  sort  of  pipe  he  had  wanted  to  own 
since  the  day  he  had  seen  one  like  it  at  the  hospital.  It 
had  a  big,  capacious  bowl  of  brier  and  a  thick  stem  of 
clear  amber  that  looked  as  though  it  would  exactly  fit 
the  peculiar  formation  of  his  teeth. 

The  one  at  the  hospital  had  belonged  to  the  thin  man 
in  the  ward  where  O'Dowd  had  been  frequently  during 
the  last  few  days.  As  a  rule  he  didn't  pay  much  attention 
to  the  people  in  the  white  beds,  but  he  had  noticed  the 
thin  man,  probably  because  of  his  eyes.  They  were  very 
sharp,  and  it  seemed  to  O'Dowd  that  they  were  always 
on  him. 

Now  that  he  saw  the  pipe  in  the  show-case  he  thought 
that  perhaps  he  knew  why  the  thin  man  had  watched 
him.  He  had  been  afraid  that  O'Dowd  would  steal  his 
pipe! 

The  doctors  and  nurses  hadn't  let  the  patient  smoke, 
of  course,  but  one  day,  when  he  seemed  better,  they  had 
given  him  the  pipe  and  let  him  sit  up  in  bed  with  it 
clamped  between  his  jaws.  It  was  then  that  O'Dowd  had 
seen  it  —  and  probably  the  sick  man  had  seen  the  covet- 
ousness  in  his  look,  and  watched  him  closely  thereafter. 

He  walked  up  to  the  case  and  extended  a  finger. 

"I  want  that  pipe,"  he  said. 

An  hour  before  he  would  have  paid  some  attention 
to  the  girl  behind  the  counter,  who  was  decidedly  better 
looking  than  the  brunette  who  had  so  caught  his  attention 
in  the  restaurant.  But  at  the  moment  he  had  no  thought 
or  eye  for  a  woman;  he  did  not  even  notice  the  bare  and 
shapely  arm  which  she  reached  into  the  case  after  the 
pipe.    She  laid  it  on  the  counter  and  he  gloated  over  it. 
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"You  needn't  wrap  it  up,"  he  said.  "I'll  want  to 
use  it  right  away  I  guess." 

She  did  not  so  much  as  glance  at  him  or  show  that 
she  had  heard  his  words.  A  negligent  hand  reached  for 
the  pencil  thrust  through  the  thick  coils  of  her  hair. 

"Three-fifty,"  she  said. 

"What?" 

"Three  dollars  and  a  half,"  she  repeated. 

O'Dowd  glanced  at  the  little  ticket  hanging  from 
the  pipe.  She  was  right.  He  muttered  something  un- 
intelligible about  the  change,  turned  on  his  heel  and 
slunk  out  into  the  street.  He  did  not  bother  to  look 
for  a  clock.  He  was  through!  He  thrust  his  hands  into 
the  pockets  of  his  overcoat,  lowered  his  head  against 
the  wind  and  started  south. 

It  took  him  forty-five  minutes  to  walk  the  two  miles. 
It  was  more  of  a  battle  than  a  walk,  and  yet  he  was  not 
really  conscious  of  the  struggle  he  had  to  make.  The 
incessant  effort  required  to  bore  his  way  into  the  blast 
and  maintain  progress  was  no  more  than  a  sort  of  ac- 
companiment to  his  thoughts.  Had  there  been  an  open 
ditch  in  front  of  him,  O'Dowd  would  have  stepped  into 
it.  Had  there  been  dangerous  crossings  to  negotiate, 
he  would  have  been  run  down  a  dozen  times.  He  was 
spared  a  score  of  head-on  collisions  with  other  pedes- 
trains  only  because  they  gave  way  to  him.  Only  force 
of  long  habit  made  him  stop  when  he  reached  the  hos- 
pital; otherwise  he  might  well  have  trudged  steadily 
southward  until  his  way  was  barred  by  the  marine  at 
the  League  Island  gates. 

It  cannot  be  claimed  that  there  was  any  sharpness 
in  the  man's  suflPering.  Acuteness  of  mental  or  spiritual 
pain  demands  a  swift  or  a  very  considerable  transition, 
and  since  O'Dowd  had  never  really  more  than  touched 
the  fringes  of  happiness  at  infrequent  times,  his  present 
desolation  could  not  become  more  poignant  by  contrast. 
His  suffering  was  dull,  heavy,  yet  profound.     It  seemed 
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as  though  the  events  of  the  afternoon,  piling  one  dis- 
appointment on  the  other,  had  ended  by  showing  him 
what  a  wretched,  useless,  utterly  forgotten  and  worth- 
less creature  he  really  was.  A  single  ray  through  the 
gloom  might  have  changed  everything.  If  the  wind 
hadn't  blown,  and  his  eye  tormented  him  —  if  he  had 
been  in  time  for  a  play  in  a  gorgeous  theatre  —  if  he  had 
dared  to  enter  the  forbidding  door  of  that  restaurant, 
or  had  managed  a  mild  flirtation  with  the  black-haired 
waitress!  Even  if  all  these  had  failed,  he  could  have 
trudged  happily  back  to  the  hospital,  comforted  by  the 
thought  of  the  new  pipe  in  his  pocket.  It  zvas  such  a 
fine  pipe!  Just  the  presence  of  that  pipe  in  his  pocket 
would  have  meant  everything.  As  it  was,  he  had  noth- 
ing. 

Had  he  been  gifted  with  more  self-assertiveness,  he 
would  have  gone  and  jumped  into  the  Delaware,  just 
to  prove  himself  capable  of  some  originality  of  action. 
As  it  was  he  went  back  to  the  hospital,  hating  it  dully. 
It  was  a  place  where  he  ate  and  slept  and  was  given  a 
pittance,  most  of  which  he  sent  to  his  mother  in  Harris- 
burg.  They  gave  him  that  for  doing  indescribably  filthy 
and  horribly  endless  tasks.  Nobody  paid  him  any  atten- 
tion. He  was  as  much  a  part  of  the  mechanical  apparatus 
of  the  building  as  one  of  the  wheeled  tables.  None  of 
the  doctors  knew  him  by  name;  they  called  him  "Say!" 
or  **You  there!"  He  was  glad  he  hadn't  often  to  come 
into  contact  with  them.  The  nurses  weren't  much  better. 
They  called  him  Jim,  which  wasn't  his  real  name  at  all, 
but  was  short,  convenient  and  soon  out  of  their  mouths. 

As  far  as  he  could  see,  he  might  very  well  go  on  doing 
the  same  thing  indefinitely.  He  didn't  complete  the 
thought  by  saying  "until  he  died."  He  lacked  the 
imagination  to  conceive  of  death  as  a  possible  termina- 
tion of  the  monotony  of  existence.  Death  was  something 
that  visited  those  who  were  sick,  the  white  figures  in 
the  beds  after  the  screens  were  put  up  in  front  of  them. 
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It  was  something  which  could  have  no  possible  connection 
with  him.  He  was  wretched  enough  but  he  never  was 
sick.  He  didn't  dare  be  sick:  they  would  fire  him  in  a 
minute  if  he  should  be  unable  to  work.  And  that  thought 
was  appalling.  He  hated  the  hospital,  and  yet  could 
not  even  face  the  thought  of  existence  without  its  shelter. 
There  had  once  been  a  frightful,  noisy,  hammering 
factory  full  of  huge,  powerful,  shouting  men.  He  had 
worked  there  three  days,  sweating  with  terror.  The 
hospital  was  infinitely  better  than  that;  here  at  least  he 
was  pretty  well  let  alone. 

s.  He  made  his  way  into  the  building,  went  to  the  tiny 
cupboard  in  which  most  of  his  hours  were  spent,  changed 
his  clothes  and  armed  himself  with  the  mop,  broom  and 
other  paraphernalia  of  his  unlovely  labor.  Then  he 
trudged  spiritlessly  through  the  bleak  corridors  to  his 
work.  He  had  hardly  entered  the  ward  where  he  was 
busy  when  a  voice  spoke  to  him  from  the  nearest  bed,  a 
voice  faint  but  very  compelling,  — 

"Jove,  but  Pm  glad  you're  back!  Where  have  you 
been.?" 

O'Dowd  turned  and  faced  the  bed.  It  was  the  first 
time  the  thin  man  had  ever  spoken  to  him.  The  tone 
was  kind,  and  now  O'Dowd  saw  that  the  eyes  too  were 
kind  and  not  merely  sharp.  He  wanted  to  dislike  the 
man  because  he  possessed  —  a  mere  trifle  —  what  to 
O'Dowd  was  a  treasure  beyond  reach.  But  he  couldn't 
dislike  him,  because  the  man  was  smiling.  To  find  some- 
one actually  smiling  at  him  almost  frightened  O'Dowd. 

"Why,  I've  been  out,"  he  stammered. 

"Oh,"  said  the  man  in  the  bed.  "Not  going  out  again 
soon,  are  you.? " 

"No." 

"Glad  to  hear  it." 

The  man  said  no  more  and  dropped  his  head  back  on 
the  pillow,  yet  O'Dowd  could  feel  the  big  eyes  following 
his    movements.     The   consciousness   of   this   unbroken 
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scrutiny  now  was  not  in  the  least  disquieting;  in  fact  it 
had  a  far  different  effect.  Somebody  was  actually  watch- 
ing him,  actually  paying  some  attention  to  what  he  did! 
The  man  had  missed  him  when  he  went  out,  had  said 
in  so  many  words  that  he  was  glad  he  had  come  back! 
And  he  wasn't  just  an  ordinary  man;  O'Dowd  knew  that 
in  spite  of  the  sameness  of  the  beds  and  the  hospital 
garb.  He  was  one  of  those  fortunate  creatures  who  ate 
where  they  pleased  and  went  to  theatres  every  night. 
From  time  to  time  O'Dowd  paused  in  his  work  long 
enough  to  turn  toward  the  bed,  and  invariably  the  big 
eyes  in  the  white  face  smiled  at  him.  In  spite  of  himself 
he  had  to  finish  his  work  and  move,  but  he  was  as  long 
about  it  as  possible,  and  went  away  with  a  little  warm 
feeling  around  his  heart  that  he  had  never  felt  before, 
and  which  almost  choked  him. 

An  hour  or  so  later  a  doctor  came  in  and  stopped  be- 
side the  bed. 

"What  have  you  done  to  that  scrub-boy.^"  he  asked 
abruptly. 

The  man  on  the  bed  opened  his  big  eyes  wider. 

"Done  to  him.-^"  he  repeated,  "Nothing.  Spoke  to 
him  was  all.    Why.^" 

The  physician  sat  down  beside  the  bed,  chin  in  hand. 

"What  made  you  speak  to  him?"  he  asked.  "Never 
done  it  before,  have  you.^" 

"No.  I  like  to  watch  him.  I  don't  know  exactly  why. 
Some  species  of  mental  snobbishness,  I  fancy.  He  is 
such  a  clod!  There  is  something  awesomely  attractive 
in  the  spectacle  of  his  cloddishness.  I  watch  him  and 
try  to  imagine  what  he  is  thinking,  or  rather  what  can 
possibly  be  going  on  inside  his  head,  because  he  so  pat- 
ently isn't  thinking." 

"I  see,"  the  doctor  said  shortly,  then  added  a  short 
laugh  which  had  no  mirth  in  it.  "I  wonder  if  most 
kindness   isn't  built  of   that   sort  of  stuff,"    he   mused. 

"What  do  you  mean.?  "  asked  the  sick  man. 


88  The  Unpartizan   Review 

"You  aren't  the  only  one  who  has  watched  the  chap," 
said  the  physician.     ^Tve  done  it  for  months,  done  it 
almost    subconsciously,     had     much    your    speculative 
thoughts  about  him  —  when  I  bothered  to  think  about 
him  at  all.     I  happened  to  encounter  him  in  the  corridor 
a  bit  ago  as  he  came  out  of  here.     I  was  startled.     The 
man  was  transfigured!     That  sounds  like  exaggeration, 
but  it  isn't.     I  can't  find  words  to  describe  the  change 
in  him.     He  glowed!     I  was  so  startled  that  I  didn't 
speak  to  him,  which  I  meant  to  do.     Later  I  made  in- 
quiries.    Inquiries!     You  might  as  well  make  inquiries 
about  a  fly  that  has  crawled  across  the  counterpane  of 
your  bed,  and  then  flown  out  of  your  window!    Nobody 
knows  what  happens  to  him  when  he  isn't  in  sight.     If 
I  were  a  metaphysician  I  should  wonder  if  he  had  any 
existence  when  nobody  was  watching  him.    Well,  I  hunted 
him   down  and   asked   him   questions.      I   had   to  tread 
warily.     Men  like  that,  Jarvis,  .can't  be  handled  as  you 
and  I  handle  each  other  and  our  sort.     They're  timid 
with  a  timidity  we  can't  grasp  at  all.    I  pried  out  of  him 
that  he  had  been  for  a  walk,  and  that  you  had  spoken  to 
him.      I   dared   greatly   and   probed   a   bit   farther.      It 
couldn't  have  been  the  walk,  for  he'd  gotten  cold  and 
eaten   something   that  hadn't  agreed  with  him.     So  it 
must  have  been  you.    What  did  you  say  to  him.^  " 

"Let's  see — !  I  think  I  said  I  was  glad  he'd  come 
back.  And  I  rather  grinned  at  him.  It  does  get  beastly 
monotonous,  you   know." 

The  doctor  rubbed  his  chin  thoughtfully. 

"All  these  months,"  he  said,  "he's  been  a  dead  thing. 
You  spoke  to  him,  and  he  comes  to  life,  opens  like  a 
flower.  Good  God,  Jarvis,  wouldn't  you  expect  at  least 
a  doctor  to  be  quicker  to  see  such  things.^  I  spend  my 
days  prying  about  people's  insides,  and  never  see  a  soul 
starving  to  death  under  my  eyes!  —  I  say,  you'll  very 
likely  be  in  this  bed  three  weeks  longer.  In  fact,  I'll 
see  to  it  that  you  are.    Go  on  talking  to  the  fellow,  will 
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you?    And  try  not  to  think  of  him  just  as  a  clod,  amusing 
because  of  his  cloddishness.    How  about  it?  " 

"Of  course  I  will/'  promised  the  man  in  the  bed. 

After  the  doctor  had  gone  the  man  called  Jarvis, 
summoned  a  nurse,  asked  her  for  his  coat,  and  fumbled 
through  the  pockets.  Then  he  shoved  something  under 
his  pillow. 

"There's  a  man  scrubs  floors  and  —  er  —  empties  things 
and  so  on,  in  here,"  he  said.  "Do  you  suppose  you  could 
find  him  for  me?" 

"Oh,  Jim?  Why,  I  guess  so." 

Ten  minutes  later  O'Dowd,  bewildered  and  very 
badly  frightened,  followed  the  nurse  into  the  room. 

"Oh,  hello!"  Jarvis  said  cheerfully.  "Sorry  to  get 
you  clear  back  up  here,  but  there  was  something  I 
meant  to  give  you  this  afternoon,  and  it  slipped  my 
mind.  And  a  sick  man  is  funny  about  things  like  that, 
you  know.  Here  — "  and  he  reached  under  the  pillow  — 
"it'll  be  months  before  they'll  let  me  have  such  pleasures, 
and  it'll  be  ruined  unless  somebody  uses  it.  Tell  me  if  it's 
good  brier,  and  I'll  get  another  for  myself  when  I'm  on 
my  pins." 

He  held  out  his  hand,  and  O'Dowd  gave  a  cry  like  a 
child.    It  was  the  pipe  like  the  one  in  the  show-case! 

DoNAL  Hamilton  Haines. 
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The  Garrulities  seem  to  have  stirred  up  in  some  of  the  younger  men  a 
tendency  to  assume  the  toga  venerabilis,  and  so  we  have  welcomed  some  of  the 
reflections  of  this  youngster  of  sixty  and  another  of  seventy  who  follows  him, 
as  leading  up  to  our  own  matured  cogitations.  May  these  youngsters  also 
mature  into  riper  decades! — The  Editor. 

IF  the  old  but  knew!  And  yet  today  every  man  of 
sixty,  unless  he  is  as  obtuse  as  he  is  wicked,  does  know 
that  something  pretty  serious  is  the  matter  with  him.  The 
sad  truth  is  flung  at  his  incredulous  ears  that  his  "day" 
is  past.  The  meek  —  meaning  much  younger  men  — 
have  arisen  to  inherit  his  earth.  That  they  are  young, 
he  perceives,  but  he  is  not  so  sure  of  their  meekness.  He 
is  told  that  his  political  arteries  have  hardened,  and  that 
his  civic  vision  is  clouded  with  cataract.  He  has  neither 
the  social  sympathies  nor  the  cataclysmic  energy  which 
the  hour  demands.  As  a  brute  obstacle  athwart  the 
march  of  progress,  he  must  remove  himself,  or  be  re- 
moved. This  is  put  to  him  kindly.  Personally,  he  may 
not  be  such  a  bad  lot.  In  the  first  appeal  to  him  to  take 
himself  out  of  the  way  of  the  advancing  era,  pity  is 
stressed,  rather  than  anger.  If  he  will  only  see  himself 
as  the  cumberer  of  the  ground  that  he  is,  much  may  be 
forgiven  him.  But  resistance  will  be  futile.  It  will 
merely  make  compassion  give  way  to  stern  measures. 
To  persist  in  lagging  superfluous,  will  only  render  his 
forced  exit  the  more  humiliating.  Youth  begins  by  knock- 
ing at  his  door.  It  will  end  by  knocking  him  on  the  head. 
All  this  is  what  "everybody  says,"  therefore  it  must 
be  so.  The  sixty-year  olds  do  not  question  the  fact. 
But  they  think  it  needs  to  be  explained.  And  age  has 
at  least  one  privilege  left  —  the  privilege  of  knowing. 
The  pouvait  it  must  surrender  to  juenesse,  but  is  not 
the  savait  its  own  proverbial  right .^  Yet  precisely  there 
comes  in  the  trouble.    The  old  men  do  not  know.    Anxious 
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as  they  are  to  comprehend  the  state  of  affairs  described 
to  them,  they  cannot.  Hence  they  scrutinize,  compare, 
put  questions.  Are  they  presented  with  the  whole  truth, 
or  only  a  fragmentary  and  partly-imagined  article? 

The  man  of  sixty  is  warned  to  get  out  of  the  track 
of  young  men  resolved  to  create  all  things  anew.  But 
who  are  the  messengers  of  warning?  Some  of  them,  he 
perceives,  carry  a  still  more  fatal  burden  of  years  than 
his  own.  They  verify  the  saying  that  the  hope  of  agi- 
tators lies  with  either  the  young  or  the  very  old.  No 
root-and-branch  reformer  is  so  impetuous  as  an  old  man 
in  a  hurry.  And  the  tale  of  years  gets  strangely  con- 
fused in  all  this  business.  Seventy  gravely  points  out 
to  sixty  the  perils  of  senility.  Forty-five  protests  that 
sixty  cannot  possibly  understand  how  twenty-four  feels. 
Many  of  the  self-appointed  spokesmen  of  youth  have,  in 
fact,  left  their  own  youth  behind.  Look  closely  at  those 
who  discourse  most  pontifically  of  the  new  generation 
pressing  on  to  take  from  the  mighty  their  seats,  and  you 
will  see  their  temples  graying.  The  sixty-year  old 
observer  notes  this  with  excusable  puzzlement.  Have 
these  middle-aged  exponents  of  infallible  youth  a  more 
sympathetic  insight  than  he  into  the  heart  of  twenty? 
Or  have  they  simply  a  greater  capacity  for  self-deception  ? 
Their  cocksureness  is  admitted,  but  is  their  sincerity 
entire?  Vain  longings  for  the  sensations  of  a  youth 
over-passed  often  make  forty  seem  the  really  "dangerous 
age."  Physicians  know  about  this.  So  do  social  moral- 
ists. And  there  are  intellectual  hazards,  too,  for  the 
man  of  middle  years  faced  with  youthful  ferment.  He 
may  let  his  mind  toy  with  it  instead  of  grappling  with  it. 
Eager  to  be  in  what  he  thinks  the  great  movement, 
dimly  conscious  that  it  offers  him  one  more  fleeting 
chance  to  satisfy  vanity  or  feed  notoriety,  he  embraces 
what  he  does  not  understand,  and  hastily  abandons 
his  old  convictions  without  getting  any  new  ones. 

Passing  by  these    gray-haired    harbingers  of  the  Day 
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of  Youth,  the  inquiring  man  of  sixty  next  turns  his  face 
upon  the  young  men  themselves.  Are  they  so  radically 
different  from  what  he  was  at  their  age?  Is  their  attitude 
towards  his  own  generation  more  impatient,  less  tolerant, 
more  high  and  stern  in  resolve,  than  was  his  own,  forty 
years  ago,  toward  the  elders  of  his  youth?  For  the  life 
of  him  he  cannot  see  it.  He  marks  his  samples.  Of 
course,  he  is  not  so  foolish  as  to  think  he  can  touch  and 
penetrate  the  whole  youthful  mass.  All  he  can  do  is  to 
seek  to  recognize  the  young  Hercules  ex  pede.  And  the 
feet  of  so  many  are  kicking  a  foot-ball!  There  he  has 
his  first  class  of  menacing  young  men  —  the  athlete  and 
the  devotee  of  athletics.  Wholesome  human  beings, 
tingling  with  life,  filled  with  the  joy  of  the  play  of  muscle 
and  skilful  coordinated  effort,  out-of-doors  boys,  sworn 
to  the  best  ideals  of  sportsmanship,  these  swarming  and 
typical  young  Americans  can  be  thought  of  as  possible 
enemies  of  the  established  order  only  by  those  who  look 
at  the  facts  as  the  eye  likes  the  look.  They  are  not  with- 
out their  ardors  and  devotions,  these  young  men  of 
abounding  vitality.  We  saw  them  in  the  great  war 
pledge  their  all  to  their  country.  Such  a  flowing  of  youth 
to  arduous  service,  the  nation,  mighty  mother  of  men, 
never  saw  before.  The  sight  warmed  the  hearts  of  old 
men.  Do  not  tell  them  that  these  boys,  who  were  at- 
tended on  their  way  to  hardship  and  death  by  the  vision 
splendid,  are  going  to  dynamite  the  state! 

The  old  may  not  know  all  about  the  young,  but  they 
know  something.  They  understand  —  and  approve  — 
the  generous  heats  that  youthful  minds  feel.  They  have 
not  forgotten  the  time  when  for  them,  too,  it  was  bliss 
to  be  alive,  and  very  heaven  to  be  young.  Aspiration 
and  the  forward  look  are  inseparable  from  the  early 
twenties.  If  boys  and  girls  did  not  display  them  we 
should  despair  of  the  republic.  The  hope  of  renewal  and 
vivifying  must  always  lie  mainly  with  the  young.  Out 
of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings,  God  perfecteth 
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strength.  Let  our  young  men  go  on  dreaming  dreams. 
It  is  better  to  pursue  an  impossible  ideal  than  to  have 
none  at  all.  No  real  cause  of  disquietude  springs  from 
youthful  eagerness  to  question  the  old  and  to  experiment 
with  the  new.  These  young  men  and  women,  fired  with 
thoughts  of  social  and  political  betterment,  are  only 
setting  their  feet  in  the  path  trod  by  their  fathers  and 
grandfathers.  Soon  enough  will  come  to  them  the 
sobering  and  steadying  of  the  tough  facts  of  life.  They 
will  discover  in  their  turn  that  man  does  not  live  by 
reform  alone.  The  needs  of  the  individual  as  well  as 
of  society  will  persist  in  asserting  themselves.  Work 
must  be  found  and  done.  Wives  and  children  will  tug 
at  the  coat-tails  of  ardent  renovators  as  they  did  at 
Erskine's.  Into  the  routine  and  struggle  of  later  years 
let  our  youth  carry  as  much  as  they  are  able  of  their 
early  passion  to  leave  the  world  better  for  their  having 
lived  in  it.  This  will  be  to  them  afterwards  both  a 
souvenir  and  a  stay. 

How  can  old  men  penetrate  the  secret  of  youth.'' 
Well,  they  can  make  a  try  at  it  by  observation.  And 
the  longer  and  more  narrowly  they  observe,  the  more 
they  become  convinced  that  it  is,  after  all,  an  open  secret. 
Nature  is  infinitely  various,  yet  she  renews  herself.  One 
generation  differeth  from  another  in  the  externals  of 
life  and  in  the  opportunities  that  beckon;  but  the  stuff 
of  human  beings  changes  slowly.  And  if  one  strives 
to  note  the  qualities  displayed  by  the  young  men  and 
women  today,  at  whom  the  old  are  bidden  to  be  alarmed, 
it  will  appear  that  they  ought  simply,  like  the  young 
of  former  times,  to  be  admired  and  loved  and  thought 
of  as  the  embodiment  of  great  hopes.  With  fresh  minds 
and  unexhausted  vigor  they  confront  the  world.  Upon 
most  of  them  the  hand  of  necessity  is  early  laid.  They 
must  elect  their  livelihood.  They  must  think  of  their 
place  and  work  in  the  order  into  which  they  were  born. 
Into  their  hearts  steal  dreams  of  love  and  mating.    Nature 
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smiles  at  them  as  they  find  themselves  wondering  at 
the  way  in  which  deep-seated  instincts  prove  stronger 
than  reason.  The  wise  Mother  has  seen  to  that.  Her 
concern  is  perpetuation.  To  this  all  fevered  passions 
for  making  society  over  out  of  hand  have  to  give  way  in 
the  end.  Marriage.^  That  means  the  family.  It  means 
children.  They  mean  property  —  firm  roots  in  the  soil. 
This  is  why  ardent  Young  England  of  1853  became  to 
the  Young  England  of  1882  very  like  bigot  Toryism.  So 
it  always  has  gone  with  Young  America.  And  the  thing 
that  hath  been  shall  be. 

Americans  upon  whom  age  is  stealing  can  afford  to 
be  patient,  while  quietly  amused,  with  the  restless  folk 
who  cry  for  great  changes,  leading  they  know  not  whither. 
To  open-eyed  sixty,  both  the  fact  and  its  meaning  should 
be  intelligible.  There  is  nothing  really  new  in  it  all.  Only 
the  form  and  emphasis  shift  with  the  lapsing  years. 
Many  times  before,  as  to-day,  discontent  has  been  the 
troubled  waters  in  which  ambitious  men  fish.  Perhaps 
the  numbers  are  at  present  greater  of  those  who,  having 
nothing  else  to  do,  fish  more  for  the  titillation  of  the 
sport  than  for  what  they  hope  to  carry  home  in  their 
baskets.  But  the  whole  phenomenon  is  much  the  same, 
generation  after  generation.  And  what  is  the  use  of 
having  had  a  long  experience  unless  it  braces  a  man  in 
the  conviction  that  the  bases  of  life  and  society  and 
government  lie  too  deep  to  be  shaken  by  passing  and 
changing  gusts  of  agitation.?  Moreover,  the  man  of 
sixty  comes  to  have  a  ''sense  "  of  what  his  country- 
men think  and  will  do.  He  may  not  be  able  to  prove 
it,  but  he  is  sure  of  it.  And  why  not.?  If  he  was  born 
in  the  true  American  tradition;  if  he  has  had  a  business 
or  professional  activity  which  has  brought  him  into 
contact  with  various  parts  of  the  country  and  with  all 
sorts  and  conditions  of  men;  if  he  has  worked  with  his 
hands  as  well  as  his  brains;  if  he  has  kept  his  curiosity 
alive;  if  he  has  by  use  and  wont  made  of  his  perceptions 
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a  kind  of  register  of  what  the  mass  of  his  fellows  are  feel- 
ing and  planning  —  how  can  he  possibly  admit  that  raw 
upstarts  —  many  of  them  alien-born  —  can  read  the 
mind  and  heart  of  Americans  more  accurately  than  he? 
Age  hath  this  also  that  it  makes  one  more  certain  of  his 
ground  and  feeling. 

If  the  old  but  knew!  There  are  so  many  things  that 
they  cannot  find  out.  They  put  no  end  of  questions  to 
which  satisfactory  answers  are  not  forthcoming  from 
the  glib  and  heady  exponents  of  millennial  changes.  Who 
will  pay  the  bills  of  Socialism.^  That  used  to  be  asked 
of  the  old  Socialists.  They  did  not  make  convincing 
replies;  nor  do  their  successors,  even  with  the  vast  powers 
of  taxation  now  available.  Much  has  lately  been  heard 
of  the  "new  "  political  economy.  It  sounds  too  much 
like  a  new  way  to  pay  old  debts.  Men  who  have  been 
trained  to  rule  out  legerdemain  in  arithmetic  cannot 
understand  it.  The  supposition  that  lessened  production 
will  make  the  world  richer  and  happier  is  easily  made, 
but  wrecks  itself  on  the  rock  of  fact.  And  if  man  must 
have  a  real  motive  to  work,  so  he  must  have  to  save 
and  to  invest.  Undoubtedly  we  can  endure,  for  good 
reason  shown,  much  heavier  taxes  than  we  used  to  think 
tolerable  or  possible;  but  there  must  always  remain  a 
point  at  which  the  citizen  will  refuse  to  accumulate 
wealth  only  to  have  it  taken  from  him  by  the  Govern- 
ment. So  that  when  we  ask  today  who  will  pay  the  bills 
of  Socialism  —  bills  running  beyond  the  income  from 
our  entire  national  wealth  —  it  is  plain  what  the  answer 
must  be.  They  will  not  be  paid  at  all.  Property  will  be 
confiscated  and  creditors  told  to  go  hang. 

The  big  question  will  always  remain  that  of  organi- 
zation. Even  the  most  fantastically  imagined  "new" 
social  order  must  yet  be  an  order.  It  must  provide 
somehow  for  the  ongoings  of  life.  Labor  must  be  done 
by  somebody.  Somebody  must  think  and  plan.  Some- 
body must  lead.     He  may  do  it  with  an  air  of  utter 
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servility.  Under  pretense  of  being  the  servant  of  the 
people,  he  may  fasten  upon  their  neck  his  yoke  of  tyr- 
anny. But,  one  way  or  another,  there  must  be  organi- 
zation. This  means  subordination.  Certain  qualities 
have  got  to  be  in  command.  The  only  room  for  dispute 
is  which  ones  they  shall  be.  Can  the  new  world  struggling 
to  be  born,  be  organized  with  intelligence  and  power 
at  the  bottom.^  If  the  attempt  is  made,  it  will  not  be 
long  before  in  some  manner  they  find  themselves  at 
the  top.  Our  Federalist  forefathers  thought  that  their 
political  party  must  be  dominant  because  it  was  made 
up  of  "the  wise,  the  rich  and  the  good."  With  our  later 
lights,  we  admit  the  wealth,  but  we  have  serious  doubts 
of  both  the  wisdom,  and  the  goodness.  Self-complacency 
is  not  necessarily  virtue.  And  it  is  not  wise  to  reckon 
without  the  democratic  impulse.  Yet  the  fundamental 
of  the  Federalists  was  sound,  and  has  endured  through 
all  the  shifts  of  American  party  names.  What  will  happen 
to  us  when  the  beggars  are  on  horseback?  Well,  as  Lowell 
reminded  the  timorous  of  his  day  —  and  what  trifles  light 
as  air  now  appear  the  things  of  which  they  were  apprehen- 
sive —  the  beggar  in  the  saddle  ceases  to  be  a  beggar. 

Anyhow  the  man  of  sixty  today  refuses  to  be  frightened. 
He  may  be  amused  at  the  dire  prophecies  of  what  is 
about  to  befall  him  and  his  generation,  but  he  will  not 
be  terrified.  He  knows  that  he  and  his  fellows  still  have 
the  ultimate  power  under  their  control.  If  it  comes 
to  a  real  test  of  force,  they  need  not  fear  the  issue.  And 
he  is  as  ready  to  fight  and  die  in  defense  of  the  solid 
achievement  of  those  into  whose  labors  we  have  entered, 
as  any  rash  innovator  is  in  order  to  destroy  it.  So,  if 
you  please,  prophets  of  the  new  day,  do  not  think  of  the 
men  of  sixty  in  a  blue  funk.  They  are  curious  about 
you,  interested  to  know  what  you  will  say  and  do  next, 
but  are  they  filled  with  dread  of  you.^  Not  for  a  single 
moment! 

RoLLO  Ogden. 
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WHEN  a  man  finds  himself  nearing  the  end  of  the 
voyage  of  life,  when  he  is  almost  in  sight  of  Pier 
No.  70,  as  Mark  Twain  called  it,  when  it  is  time  to  take 
in  sail,  as  Emerson  put  it,  he  is  tempted  to  lift  down  the 
log-book  and  revive  his  journeyings.  He  is  inclined  to 
be  a  little  self-conscious  and  to  wonder  whether  he  had 
not  become  more  or  less  of  a  conservative  in  consequence 
of  the  hardening  of  his  mental  arteries.  If  he  is  wise 
he  is  not  unduly  disenchanted  with  things  as  they  are 
to-day,  and  he  is  not  unduly  enthusiastic  about  things 
as  they  were  half  a  century  ago.  Yet  of  course  the  most 
potent  of  the  reasons  why  this  paper  of  reminiscences 
has  been  written  is  the  vanity  of  an  elderly  man,  snatch- 
ing at  a  chance  to  talk  about  himself;  and  if  he  is  tolerant 
of  the  eager  young  fellows  pressing  forward  to  push  him 
aside,  as  is  ever  the  custom  of  youth,  he  may  cherish  the 
hope  —  which  may  also  be  vanity  —  that  what  he  is 
here  setting  down  may  convey  counsel  to  his  juniors 
by  which  they  may  benefit  if  they  will. 

It  is  now  very  nearly  fifty  years  since  I  made  my 
first  contribution  to  a  magazine,  —  the  first  of  five  hun- 
dred at  least.  In  that  half-century,  I  have  signed  my 
name  to  articles  of  many  kinds  in  many  kinds  of  periodi- 
cals, —  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  quarterly.  I  have  written 
verse,  serious  and  comic,  and  serio-comic.  I  have  written 
fiction,  serials  as  well  as  short-stories.  I  have  written 
essays  and  critical  reviews,  biographical  sketches  and 
descriptive  articles.  I  have  had  five  contributions  in  a 
single  number  of  a  leading  magazine;  and  I  have  con- 
tributed in  a  single  month  to  five  different  magazines. 
Articles  of  mine   have  appeared   almost   simultaneously 
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in  Harper^s  Monthly,  Harper^s  Weekly,  Harper^s  Bazar 
and  Harper^s  Young  People. 

At  one  time  or  another  the  editors  of  the  Yale  Review, 
the  Princeton  Review,  the  New  Princeton  Review,  and  the 
Columbia  University  Quarterly  have  opened  their  pages 
to  me;  and  so  have  the  editors  of  the  Musical  Quarterly, 
the  Political  Science  Quarterly  and  the  Art  World,  —  an 
incongruous  conjunction,  especially  as  I  recall  that  the 
conductors  of  the  Theater,  the  Dramatic  Mirror  and  the 
Billboard  have  been  equally  hospitable.  To  make  the 
incongruity  even  more  obvious  I  may  add  that  my  name 
has  also  been  appended  to  papers  in  Modern  Philology 
and  Modern  Language  Notes.  I  have  had  several  articles 
in  the  Saturday  Evening  Post  and  about  as  many  in  the 
Unpopular  —  now  the  Unpartizan  Review.  I  have  written 
book-reviews  in  the  Nation  of  New  York  and  in  the 
Saturday  Review  of  London,  although  I  have  not  con- 
tributed anything  to  either  of  these  once  respected  week- 
lies for  now  a  quarter  of  a  century. 

I  have  had  a  serial  in  Saint  Nicholas;  and  I  have  had 
one  article  in  the  Catholic  World  and  one  in  the  American 
Review  of  Reviews.  I  wrote  for  the  Independent  when 
it  was  a  blanket-sheet  without  illustrations,  and  for  the 
Christian  Union  before  it  experienced  a  change  of  heart 
and  became  the  Outlook.  I  have  prepared  both  prose 
and  verse  for  the  earlier  numbers  of  Puck  and  Life. 
Book-reviews  of  mine  and  other  articles  on  literary 
topics  were  not  infrequent  in  the  Bookman,  which  still 
survives,  and  in  the  Critic,  the  Reader,  and  the  Library 
Table,  which  have  all  three  departed  this  life.  Essays 
of  mine  have  appeared  in  magazines  bearing  their  pub- 
lishers' names,  Scribner^s,  Harper^s,  and  Munsey^s 
which  are  flourishing  to-day,  and  in  Lippincotfs,  Long- 
man^s,  Leslie^s,  Appleton's  and  Putnam^s,  which  are  now 
no  longer  seen  on  our  news-stands.  OHiher  essays  of 
mine  have  been  printed  in  magazines  which  bear  names 
not    identifying    themselves    with    the    patronymics    of 
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their  publishers,  —  in  the  Atlantic  and  in  the  Century, 
which  are  still  alive  and  lively,  as  well  as  in  the  Galaxy 
and  the  International  Review  which  departed  this  life 
nearly  two  score  years  ago. 

As  I  read  over  this  catalog  I  see  that  it  is  far  from 
being  complete,  since  it  omits  Once  a  Week  (which  is 
now  Collier'' s  Weekly),  the  American  (a  Philadelphia 
weekly  supported  by  Wharton  Barker)  and  Punchinello 
(a  comic  weekly  which  lived  through  the  spring  and  sum- 
mer of  1870,  and  which,  as  I  found  out  later,  was  sup- 
ported by  Jim  Fisk  and  Jay  Gould,  Tweed  and  Sweeny). 

II 

Although  I  had  managed  to  get  some  "comic  copy" 
into  Punchinello  in  1870,  the  earliest  article  of  mine 
to  bear  my  signature,  appeared  in  the  Galaxy,  published 
by  Sheldon  and  Company  and  owned  by  the  late  Colonel 
William  C.  Church  (editor  of  the  Army  and  Navy  Journal) 
and  by  his  brother,  Frank  P.  Church,  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  of  the  editorial  writers  of  the  Nezv  York  Sun. 
The  Galaxy  contained  serials  by  Colonel  J.  W.  De  Forest, 
by  Justin  McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Annie  Edwards,  all  three 
of  them  story-tellers  with  an  assured  following  in  those 
distant  days,  although  I  question  whether  any  reader 
under  sixty  is  likely  to  be  familiar  with  Colonel  De  For- 
est's stirring  "Overland"  or  with  Mrs.  Edward's  piquant 
"Ought  we  to  visit  her.?  " 

I  question  also  whether  any  reader  of  any  age  is  likely 
to  recall  the  sprightly  papers  of  Junius  Henri  Brown 
and  of  Albert  Rhodes.  A  third  of  the  essayists  of  the 
Galaxy  was  Richard  Grant  White,  who  contributed  to 
its  pages  most  of  his  studies  of  Shakspere  and  his  in- 
quiries into  Words  and  Their  Uses  and  who  founded  the 
quartette  of  which  the  Unpartizan  editor  discourses 
in  his  Garrulities.  A  fourth  essayist  was  the  late  Henry 
James,  whose  father  was  then  alive,  and  who  therefore 
signed  himself,  "Henry  James,  junior."     It  was  in  the 


lOO         The   Unpartizan    Review 

Galaxy  that  he  printed  most  of  his  appreciative  criticisms 
of  French  Poets  and  Novelists. 

The  Galaxy  seemed  to  me  then,  as  indeed  it  does  now, 
one  of  the  most  interesting  of  American  monthlies;  and 
I  had  more  than  personal  reasons  for  mourning  its  un- 
timely demise.  After  a  long  struggle  the  stars  sank 
beneath  the  sea  —  that  is  to  say,  the  Galaxy  was  ab- 
sorbed by  the  Atlantic^  which  was  glad  to  take  over 
most  of  its  planets.  As  I  was  only  one  of  its  asteroids, 
I  was  not  greatly  surprised  when  the  editor  of  the  At- 
lantic returned  to  me  with  his  polite  and  printed  regrets, 
a  paper  which  had  been  accepted  by  the  editor  of  the 
Galaxy, 

This  editor  of  the  Atlantic  was  Mr.  Howells,  who  was 
kinder  to  some  of  my  later  offerings;  and  his  kindness 
was  inherited  by  his  immediate  successor,  Thomas  Bailey 
Aldrich,  and  by  a  successor  of  more  recent  years,  Pro- 
fessor Bliss  Perry.  While  the  Atlantic  was  in  the  care 
of  these  three  men  of  letters  it  retained  the  characteristics 
impressed  upon  it  by  its  first  conductor,  Lowell,  who  had 
made  it  the  most  literary  of  all  American  magazines,  — 
literary  in  its  high  standard  of  style,  and  literary  also  in 
its  constant  attention  to  themes  of  bookish  interest. 
While  not  neglecting  the  topics  of  the  moment,  it  did 
not  seek  to  be  strenuously  contemporary;  and  it  always 
had  room  for  a  leisurely  essay  by  Colonel  T.  W.  Higgin- 
son,  by  Henry  James,  or  by  John  Burroughs,  which  reveal 
themselves  as  good  reading  to-day  as  they  were  in  those 
cheerful  yesterdays. 

In  this  persistent  attention  to  literature  the  Atlantic 
was  rivalled  by  the  Century  when  that  monthly  came 
under  the  editorial  control  of  Richard  Watson  Gilder; 
and  this  rivalry  was  a  feat  of  difficulty,  since  the  Century 
was  an  illustrated  magazine  with  a  rapidly  increasing 
circulation:  It  may  be  doubted  whether  any  popular 
illustrated  monthly  to-day  would  risk  the  inclusion 
of    Stedman's    solid    evaluations    of    the   Victorian    and 
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American  poets.  In  fact,  I  think  that  several  of  our 
leading  monthlies  were  more  frankly  "literary"  in  their 
likings  thirty  and  forty  years  ago  than  any  of  them  are 
now.  I  mean  by  this  that  they  were  less  intentionally 
"popular";  and  I  do  not  mean  that  they  were  better 
written,  for  although  the  standard  of  style  was  high  in  the 
Atlantic  and  in  the  Century^  there  was,  two  score  years 
ago,  not  a  little  writing  distinctly  less  skilful  than  that 
of  the  average  magazine  contribution  of  this  twentieth 
year  of  this  twentieth  century.  We  may  have  fewer 
stars  of  magnitude,  but  we  have  more  star-dust  and  a 
more  brilliant  milky  way. 

Perhaps  this  more  literary  quality  may  be  ascribed 
to  the  fact  that  many  of  our  twentieth  century  editors 
have  been  newspaper  men,  whereas  many  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  editors  were  men  of  letters.  The  maga- 
zine, monthly  or  weekly,  may  be  regarded  as  a  half-way 
house  between  literature  and  journalism,  and  its  editor 
is  likely  to  know  best  the  path  by  which  he  himself 
has  aproached  it.  Howells  and  Aldrich  and  Gilder  had 
for  companions  John  Foster  Kirk  (the  biographer  of 
"Charles  the  Bold"),  who  edited  Lippincotfs,  and  John 
Gilmary  Shea  (the  translator  of  the  Jesuit  Relations), 
who  edited  Frank  Leslie^s  Popular  Monthly.  The  Inter- 
national Review  of  forty  years  ago  was  in  the  joint  control 
of  Henry  Cabot  Lodge  and  John  T.  Morse,  Jr.  Apple- 
ton^s  Journal,  changed  from  a  weekly  into  a  monthly, 
was  in  charge  of  Oliver  Bell  Bunce,  who  was  later  to  put 
together  a  manual  of  manners,  peremptorily  entitled 
Don't  and  destined  to  attain  a  sale  of  several  hundred 
thousand  copies.  It  was  in  Appleton^s  that  the  somewhat 
saccharine  serials  of  "Christine  Reid"  appeared,  and  also 
the  more  vigorous  and  veracious  short-stories  of  Con- 
stance Fenimore  Woolson. 

In  the  late  seventies  and  early  eighties,  the  Nation 
still  edited  by  its  founder,  E.  L.  Godkin,  and  still  office- 
edited  —  if  I  may  dare  this  novel  vocable  —  by  Wendell 
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Philips  Garrison,  had  for  its  chief  Hterary  critic,  William 
C.  Brownell  and  for  regular  reviewers  Henry  James, 
Thomas  Wentworth  Higginson  and  Thomas  R.  Louns- 
bury.  The  Nation  owed  the  high  esteem  in  which  it  was 
then  held  mainly  to  the  pungency  of  its  political  editorials, 
whereas  the  Critic,  founded  by  Jeannette  L.  and  Joseph 
B.  Gilder,  eschewed  politics,  and  confined  itself  to  litera- 
ture, art  and  the  drama.  The  Critic  was  never  able  to 
establish  itself  on  a  secure  and  solid  foundation;  and  it 
struggled  unavailingly  for  a  score  of  years  as  a  weekly, 
a  fortnightly,  and  a  monthly.  It  opened  its  pages  to 
Walt  Whitman,  who  there  printed  a  large  part  of  his 
later  prose  notes.  But  it  never  printed  any  review  of 
any  of  the  volumes  of  verse  by  Richard  Watson  Gilder, 
who  was  a  brother  of  the  editors,  and  who  therefore 
desired  them  not  to  notice  his  books. 

Twenty  or  twenty-five  years  ago,  Harper^s  Weekly 
was  one  of  our  most  interesting  periodicals.  It  was 
truly  what  it  declared  itself  to  be  —  "a  journal  of  civili- 
zation." Although  it  could  no  longer  contain  the  con- 
vincing editorials  of  George  William  Curtis  and  the 
convicting  cartoons  of  Thomas  Nast,  it  maintained  its 
best  traditions.  The  editor  was  Henry  Loomis  Nelson, 
and  the  office-editor  was  Henry  Gallup  Paine.  The 
cartoonist  was  W.  A.  Rogers,  as  inventive  and  as  effective 
as  Nast.  The  chief  political  writer  was  Carl  Schurz. 
And  Mr.  Howells  often  contributed  a  column  or  two 
entitled  ''Life  and  Letters,'^  dealing  with  the  books  and 
plays  which  seemed  to  him  deserving  of  attention. 

Ill 

With  the  editors  of  a  majority  of  the  magazines  I 
have  just  mentioned,  my  relations  were  cordial.  Not 
a  few  of  them  were  my  friends,  and  half-a-dozen  at  least 
were  my  intimates.  They  were  most  of  them  older  than 
I  by  half  a  generation;  and  as  we  went  down  the  years 
together,  we  came  to  a   more   complete  understanding. 
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I  knew  pretty  well  what  each  of  them  wanted,  and  also 
what  each  of  them  didn't  want.  So  it  came  about  that 
when  I  offered  an  article  it  was  more  likely  than  not  to 
be  accepted,  although  not  infrequently  it  came  back  to 
me  with  a  line  of  kindly  explanation  for  its  return.  Mine 
was  not  the  happy  lot  of  Colonel  Higginson,  who  con- 
fided once  to  me  that  he  had  never  had  an  article  rejected. 
Yet  I  had  no  reason  to  complain;  and  the  struggling 
novices  of  those  days  were  wont  to  include  me  as  a 
member  of  that  "inner  ring,"  which  they  falsely  believed 
to  be  monopolizers  of  the  magazines. 

I  suppose  it  is  natural  enough  for  the  outsiders  to 
denounce  those  whom  they  consider  the  insiders,  as 
members  of  an  affederated  group,  so  to  speak,  unjust 
usurpers  of  pages  which  ought  to  be  filled  by  the  writings 
of  men  and  women  less  known,  not  to  call  them  unknown. 
This  may  be  natural,  as  I  say,  but  it  is  also  absurd. 
As  editors  are  human  beings,  it  must  be  admitted  that 
they  are  likely  to  have  prejudices  in  favor  of  the  con- 
tributors who  have  become  their  friends,  and  whom 
they  know  to  be  competent  craftsmen.  But  they  know 
also  that  these  friendly  craftsmen  are  mortal,  and  that 
they  will  depart  this  life  sooner  or  later,  even  if  they 
are  not  attracted  away  from  magazine-writing,  as  many 
of  them  are  likely  to  be.  The  editors  are  well  aware 
that  they  cannot  long  rely  on  the  Old  Guard,  and  that 
they  must  keep  on  opening  their  pages  to  the  new  recruits. 
They  also  appreciate  the  fact  that  their  readers  are  al- 
ways ready  to  hear  a  new  thing  told  in  a  new  way;  and 
they  are  therefore  ever  eager  to  enlist  young  contributors 
who  promise  to  possess  individuality. 

The  myth  of  an  "inner  ring,"  standing  on  guard  in- 
side a  high  stockade,  and  admitting  newcomers  within 
the  walls  only  by  favor,  or  by  caprice,  —  this  more  or 
less  perennial  myth,  flowering  afresh  in  every  generation, 
was  once  amusingly  demolished  by  Lawrence  Hutton. 
A  lady  whom  he  knew  very  slightly  sent  him  a  manu- 
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script  with  the  request  that  he  should  use  his  influence 

to  have  it  accepted  in  one  of  the  Harper  periodicals. 

As  she  implied  in  her  letter  that  the  editorial  judgment 

was  not  independent,  and  that    it  could  be  influenced 

by  what  is  known  in  political  circles  as  a  "pull,"  Hutton 

answered  her  letter  admitting  that  he  was  a  personal 

friend  of  the  several  editors  of  Harper^ s  Magazine^  Fa^- 

per^s  Weekly,  Harper^ s  Bazar,  and  Harper^s  Younr 

and   also  an  intimate   associate  of  several 

the  firm.    He  then  explained  that  these 

gave  him  no  "pull,"  as  she  could  see 

the  four  notes  he  enclosed,  one  from  < 

courteous  in  tone  but  also  frank  in  e 

for  the  rejection  of  articles  that  ^^ 

to  them  severally.  '  ^u:(yujMj 

I  made  it  a  point  never  to  speak' '  norr  ir- 

business,   except  in  his  own  office  i   s^ix 

often  than  not,  I  offered  my  sugge  '   >  -A 

my  articles  by  mail.     Even  when  I  .  '^^ 

novice,  a  rank  "outsider,"    I  did  not 
until  after  he  had  accepted  a  manu. 
is  true  that  I  broke  this  rule  once,  wL  jn 
office  of  Harper^s  Monthly  with  a  letter  jcll. 

to  Mr.  Alden;  and  it  amuses  me  now,  —  althv  ..^A.^^  <^i^ 
not  amuse  me  then  —  that  Mr.  Alden  courteously  but 
promptly  declined  the  article.  I  took  it  to  the  Centufy 
(then  Scribner^s  Monthly),  and  Gilder  accepted  it.  A 
little  earlier  or  a  little  latei;',  when  I  took  another  article 
to  Gilder,  he  had  no  sooner  seen  its  title  than  he  gave 
the  manuscript  back  to  me,  and  at  the  same  time  handed 
me  the  page-proofs  of  an  essay  by  another  writer  on  the 
same  subject. 

I  have  rarely  written  to  order,  that  is  to  say,  at  the 
suggestion  of  the  editor.  I  have  preferred  to  write  as 
the  spirit  moved  me  —  to  say  what  I  had  to  say  as  I 
wanted  to  say  it,  and,  in  short,  to  please  myself  first  of 
all.     As  a  result  I  have  often  finished  an  article  which 
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I  had  found  interesting  to  compose,  without  seeing  before 
me  any  periodical  likely  to  want  it.  Some  of  these  essays 
have  had  to  bide  their  time,  and  to  await  my  discovery 
of  an  editor  inclined  to  be  hospitable.  Yet  I  have  never 
had  to  wait  very  long;  and  every  one  of  these  articles 
sooner  or  later  found  its  haven  of  rest,  —  more  than  once 
VJ  .a  periodical  which  had  unexpectedly  come  into  exist- 
""ter  my  essay  had  got  itself  written. 

years  of  contributing  to  periodicals,  weekly 

^  have  only  once  been  defrauded  of  my 

'  vice  have  I  met  with  discourtesy.     One 

le  an  article  which  he  had  encouraged 

he  explanation  that  in  the  months 

nee  I  had  accepted  his  commission, 

the   magazine  had  decided  to  modify 

^_  '"/Jier   editor   asked   me   to   prepare   a 

Ta"  vhich  he  and  I  were  both  interested; 

jnto  type  and  I  corrected  the  proof. 

surprise,  he  returned  the  page-proof, 

jnent  that  he  had  changed  his  mind 

,^,^6  of  the  theme  he  had  requested  me 


(  L.)         ' 

Free-lancing  is  a  precarious  calling  for  anyone  who  is 
not  a  story-teller.  Of  late  there  has  been  so  great  an 
increase  in  the  number  of  weeklies  and  monthlies  with 
enormous  circulations  that  there  is  a  fierce  competition 
among  editors  for  the  short-stories  and  the  serials  of 
the  authors  who  have  won  the  favor  of  the  reading 
public.  The  price  paid  for  stories  has  risen  far  higher 
than  that  paid  for  any  other  literary  commodity.  The 
income  of  a  successful  novelist  to-day  is  at  least  four 
or  five  times  what  it  was  thirty  or  forty  years  ago.  And 
in  spite  of  the  increased  cost  of  their  fiction,  the  editors 
seem  to  feel  compelled  to  enlarge  the  proportion  of 
fiction  in  their  tables  of  contents.    The  very  magazines 
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which  in  earlier  days  were  glad  to  print  three  or  four 
short-stories  in  every  number,  now  proclaim  loudly  that 
they  are  publishing  eight  or  ten.  They  seem  to  rely  on 
this  miscellany  of  fiction  to  appeal  to  the  casual  reader 
even  more  than  on  the  polychromatic  cover  designs. 

One  result  of  this  expansion  of  fiction  is  of  course  a 
contraction  in  the  space  available  for  contributions  of 
a  less  exciting  nature.  A  magazine  has  only  a  given 
number  of  pages  in  every  issue,  it  surrenders  a  goodly 
portion  of  these  to  its  sheaf  of  short-stories  and  another 
goodly  portion  to  its  serials,  now  sometimes  as  many  as 
three  or  four.  Then  it  may  have  other  serials,  not  fiction, 
a  biography  or  an  autobiography,  a  ** muck-raking"  in- 
vestigation or  a  history  of  an  industry  about  which  the 
public  is  believed  to  be  immediately  interested.  Further- 
more it  must  be  noted  that  many,  if  not  most,  of  our 
magazines  have  one  or  more  editorial  departments. 
And  the  pressure  of  these  several  kinds  of  contribution 
is  constantly  tending  to  crowd  out  other  kinds  of  con- 
tribution, the  leisurely  essay,  for  example,  the  literary 
criticism,  the  discussion  of  artistic  principles.  Many 
of  our  most  popular  magazines  altogether  exclude  articles 
which  their  more  or  less  uncultivated  readers  would 
dismiss  as  "high-brow"  stuff. 

This  makes  it  still  more  difficult  for  unknown  writers 
to  gain  admission,  and  it  makes  the  reward  of  their  labors 
even  more  precarious.  They  have  little  chance  of  accept- 
ance so  long  as  they  remain  unknown;  and  they  cannot 
become  known  until  after  they  have  been  accepted. 
Perhaps  the  most  helpful  advice  that  an  old-stager  can 
proffer  to  an  ambitious  youngster  would  be  to  emphasize 
the  value  of  cultivating  a  definite  specialty,  with  the 
hope  that  he  may  sooner  or  later  win  more  or  less  repu- 
tation as  an  authority  on  that  subject.  Indeed,  he  will 
do  well  if  he  can  achieve  recognition  as  being  well  in- 
formed in  several  different  departments  of  human  activity. 
One  friend  of    mine  has  specialized  in  topics  as  different 
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as  the  drama,  the  history  of  the  English  language,  the 
art  of  book-binding  and  the  theory  of  prose-fiction. 

One  other  suggestion  is  to  appeal  from  the  fugitive 
readers  of  periodicals  to  the  permanent  readers  of  books. 
Whenever  a  writer  has  prepared  a  succession  of  articles 
on  subjects  within  the  same  field,  he  will  do  well  to  gather 
them  into  a  volume.  He  must  not  hope  that  this  volume 
will  be  largely  remunerative,  but  it  will  bring  him  before 
the  reading  public  far  more  clearly  than  the  articles 
themselves  scattered  through  different  periodicals.  In 
other  words,  he  must  rely  on  the  periodicals  for  most 
of  his  cash  reward,  but  he  can  count  upon  the  book  to 
bring  him  an  enhanced  reputation,  —  to  focus  upon  him, 
if  only  for  a  moment,  the  attention  of  the  newspaper 
reviewers  and  even  of  the  editors  of  the  periodicals  wherein 
he  has  printed  the  articles  which  make  up  his  volume. 
As  the  poet  has  assured  us,  ''a  book's  a  book  —  although 
there's  nothing  in  it." 

That  there  should  be  nothing  in  his  book  is  always  a 
possibility;  and  there  is  a  valuable  warning  in  Douglas 
Jerrold's  caustic  explanation  of  the  poverty  of  a  volume 
he  was  once  reviewing  as  due  to  the  fact  that  its  writer 
"had  taken  down  the  shutters  before  he  had  anything 
to  put  in  the  shop-windows." 

V 

Jerrold  was  not  always  a  kindly  critic.  It  was  said 
of  him  once  that  he  was  wont  to  review  a  book  "as  an 
east  wind  reviews  an  apple  tree."  A  more  balmy  breeze 
blows  across  the  pages  of  Mr.  Howell's  critical  essays, 
which  are  gentle  and  genial,  sympathetic  and  apprecia- 
tive. I  feel  that  I  should  be  derelict  to  my  duty  if  I 
fail  to  call  the  attention  of  aspiring  novices  to  the  counsel 
and  comfort  they  can  find  in  two  papers  by  this  author 
of  far  riper  wisdom.  In  the  volume  of  his  collected  essays 
(all  of  them  graceful,  suggestive  and  stimulating)  which 
Mr.  Howells  has  aptly  entitled  "Literature  and  Life," 
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there  are  a  pair  of  articles  deserving  thoughtful  con- 
sideration from  all  who  desire  to  practice  the  art  of 
literature.  One  of  them  is  called  The  Man  of  Letters  as 
a  Man  of  Business,  and  the  other  is  termed  The  Editor^ s 
Relations  with  the  Young  Contributor.  Once  upon  a  time 
Mr.  Howells  was  himself  a  Young  Contributor;  and  later 
he  was  for  a  while  an  Editor;  he  was  our  foremost  Man  of 
Letters  and  he  showed  a  characteristic  shrewdness  as  a 
Man  of  Business. 

From  the  second  of  these  two  papers  I  borrow  this 
useful  advice:  "I  should  think  it  would  profit  the  young 
contributor,  before  he  puts  pen  to  paper,  to  ask  himself 
why  he  does  so,  and,  if  he  finds  he  has  no  motive  in  the 
love  of  the  thing,  to  forbear." 

"Am  I  interested  in  what  I  am  going  to  write  about .^ 
Do  I  feel  it  strongly.^  Do  I  know  it  thoroughly.^  Do  I 
imagine  it  clearly.?  "  The  young  contributor  had  better 
ask  himself  all  these  questions,  and  as  many  more  like 
them  as  he  can  think  of.  Perhaps  he  will  end  by  not 
being  a  young  contributor. 

The  old  contributor  who  is  making  this  quotation 
used  to  ask  himself  these  questions  in  the  days  of  his 
youth;  and  when  he  could  not  answer  in  the  affirmative 
the  first  of  them,  —  "Am  I  interested  in  what  I  am 
going  to  write  about.?" — he  forebore.  And  now  when 
his  youth  has  long  since  departed,  he  always  asks  him- 
self the  same  question.  He  was  interested  in  writing 
these  confessions;  and  he  would  like  to  hope  that  his  own 
interest  in  them  may  be  shared  by  at  least  a  fair  pro- 
portion of  his  readers. 

Brander  Matthews. 
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GARRULITIES  OF  AN  OCTOGENARIAN 

EDITOR 

///.  Loose  Ends.     College  Days.     Does  Human  Nature 
Improve?     A  Nomination 

THE  first  of  these  papers  began  with  the  author's 
apology,  which  he  found  in  sundry  requests  that 
he  write  his  reminiscences.  As  they  include  nothing 
unusual  in  the  way  of  travel  or  adventure,  or  of  military 
or  political  service,  he  found  his  justification  for  writing 
them,  such  as  it  is,  in  the  unusual  length  of  his  experience, 
and  its  inclusion  of  glimpses  of  many  people  eminent 
in  arts  and  letters,  and  of  intimacy  with  several  of  them. 
These  preliminaries  of  the  first  paper,  he  repeated  in  the 
second.  Here  in  the  third  he  feels  no  need  of  more  than 
this  brief  summary  of  them,  but  is  privileged  to  add  that 
the  previous  papers  have  aroused  calls  for  "more"  which 
appear  to  justify  continuing  the  egotistical  proceedings. 

First:  to  pick  up  some  threads  neglected  or  misplaced 
in  the  previous  papers,  and  to  correct  two  or  three  errors. 

The  first  paper,  amid  many  digressions,  was  funda- 
mentally an  account  of  the  experiences  to  which  I  attrib- 
uted my  unusually  active  old  age.  One  of  those  experi- 
ences I  have  since  found  misleading.  I  attributed  the 
preceding  year's  exceptional  freedom  from  uric  acid 
trouble  to  a  liberal  use  of  potatoes,  which  had  been 
declared  to  contain  an  alkali  inimical  to  uric  acid.  Now 
for  a  month  past  I  have  had  increasing  twinges  of  neu- 
ralgia, and  am  just  recovering  from  a  pronounced  attack 
of  sciatica  and  neighboring  rheumatic  trouble.  This 
was  attributed  to  accumulation  of  waste  products  in 
the  blood;  and  great  moderation  in  sweets  and  starches 
was  recommended.  It  seemed  plain  that  I  had  eaten 
too  many  potatoes:   I   had   entered   one  of   those  blind 
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alleys  where  a  thing  good  on  one  side  was  bad  on  the 
other  —  the  alkali  had  been  good,  but  the  starch  had  been 
taken  to  an  extent  where  it  had  become  bad.  A  reform 
of  diet  had  begun  to  help  the  neuralgia  when  the  attack 
of  ordinary  rheumatism  set  in.  It  was  only  then  that 
I  let  up  on  potatoes,  and  with  apparent  success.  I  have 
taken  them  occasionally  since,  however,  and  begin  to  sus- 
pect that  excessive  use  may  have  developed  an  idiosyn- 
crasy against  them.  I  hope  I  have  not  misled  anybody 
into  a  similar  fix. 

Another  point  that  should  have  been  included  in  the 
advice  to  those  seeking  a  satisfactory  old  age,  is  in  regard 
to  night  work  and  consequent  sleeping  in  daytime.  This 
involves  a  darkened  room  and  consequent  deprivation 
of  the  tonic  effects  of  sunlight.  In  connection  with  this 
comes  the  fact  that  vitality  is  lowest  about  three  or  four 
in  the  morning.  At  that  time  most  deaths  occur,  and 
at  that  time  one  is  apt  to  wake  and  lie  awake;  and  in 
cool  weather  if  more  bed-clothes  are  drawn  up,  one  is 
apt  easily  to  get  to  sleep  again. 

Another  error  I  fell  into  was  naming  Paderewski,  Ole 
Bull,  Vieuxtemps  and  Wieniawski  as  my  ideal  musicians. 
My  ideal  musicians  were  really  three  you  probably  never 
heard  of,  and  I  forgot  them  at  the  moment  because  for 
sixty  years  their  names  have  been  little  before  the  public, 
and  they  have  not  played  in  the  places  which  would 
have  kept  me  reminded  of  them.  They  were  Camilla 
Urso,  a  violinist;  Theodore  Ahrend,  a  cellist,  and  Bottesini, 
a  player  on  the  double-bass.  That  they  all  played  on 
bowed  instruments  is  one  more  illustration  of  the  superior- 
ity of  those  instruments. 

A  single  sustained  note  from  Camilla  Urso  brought 
more  thrill  than  most  sustained  passages  from  other 
artists.  Her  career  was  brilliant  but  was  not  long. 
I  think  she  began  as  a  child  wonder.  Before  she  grew 
old,   she   married,   I   believe,   a  Third  Avenue  druggist, 
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and  probably  grew  fat:  for,  poor  woman!  she  perspired 
so  that  she  could  not  use  gut  strings,  but  had  to  turn  to 
steel  ones,  and  then  her  peculiar  thrilling  vibrato  was  gone. 

I  never  knew  any  critic  who  had  heard  Ahrend  and 
did  not  pronounce  him  the  greatest  cellist  —  probably  the 
greatest  artist  —  that  he  had  ever  heard.  He  developed 
all  the  merits  of  the  cello  farther  than  any  other  artist  I 
have  known,  and  added  to  them  most  of  the  merits  of  the 
violin.  He  was  apt  to  introduce  his  theme  in  the  extreme 
upper  register  —  flute-like  notes  with  a  vibrato  and  glides 
that  the  flute  cannot  produce,  and  he  made  much  use  of 
harmonics.  After  giving  the  theme,  he  would  develop 
it  with  all  the  varieties  of  which  the  cello  is  capable.  But 
he  was  far  from  being  merely  an  exceptional  mechanic. 
He  was  of  a  passionate  temperament  that  swept  his 
auditors  along  almost  in  unconsciousness  of  the  marvel- 
ous skill  he  was  using.  And  all  this  was  done  more  in 
the  beer  saloons  of  Baltimore  than  in  all  the  rest  of  the 
world.  I  remember  once,  with  the  ecstacy  of  youth, 
turning  the  pages  for  the  pianist  when  Ahrend  played 
in  a  trio,  with  only  a  score  of  people  present,  at  the 
house  on  Hillen  Street,  of  that  amiable  and  liberal 
connoisseur,  David  L.  Bartlett,  whose  musical  gatherings 
are  still  remembered  by  a  few  in  Baltimore,  and  who, 
I  trust,  has  long  been  enjoying  Ahrend  in  a  higher  plane 
of  existence,  where  his  cello  must  surpass  all  the  traditional 
harps  and  trombones. 

Bottesini  I  heard  but  once.  He  was  brought  over 
about  1856  by  JuUien  in  his  orchestra  of  about  forty, 
many  of  whom  were  very  great  virtuosi.  I  doubt  if  a 
larger  orchestra  had  been  heard  in  America  up  to 
that  time.  Boehm's  improvement  in  the  wood-winds 
was  just  making  its  way,  and  I  doubt  if  it  had  invaded 
any  American  orchestra.  But  for  it,  and  Saxe's  later 
(I  think)  work  on  the  brass,  we  should  not  now  know 
the  great  works  of  Berlioz,  Lizst,  Wagner  and  Tschai- 
kowsky.    But  to  return  to  Bottesini.     Jullien's  orchestra 


1X2        The   Unpartizan    Review 

toured  several  cities,  and  received  great  attention  from 
the  press,  not  omitting  the  caricaturists.  Bottesini  was 
depicted  leaning  over  his  big  fiddle  to  reach  the  high 
notes,  with  his  claw-hammer  coat-tail  flying  higher 
than  his  head.  The  notes  he  reached  were  like  the  higher 
ones  of  Ahrend's  cello,  only  richer  in  proportion  to  the 
size  of  the  strings.  I  have  heard  no  other  notes  like 
them.  They  could  produce  great  solo  efl"ects  in  the 
orchestra,  in  passages  like  those  usually  given  to  the 
flute  or  clarinet,  but  I  presume  nothing  has  been  written 
for  them  because  probably  there  has  never  been  but  one 
man  who  could  play  them.  There  may  be  some  in 
Bottesini's  own  operas:  I  believe  he  wrote  one  or  two 
fairly  good  ones.  He  had  not  Ahrend's  wealth  of  tempera- 
ment, but  enough  to  be  thankful  for. 

I  wonder  if  my  enthusiasm  over  these  artists  is  largely 
due  to  their  being  here  when  I  was  a  boy!  There  can 
be  no  mistake  about  Ahrend's  art:  for  regarding  it  I 
have  had  too  much  testimony  from  older  people,  and  I 
would  risk  my  soul  on  my  impressions  of  Camilla  Urso; 
while  Bottesini  must  have  been,  at  least,  one  of  the  most 
astounding  phenomena  in  musical  history. 

By  the  way,  all  these  supreme  artists  played  on  what 
are  called  the  stringed  instruments,  but  are  rather  in- 
exactly so-called:  for  even  that  invention  of  the  devil, 
the  piano,  as  I  consider  it  when  played  with  the  orchestra, 
is  a  stringed  instrument.  Shouldn't  the  instruments 
we  now  colloquially  call  *'the  strings"  be  called  the  bows? 
And  doesn't  their  expression  depend  upon  the  bows  as 
much  as  the  strings.''  And  aren't  the  bows  even  more 
difficult  to  handle.''  But  these  questions  are  much  like 
those  upon  the  comparative  importance  of  fire  and  water. 

When  I  began  this  paper,  I  had  no  idea  of  inflicting 
upon  you  all  this  musical  talk,  and  mixing  it  up  with 
digressions  on  diet,  bed-clothes  and  rheumatism.  But 
I  don't  care  much  where  I  wander  in  these  papers,  if 
you  don't,  and  if  I  don't  bore  you. 


Garrulities  of  an  Octogenarian  Editor  113 

Still  another  thread  to  pick  up.  When  I  fell  into  tell- 
ing you  that  I  was  elected  class  poet,  I  ought  to  have 
told  you  that  it  was  by  only  one  vote,  partly  because, 
I  see  now,  I  was  in  some  respects  a  very  disagreeable 
fellow,  and  partly  because  I  had  come  down  from  another 
class.  With  more  experience,  I  should  have  declined 
unless  the  vote  was  made  unanimous,  but  my  backers 
shouted  down  my  awkward  deprecations.  Perhaps  I 
ought  also  to  have  told  you  that  the  backing  came  from 
the  Skull  and  Bones  men,  in  some  sort  of  compensation 
for  my  treatment  by  the  society  of  the  previous  class. 

I  am  tempted  to  linger  longer  on  college  days  than 
there  was  space  for  in  the  last  paper. 

I  often  think  it  was  an  illustration  of  Puritanism  of 
that  day  that  the  faculty  shut  up  my  "Yale  tooters." 
For  some  function,  the  Germania  Orchestra  of  Boston 
came  down  to  New  Haven,  and  a  lot  of  us,  learning  that 
nine  of  them  could  resolve  themselves  into  a  brass  sere- 
nade band,  engaged  that  group  to  go  out  and  serenade 
our  best  girls.  The  music  was  enormously  beautiful,  and 
so  aroused  my  enthusiasm  that  I  got  seven  other  fellows 
to  unite  with  me  in  buying  eight  saxhorns;  and  by  rigor- 
ous practicing  we  reached  the  point  of  quite  an  endurable 
noise.  One  night  we  thought  to  entertain  the  college 
world  by  tooting  on  the  campus,  and  the  college  world 
seemed  to  be  entertained;  but  within  a  day  or  two  we  got 
word  from  the  faculty  that  it  must  not  occur  again. 
Why  they  objected  to  this,  and  did  not  object  to  singing, 
I  never  found  out;  or  if  I  did,  I  have  forgotten.  Said 
tooters,  by  the  way,  all  belonged  to  AKE,  and  on  festive 
occasions  we  nearly  blew  the  roof  off.  We  didn't  know 
any  better  than  to  play  brass  instruments  in  the  house, 
or,  I  suppose,  had  temptation  offered,  bowed  instruments 
out  of  doors. 

As  to  our  teachers.  We  did  not  have  the  benefit  of 
Dana,  who  was  laid  off  by  over-work.  We  used  to  see  his 
beautiful  and  noble  face  in  the  street;  seldom,  if  ever,  on 
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the  campus.  But  somebody  read  us  his  then-famous 
lecture  on  the  conformity  of  the  Mosaic  account  of 
creation  with  the  geologic  record.  I  was  of  course 
skeptical  about  it,  as  I  was  about  everything.  But  I 
have  since  read,  in  the  Proceedings  of  the  Society  for 
Psychical  Research  and  elsewhere,  enough  reliable  ac- 
counts of  veridical  visions  to  give  me  a  very  strong  im- 
pression that  Moses  had  one,  and  more  than  one,  and  that 
all  the  great  religious  leaders  have  had  them.  The 
materials  of  dogmatic  religion,  as  distinct  from  ethical, 
are  in  the  verities  beyond  our  knowledge.  But  they  are 
so  often  misapprehended  and  misunderstood  and  merely 
assumed,  regardless  of  fact,  that  dogmatic  religion  has 
been  a  very  doubtful  blessing. 

Another  vivid  recollection  of  those  days  is  of  the  elder 
Silliman,  the  great  chemist.  He  was  then  professor 
emeritus.  He  was  as  impressive  a  figure  as  I  ever  saw  — 
very  tall  and  well  built,  with  his  shock  of  gray  hair 
standing  straight  up  over  a  noble  forehead.  His  statue, 
holding  a  crystal,  is  on  the  college  grounds.  No  man 
in  New  Haven  wielded  greater  authority,  or  was  more 
quoted.  The  only  two  expressions  of  his  that  I  remember 
are  hardly  illustrative  of  his  greatness.  One  was:  "If 
bread  is  the  staff  of  life,  bread  and  butter  is  the  gold- 
headed  cane."  The  other  was  when  he  complimented 
a  singer  with  the  rather  unemotional  phrase:  "Sir,  you 
have  remarkable  powers." 

Another  impressive  figure  was  Mr.  Sheffield,  the 
founder  of  the  Scientific  School.  Still  another  was  Mr. 
Street,  with  his  long  white  beard.  He  founded  the  Art 
School.  Mr.  Farnam,  too,  who  built  the  dormitory,  was 
a  man  to  remember.  That  was  an  age  of  benefactors, 
and  they  sent  Yale  ahead  with  an  impulse  which  revolu- 
tionized her  —  just  when  it  was  too  late  for  my  revolu- 
tionary spirit  to  get  the  benefit  of  it. 

Another  eminent  Yale  professor  of  those  days  was 
Denison  Olmstead  whose  book  on  "Natural  Philosophy" 
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survived  in  general  use  for  many  years.  He  was  retired 
before  my  class  came  to  him,  but  I  heard  while  at  school 
his  course  of  lectures,  which  began  with  a  disquisition 
on  matters  and  things  in  general,  and  knowledge  and 
religion  in  particular.  His  definition  of  wisdom  abides 
with  me  still:  "The  estimate  of  things  according  to 
their  true  value";  which  prompts  me  to  the  paraphrase: 
seeing  things  in  their  true  proportions.  Worthy  objects 
of  thought,  he  followed  the  fashion  of  designating  as 
"The  true,  the  beautiful  and  the  good,"  and  as  the  re- 
spective fields  of  the  philosopher,  the  poet  and  the 
Christian  —  which  to  a  boy  who  had  Christianity  crammed 
into  him  ad  nauseam,  and  who  recognized  supporters 
of  the  Christian  Dogma  all  the  way  from  St.  Francis  to 
Alexander  Borgia,  was  a  bit  puzzling. 

Olmstead  reminds  me  of  my  only  glimpse  of  Thackeray, 
at  a  lecture  in  a  New  Haven  church,  after  which  Olm- 
stead went  up  into  the  pulpit  to  speak  to  him.  Thackeray 
was  a  big  man  and,  despite  a  broken  nose,  a  very  fine- 
looking  one.  I  should  not  mention  him  were  it  not  for 
one  thing  he  said  —  substantially  this:  "My  little  girl 
looked  up  from  her  David  Copperfield  and  asked:  *Papa, 
why  don't  you  write  books  like  Mr.  Dickens?'  Ah! 
Why  don't  I?" 

It  is  part  of  the  tradition  at  the  Century  that  Thack- 
eray was  very  fond  of  the  club,  and  pronounced  it  the 
most  delightful  in  the  world.  Part  of  the  American 
education  administered  to  him  there  was  that  he  was 
never  to  cut  a  raw  oyster.  After  the  boys  thought  him 
duly  indoctrinated  with  this  principle,  they  caused  a 
colossal  oyster  to  be  inserted  among  a  batch  set  before 
him.  He  was  game  and  got  it  down.  Then  they  asked 
him  how  he  felt,  and  he  said:  "Devoutly  thankful,  and 
as  if  I  had  swallowed  a  little  baby." 

Here's  a  story  that  carries  its  comment  on  human 
life.  A  professor  had  a  beautiful  daughter,  a  majestic 
creature  always  in  black,  who  dwelt  apart.     I  just  now 
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realize  that  I  never  met  her  in  New  Haven  society,  al- 
though I  frequented  it  all  that  my  ill-judged  attitude 
toward  the  curriculum  allowed;  but  very  few  students 
went  into  the  faculty  circle.  She  was  older  than  the 
students,  and  probably  looked  down  upon  them.  We 
called  her  Julia  Regina.  She  was  attended  to  chapel 
by  a  cousin,  a  little  fellow  whom  we  envied,  and  despised 
because  he  was  no  bigger  than  Napoleon.  Some  forty 
years  later  I  asked  an  agricultural  experiment  station 
to  send  an  expert  to  look  at  the  parasites  on  some  apple- 
trees.  He  deprecated  my  thanks  because,  he  said,  I 
had  shown  him  the  finest  collection  of  the  creatures  it 
was  his  mission  to  study,  that  he  had  ever  seen!  This 
led  to  general  conversation,  and  I  learned  that  he  was 
Julia  Regina's  envied  cousin  —  and  he  didn't  know 
whether  Julia  Regina  was  alive  or  dead. 

The  name  Hadley  was  even  as  far  back  as  my  day,  an 
honored  one  at  Yale.  The  father  of  the  present  president 
was  then  professor  of  Greek,  and  afterwards  wrote  a 
grammar  that  was  in  very  wide  use.  It  was  then  the 
fashion  in  Junior  year  on  Saturday  noons  for  the  students 
to  read  "disputes"  on  all  sorts  of  topics  previously  set 
by  their  teachers,  and  for  the  teachers  to  sum  up  the 
discussions.  Hadley's  summings-up  were  famous.  And 
yet  in  spite  of  the  fine  literary  sense  he  showed  in  them, 
when  he  taught  us  Homer,  it  was,  in  conformity  with 
the  spirit  of  the  times,  simply  a  process  of  grammatical 
dissection.  His  dwelling  on  ''the  force  of  /aa"  was  a 
standing  joke.  Whitney,  in  his  introduction  to  a  post- 
humous collection  of  essays  by  Hadley,  pronounced  him 
the  greateat  philologist  that  America  had  produced. 
Hadley  undoubtedly  would  have  said  the  same  of 
Whitney. 

Speaking  of  philologists,  though  Yale  had  not  then  a 
professor  of  a  single  modern  language,  she  had  a  professor 
of  Sanskrit  —  probably  in  part  because  he  drew  no  salary. 
The  students  never  saw    anything  of  him:  for  he  never 
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had  but  one  pupil.  That  pupil,  however,  was  Whitney  — ■ 
Unus  sed  leo. 

Yale  was  then  so  poor  that  that  great  man  had  to  eke 
out  his  income  by  teaching  volunteer  classes  in  the 
modern  languages.  I  was  in  one  in  German,  and  he 
had  an  optional  course  in  French  with  the  Juniors.  A 
choice  between  this  course  and  Calculus  was,  as  I  remem- 
ber, the  only  choice  given  in  the  whole  course.  Whitney 
was  one  of  only  two  or  three  great  teachers  that  I  have 
ever  known  —  an  unusual  thing,  by  the  way,  for  a  great 
scholar  to  be.  The  very  greatest  teacher  I  ever  knew  had 
us  in  Latin  prose  composition  at  General  Russell's 
school.  He  would  make  a  stock  or  stone  write  Latin 
prose:  yet  he  never  got  farther  on  in  the  world  than  a 
provincial  pulpit.  When  he  turned  up  at  a  Commence- 
ment reunion  a  generation  later,  all  the  snap  was  gone 
out  of  him.  I  trust  he's  in  a  position  now  to  forgive  my 
saying  this:  for  I  have  little  doubt  that  he  is  teaching 
Latin  prose  in  Heaven,  and  happier  than  he  ever  was 
in  his  pulpit  on  earth. 

After  I  became  a  publisher,  I  induced  Whitney  to  write 
his  series  for  instruction  in  French  and  German.  His 
German  dictionary  is  a  monument  of  scholarship  which 
would  have  been  a  life  work  for  an  ordinary  man,  even 
if  within  the  capacity  of  an  ordinary  man.  It  was  one 
of  several  important  works  for  which  it  has  been  my 
privilege  to  "supply  the  ignorance."  In  other  words, 
I  suggested  that  a  word  would  be  more  deeply  impressed 
on  the  memory  if  its  composition  were  indicated,  and 
its  parallels,  where  any  existed,  in  the  other  languages 
the  student  was  supposed  to  know.  These  he  indicated 
by  an  ingenious  but  simple  system,  which,  however,  as 
I  have  already  intimated,  would  have  taken  an  ordinary 
scholar  a  lifetime  to  work  out.  But  all  Whitney  had  to  do 
was  to  sit  down  without  books  of  reference,  and  write  it  out 
of  his  teeming  brain.  It  may  be  worth  while  to  give  a  para- 
graph from  the  introduction,  explaining  these  ingenuities: 
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English  words  or  parts  of  words  which  are  historically  the 
same  or  akin  with  the  German  words  defined  by  them  are 
printed  in  full-faced  letters;  thus,  Aal,  eel;  ab,  off,  of;  abbieteuy 
overbid.  English  words,  on  the  other  hand,  which,  coming 
from  other  than  Germanic  sources,  are  analogous  with  the 
German  word  defined  by  them,  in  derivation  and  application, 
are  printed  in  small  capitals;  thus,  abhdngig,  dependent; 
Jusdruck,  expression;  Mitleid,  sympathy,  compassion. 

The  book  was  never  half  appreciated,  however,  and 
was  far  outsold  by  books  with  none  of  its  ingenious  and, 
to  those  who  would  avail  themselves  of  it,  most  useful 
learning. 

In  the  depths  of  my  ignorance  I  once  asked  Whitney 
what  English  dictionary  he  followed,  and  he  answered: 
''I'm  my  own  dictionary";  and  it  actually  took  me 
some  time  to  puzzle  out  how  that  could  be. 

He  was  a  bitter  controversialist —  in  print,  but  the  most 
amiable  of  men  in  conversation.  His  rows  with  Max 
Mtiller  were  famous.  I  soon  found  that  we  could  never 
settle  a  controverted  point  by  letter:  so  when  one  of 
consequence  arose,  I  would  run  up  to  New  Haven,  and 
as  soon  as  the  point  was  raised,  if  it  was  at  all  in  my 
department,  he  would  say:  "Why,  haven't  I  always 
left  such  points  to  you?    Settle  it  to  suit  yourself." 

I  think  I  got  from  Whitney  my  earliest  realization 
that  all  knowledge  is  so  interrelated  that  a  man  who 
knows  virtually  all  that  is  known  of  a  specialty,  is  apt 
to  know  an  interesting  amount  of  almost  everything 
else  —  that  to  know  "everything  of  something"  is  to  know 
"something  of  everything." 

A  favorite  saw  of  Whitney's  was:  "There's  nothing 
more  misleading  than  etymologies"  —  although  his  brain 
probably  contained  as  many  of  them  as  any  man's  ever 
did.  Apropos  of  this,  Whitney  inspired  the  enthusiasm 
for  spelling  reform,  with  which  I  bored  so  many  readers 
of  the  early  numbers  of  this  Review.  His  opinion  of 
etymologies  virtually  did  away  with  the  objection  that 
the  reform  tends  to  obscure  them.    In  fact  he  told  me  that 
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if  the  language  had  always  been  written  as  pronounced, 
the  labors  of  the  etymologists  would  have  been  much 
lighter.  He  was  a  pioneer  spelling  reformer,  and  among 
the  most  enthusiastic;  he  did  not,  however,  try  to  cram 
it  down  people's  throats  in  the  typography  of  his  books, 
any  more  than  I  have  done  in  that  of  my  publications. 

He  probably  did  as  much  as  any  of  the  geniuses  I  have 
ever  known  to  make  me  patient  with  such  saws  as  that 
"genius  is  the  capacity  for  hard  work"  —  "for  taking 
infinite  pains,"  and  the  rest  of  it.  He  told  me  that  he 
never  put  any  non-technical  matter  of  consequence  into 
print  before  he  had  written  it  three  times.  One  morning 
I  went  to  his  hotel  in  Interlaken  to  join  the  family  in  an 
expedition  to  Mlirren.  I  was  shown  into  a  room  all  in 
disorder,  where  the  ladies  were  preparing  for  the  trip. 
Whitney  was  seated  at  a  table  by  a  window,  working 
away  at  some  of  his  profundities,  as  undisturbed  as 
if  he  had  been  at  home  in  his  study.  And  the  scholar 
had  so  arranged  the  trip  that  when  we  got  to  the  path 
leading  up  to  Miirren  (I  believe  there's  a  cog-railway 
there  now.  This  was  in  1879)  the  horses,  instead  of 
being  left  to  await  our  return,  were  unharnessed,  and 
the  ladies  mounted  on  them,  and  led  up. 

My  earliest  recollection  of  this  man  whose  interests 
were  supposed  to  be  buried  in  Sanscrit  roots,  was  at  a 
singing  society  in  New  Haven,  where  he  was  one  of  the 
tenors,  and  never  had  anything  to  say  to  anybody.  After 
he  became  one  of  my  clients  and  friends,  I  spent  an  occa- 
sional Sunday  evening  at  his  house  in  New  Haven,  where 
we  all  sang  hymns  and  possibly  some  other  things,  though 
I  suspect  not  —  in  the  New  Haven  of  a  generation  ago. 

That  optional  course  in  Calculus  alluded  to  sometime 
back,  was  given  by  a  gentle  mild-eyed  professor  named 
Newton.  The  boys  didn't  like  him.  I  never  could  tell 
why,  unless  they  suspected  hidden  guile  under  his  mild 
ways.  When  we  got  to  Analytic  Geometry  I  went  to 
his  room  and  told  him  that  I  had  apparently  reached  the 
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limit  of  my  mathematical  capacity.  He  was  very  kind, 
and  easy  on  me  in  recitations.  (I  could  not  change  to 
any  other  course.)  He  seemed  to  like  the  compliment  I 
had  paid  to  his  science  by  confessing  myself  inadequate 
to  it,  and  after  I  had  begun  business  in  New  York,  he  came 
to  see  me  several  times,  actually  took  me  into  his  friend- 
ship, told  me  many  interesting  things  that  I  could  under- 
stand about  the  higher  mathematics,  and  got  me  to  be- 
come one  of  the  council  of  the  association  for  promoting 
the  use  of  the  metric  system  —  a  thing  I  could  understand 
and  get  enthusiastic  over.  I  learned  that  this  quiet  man 
was  one  of  the  world's  great  geniuses,  and  was,  if  I  re- 
member rightly,  the  first  to  calculate  the  orbit  of  the 
asteroids.  He  sent  me  a  variety  of  symmetrical  curved 
figures,  each  group  of  which  represented  some  slight 
change  in  a  formula  which  in  a  general  way  embraced 
them  all.  He  told  me  that  he  delighted  to  lean  back  in 
an  easy  chair,  close  his  eyes,  and  let  these  figures  float 
across  his  mental  vision.  When  I  asked  him  if  it  was 
mere  fun,  or  if  it  led  somewhere,  he  impressed  upon  me, 
for  the  first  time  that  I  remember,  the  doctrine  that 
knowledge  should  not  necessarily  be  pursued  with  refer- 
ence to  practical  ends  —  a  doctrine  opposed  to  the  fact 
that  as  time  and  tissue  are  not  inexhaustible,  a  choice 
of  activities  is  inevitable.  He  enforced  his  position,  how- 
ever, with  the  illustration  that  a  machine  had  been  made 
whose  gear  could  be  adjusted  to  his  various  formulas, 
and  was  used  in  making  engine-turned  plates  from  which 
were  printed  wall-paper  patterns,  and  the  background 
of  the  greenbacks.  My  friendship  with  this  man  whose 
genius  I  could  not  follow  at  all  without  his  gentle  and 
ingenious  leading,  is  among  my  pleasantest  memories.  It 
has  been  a  delight  to  summon  up  my  recollections  of  him 
and  Whitney. 

There's  a  pleasure  too  in  recalling  my  scant  recollections 
of  Presidents  Woolsey,  Porter  and  Dwight.    I  never  be- 
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came  intimate  with  any  officer  in  college.  My  friend- 
ships with  Newton  and  Whitney  came  afterwards.  I 
never  exchanged  a  dozen  words  with  Woolsey,  yet  I 
vividly  remember  his  beautiful  brown  eyes,  and  his  say- 
ing in  his  historial  lectures,  when  he  came  to  Cromwell, 
"I  was  going  to  say  that  if  this  man  was  a  liar,  he  lied  to 
his  own  shirt."  You  can  imagine  that  his  lectures  were 
interesting.  One  winter  morning  when  we  went  to  chapel 
before  daylight,  word  went  around  that  President  Wool- 
sey had  lost  a  daughter  during  the  night.  Yet  there  he  was 
in  the  pulpit,  and  he  went  through  the  service.  That's  the 
sort  of  example  those  puritans  set  us.  He  was  not  a  very 
terrible  puritan  throughout:  for  he  wanted  to  cushion  the 
chapel  seats  at  his  own  expense,  but  the  faculty  objected 
that  we  would  grow  effeminate  if  taken  off  the  hard  boards. 

Prex  Woolsey's  (we  always  spoke  of  him  so)  Cromwell 
phrase  was  not  the  only  one  of  his  phrases,  or  the  only 
kind  of  a  phrase,  that  I  recall  from  him.  Another  winter 
morning,  after  one  of  the  students  had  died  during  the 
night,  in  his  prayer  he  used  the  phrase:  "We  who  wan- 
der on  the  edge  of  eternity." 

Seeing  President  Woolsey  reading  from  the  chapel 
pulpit  before  daylight,  inspired  Sill  with  a  little  poem 
of  which  I  give  the  essentials: 

MORNING 

I  entered  once,  at  break  of  day 

A  chapel,  lichen-stained  and  gray, 

Where  a  congregation  dozed  and  heard 

An  old  monk  read  from  a  written  Word. 

No  light  through  window-panes  could  pass, 

For  shutters  were  closed  on  the  rich  stained-glass; 

And  in  a  gloom  like  the  nether  night 

The  monk  read  by  a  taper's  light. 

And  the  congregation  that  dozed  around, 

Listened  without  a  stir  or  sound  — 

Save  one,  who  rose  with  wistful  face 

And  shifted  a  shutter  from  its  place. 
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Then  light  flashed  in  like  a  flashing  gem  — 
For  dawn  had  come  unknown  to  them  — 
And  I  wondered  that  under  that  morning  ray, 
When  night  and  shade  were  scattered  away, 
The  monk  should  bow  his  locks  of  white 
By  a  taper's  flickering  light  — 
Should  pore,  and  pore  and  never  seem 
To  notice  the  golden  morning  beam. 

The  wonder  expresses  our  attitude  then  regarding  the 
whole  business.  Woolsey  looked  like  anything  but  a  monk, 
and  his  **  locks  of  white  "  were  not  conspicuous,  nor  was 
the  chapel  "lichen-stained  and  gray,"  nor  was  there  any 
*^rich  stained  glass,"  but  Sill  had  to  draw  his  picture. 

Porter  was  a  dear  old  soul,  but  somewhat  casual.  Of 
course  when  I  was  in  college  I  had  a  good  many  more  bad 
marks  than  the  law  allowed.  After  I  met  my  future  wife 
and  began  to  behave  myself,  I  was  astonished  to  get  word 
from  home  that  another  of  the  notifications  of  my  delinquen- 
cies had  been  received.  Professor  (afterwards  President) 
Porter  had  lately  become  my  "division  officer"  whose  duty 
it  was  to  write  such  missives,  and  I  went  to  see  about  it.  He 
couldn't  find  anything  in  the  records  to  account  for  his  let- 
ter: so  I  suppose  I  had  merely  been  a  dog  with  a  bad  name. 

In  later  years  he  dropped  in  a  few  times  at  my  office 
in  New  York,  and  I  remember  that  once  when  he  went 
to  lunch  with  me  (and  I  seem  to  remember  he  astonished 
me  by  taking  his  share  of  a  bottle  of  claret)  and  we  were 
talking  over  the  narrowness  of  the  Yale  carriculum  in 
my  day,  he  said  in  effect:  "Well,  we  couldn't  provide 
for  special  talents,  and  we  had  to  give  something  that 
the  general  run  of  the  boys  could  chew  on,  and  it  didn't 
make  very  much  diff"erence  what." 

We  didn't  cotton  very  much  to  his  lectures,  but  a  gen- 
eration or  two  later,  when  I  was  writing  my  fat  book  on 
Psychical  Research,  I  was  glad  to  have  them  to  refer  to 
in  the  big  volume  in  which  he  later  embodied  them. 

At  the  last  commencement  under  Woolsey,  when  Porter 
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was  to  succeed  him,  Woolsey  said,  at  the  Alumni  "dinner," 
that  a  little  while  before,  he  had  noticed  a  string  of  the 
baggage  wagons  of  a  circus,  sometimes  one  of  them 
hitched  behind  another,  irregularly  struggling  their  way  up 
crowded  Chapel  Street,  and  (unless  my  fancy  now  supplies 
him)  a  man  running  from  one  end  to  the  other  of  the 
straggling  procession,  trying  to  keep  it  in  some  sort  of 
order.  And  he,  Woolsey  thought  of  himself  as  that  man, 
as  he  was  trying  to  keep  in  order  the  string  of  depart- 
ments that  the  college  had  grown  into.  I  wonder  what 
the  good  man  would  say  if  he  had  the  job  now!  I  think 
he  intimated  —  certainly  many  of  his  auditors  thought  — 
that  in  making  Porter  his  successor,  he  had  got  a  man 
for  a  transition  era,  who  would  not  attempt  anything 
more  than  to  keep  existing  things  in  order  until  the 
threatening  innovations  should  take  shape. 

As  already  intimated  more  than  once,  there  was  very 
little  human  relation  between  the  faculty  and  the  students. 
"Tim  Dwight"  (it  is  always  a  good  sign  when  a  man's 
Christian  name  is  a  part  of  his  current  appelation)  made 
an  exception  to  this  rule.  About  my  senior  year  he  came 
home  from  a  long  stay  in  Germany,  and  took  us  through 
Butler's  Analogy  of  Revealed  Religion.  At  the  start  he 
invited  us  to  visit  him  at  his  room,  and  many  of  the 
class  got  in  the  habit  of  going.  I  would  have  been  one 
of  them  if  I  had  known  what  a  good  fellow  he  was,  as  I 
found  out  some  years  later  when  he  and  his  wife  turned 
up  at  Lake  Dunmore,  where  I  and  my  little  family  then 
spent  the  summers.  He  was  probably  the  best-beloved 
of  all  presidents  of  Yale,  but  unfortunately  for  me,  it 
was  long  after  my  time  when  he  took  the  chair. 

During  the  discussions  of  who  was  to  be  the  new  presi- 
dent after  Woolsey,  I  was  one  of  a  few  who  spoke  of  one 
Daniel  C.  Gilman,  who  had  been  a  professor  at  Yale 
after  graduating  there,  and  was  then  president  of  the 
University  of  California.     But  he  wouldn't  do  for  Yale 
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at  all  —  too  much  of  an  innovator.  If  these  garrulities 
continue,  you're  apt  to  be  called  upon  to  read  a  good 
deal  more  about  him.  I  remember  only  a  couple  of 
things  about  him  in  my  college  days.  One  is  that  he 
came  into  the  Brothers  in  Unity  (the  college  was  then 
divided  into  two  big  debating  societies,  the  other  was 
Linonia)  to  make  an  address,  and  he  wore  gloves!  We 
thought  him  too  dandified  for  such  work  as  the  great  one 
he  afterwards  did.  He  was  not  in  evening  dress,  and  I 
doubt  if  there  were  ten  evening  suits  in  New  Haven  at 
that  time.  They  began  coming  in  rapidly,  however,  and 
we  began,  French  fashion,  by  wearing  them  on  daytime 
occasions.  By  the  way,  when  the  dress  of  those  days 
is  now  represented  on  the  stage,  it  is  burlesqued.  In 
Mr.  Drinkwater's  play  of  Lincoln,  the  evening  dress 
at  the  Washington  theatre  has  the  black  claw-hammer 
coat,  but  all  colors  in  the  other  details.  Evening  dress 
for  men  was  then  the  same  as  now,  except  that  the  vest 
was  black;  and  for  two  or  three  years  hardly  more  open 
than  the  daytime  vest  is  now.  Long  frock  coats,  called 
Shanghais,  were  worn  all  day  by  dressy  men.  Their 
trousers  measured  thirty-six  inches  at  the  knee,  and  about 
half  that  at  the  bottom,  and  for  some  years  had  horizontal 
stripes  of  irregular  widths  for  a  foot  or  so  above  it. 

The  other  thing  I  remember  about  Gilman  had  a  great 
effect  on  my  own  career,  and  is  largely  responsible  for 
the  use,  or  misuse,  of  your  time  that  you  are  making  at 
this  moment.  Gilman  was  then  librarian,  and  gave  a 
few  lectures  to  us  on  the  use  of  the  library.  In  one  of 
them  he  said  substantially:  "If  you  find  on  a  book  the 
imprint  of  Ticknor  and  Fields  [now  succeeded  by  the 
Houghton  Mifflin  Company]  it  is  probably  a  good  book." 
Publishing  such  books  then  became  impressed  upon  me 
as  a  very  desirable  means  of  earning  a  livelihood. 

I  lately  asked  half  a  dozen  recent  graduates  of  various 
universities  if  the  phrase  "Town  and  Gown"  had  any 
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special  significance  for  them.  For  four  it  had  none. 
Two  said  that  they  had  read  of  it  as  appHed  in  earlier  times 
to  the  antagonism  between  students  and  the  town  muckers. 
When  I  was  in  college,  the  phrase  was  a  very  lively  one. 
A  year  or  two  before  I  entered,  a  "  townie  "  had  been  killed 
in  a  row  with  the  students.  The  townies  besieged  the 
colleges,  even  bringing  up  a  piece  of  artillery.  Captain 
Bissell,  the  chief  of  police,  drove  a  rattail  file  into  the 
touchhole  and  broke  it  off.  During  my  sophomore  year 
the  house  of  a  volunteer  fire  company  was  on  High  Street 
near  the  corner  of  Elm,  and  on  the  corner  was  a  students' 
boarding  house.  As  the  students  went  to  and  fro,  doubt- 
ful compliments  were  exchanged  between  them  and  the 
firemen.  These  culminated  in  a  row,  in  which  I  believe 
a  fireman  was  killed.  Remembering  the  siege  of  a  few 
years  before,  the  students,  armed  with  all  sorts  of  weapons, 
sat  up  two  or  three  nights  to  defend  the  college  buildings, 
but  no  attack  was  made.  Town  and  gown  were,  how- 
ever, in  frequent  conflict,  and  the  literature  of  the  college 
life  of  that  time,  here  and  in  England,  was  full  of  them. 
Now  they  are  gone,  with  the  phrase  which  characterized 
them.    Has  human  nature  changed.'* 

Before  I  comment  on  the  question,  that  Captain  Bissell 
deserves  a  paragraph.  He  was  an  institution.  It  is  my 
impression  that  he  had  been  to  the  Mexican  war  in  com- 
mand of  the  New  Haven  "Blues,"  and  that  he  was  still 
their  commander.  He  drilled  the  boys  at  Russell's  school. 
They  were  very  fond  of  him,  and  at  the  close  of  one  ses- 
sion presented  him  with  a  rifle,  the  speech  being  made  by 
Bill  Fuller,  whose  name  appeared  in  the  last  batch  of  these 
garrulities,  and  was  later  well  known  in  New  York  as  that 
of  an  eminent  Art  connoisseur.  Captain  Bissell  was  a 
very  handsome  man,  of  medium  height,  perfect  figure,  dark 
hair  and  military  mustache  and  imperial.  He  was  on 
hand  at  all  the  important  public  functions,  including 
lectures  and  concerts,  and  in  the  evening  appeared  in  blue 
claw-hammer  coat  with  flat  brass  buttons:     I  doubt  if 
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the  New  Haven  policemen  or  even  the  New  York  ones 
were  in  uniform  then,  and  the  effect  of  Bissell  was 
generally  that  of  a^highly  conspicuous  and  very  decora- 
tive feature  of  the  function.  He  was  a  bulwark  to  the 
righteous  and  a  terror  to  evil  doers. 

And  now  as  to  human  nature:  The  assertion  so 
often  made  that  it  remains  the  same  was  made  within 
a  few  years  by  Lord  Bryce  in  a  lecture  before  the 
British  Academy,  and  it  crops  up  in  nearly  every 
political  debate.  Yet  it  is  counter  to  Evolution,  and 
especially  to  that  feature  of  it-.^expounded  by  Spencer 
in  his  wonderful  chapter  on  Equilibration.  I  think  human 
nature  has  changed  within  my  experience,  as  illustrated 
in  many  more  things  than  the  passing  of  "town  and 
gown." 

One  of  my  earliest  recollections  is  of  watching,  with 
the  interest  I  have  always  taken  in  mechanical  construc- 
tion, the  erection  of  a  bell-tower  near  my  home.  I  was 
told  that  it  was  in  consequence  of  a  new  law  making 
ten  hours  a  legal  day's  work,  and  was  intended  to  signal 
the  hours  for  beginning  and  ending.  The  ten-hour  day 
was  regarded  as  a  great  advance  over  previous  conditions, 
and  had  been  attained  after  a  great  struggle.  Now  the 
struggle  is  for  an  eight-hour  day,  a  seven-hour  day,  even 
a  six-hour  day,  and  in  some  places  less. 

One  source  of  the  aversion  from  politics  which,  as  al- 
ready said,  was  early  bred  in  me,  was  the  disorder  which, 
in  my  youth,  always  attended  elections.  I  was  warned 
in  my  childhood  never  to  go  near  the  polls:  they  were 
nearly  always  scenes  of  riot,  and  seldom  did  an  election 
take  place  in  a  large  city  without  murder.  I  remember 
one  election  in  Baltimore  when  a  poll  was  surrounded 
by  youths  carrying  awls,  which  they  jabbed  into  men 
who,  they  supposed,  intended  to  vote  for  the  party  the 
youths  opposed.    Probably  they  stabbed  for  both  parties. 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  and  Baltimore,  I  know,  and 
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other  cities,  I  suppose,  had  organized  gangs  to  carry 
elections,  and  when  these  were  held  in  different  cities 
on  different  days,  the  gangs  from  other  cities  came  to 
the  one  holding  an  election,  in  order  to  carry  it. 

One  of  these  gangs  in  New  York  in  the  fifties  was  the 
"Dead  Rabbits,"  and  when  their  leader.  Bill  Poole  —  a 
prize  fighter,  if  I  remember  rightly,  —  was  killed  in  a  bar- 
room, he  was  buried  as  a  hero.  His  funeral  was  a  great 
event  and  the  papers  were  full  of  it. 

No  one  in  those  days  dreamed  of  women  going  to 
the  polls.  Their  going  now  may  not  mark  an  advance 
in  human  wisdom,  but  would  it  have  become  possible 
without  an  advance  in  human  nature?  Then  no  decent 
woman  thought  of  going  into  the  street  after  dark  unless 
attended  by  a  man. 

As  a  child  I  knew  of  many  cruelties  which,  in  a  couple 
of  generations,  human  nature  has  grown  past.  My 
earliest  recollection  of  a  jail  is  being  taken  by  an  uncle 
who  went  to  see  a  prisoner.  The  man's  crime  was  owing 
a  debt  that  he  could  not  pay. 

The  jails  were  breeders  of  scrofula  and  tuberculosis, 
and  a  woman  prisoner  was  a  predestined  victim  of  her 
jailors.  There  was  no  such  thing  known  as  a  suspended 
sentence  or  a  reformatory,  and  a  juvenile  prisoner  was 
educated  to  crime  by  his  elders. 

I  recall  men  in  my  father's  employ  more  than  once 
taking  a  holiday  to  see  a  man  hanged,  and  there  were 
women  at  the  spectacle. 

My  walks  as  a  boy  were  past  many  gunshops.  In 
all  of  their  show-windows  were  cases  of  duelling  pistols. 

"Slater's  jail"  was  an  institution  in  Baltimore  dur- 
ing my  boyhood.  Slater  was  a  slave-dealer,  and  kept 
his  stock-in-trade  in  his  jail. 

Lottery  shops  were  scattered  all  over  town,  and  dis- 
played huge  billboards  advertising  the  drawings. 

Each  Mississippi  steamboat  had  a  prominently  dis- 
played bar,  and  carried  a  crowd  of  gamblers  who  fleeced 
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the  passengers,  and  whose  quarrels  often  resulted  in 
murders. 

Whipping  was  a  general  feature  in  education,  both 
parental  and  professional. 

Counterfeiting  was  so  general  that  each  shop  had  its 
"Counterfeit  Detector,"  whose  publication  was  as  regu- 
lar as  that  of  the  newspapers. 

No  newsman  in  those  days  would  have  dreamed  of 
leaving  his  papers  unwatched,  for  people  to  help  them- 
selves and  leave  the  money  on  the  pile,  where  any 
passerby  could  take  it. 

The  various  "settlements,"  societies  for  the  protection 
of  children  and  animals,  and  most  of  the  present  swarm 
of  societies   for  aid   and    "uplift"   were   undreamed  of. 

Wars  were  generally  fought  only  for  conquest  and 
"glory."  During  the  war  just  ended,  glory  was  never 
named. 

And  yet,  with  all  the  improvements  in  these  regards 
and  many  others  that  have  spontaneously  grown  up  in  a 
couple  of  generations,  there  are  still  men,  and  among 
them  not  a  few  of  light  and  leading,  who  claim  that 
human  nature  has  remained  the  same! 

And  speaking  of  the  changes  in  human  nature,  part 
of  the  old  tradition  against  "trade,"  as  being  beneath  a 
gentleman  or  educated  man,  still  lingered  while  I  was  in 
college.  Hardly  any  graduates  then  went  into  "business." 
They  were  not  welcome  in  Wall  Street.  The  older  sons  of 
the  business  magnates  were  not  sent  to  college;  but  a 
revolution  began  in  the  late  fifties,  and  their  younger 
sons  were  sent.  Now  those  who  go  into  business  are  the 
great  majority.    But  where  has  culture  gone.^ 

There  was  very  little  science  taught  at  Yale  in  my 
time.  What  was  then  the  Scientific  School  in  any 
sense,  was  a  frame  building  on  the  campus,  about  twenty 
feet  by  thirty,  known  as  the  "lab"  —  oratory  not 
being  recognized  as  pertaining  to  it.    Its  students,  with 
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those  of  the  medical  school,  were  more  or  less  looked 
upon  as  men  of  sin.  The  law  school  was  then  recognized 
by  some  discerning  paragrapher  as  being  next  to  the 
jail,  the  medical  school  as  opposite  the  graveyard,  and 
the  theological  school  as  on  the  road  to  the  poor-house. 

Harking  back  for  a  moment  to  the  college  societies: 
is  it  because  the  young  males  of  the  species  are  pugnacious 
animals  that  they  always  arrange  themselves  into  oppos- 
ing groups?  This  is  less  the  case  at  Harvard,  I  believe, 
than  at  the  other  universities.  At  Harvard  things  are 
more  as  in  the  world  outside,  where  a  man  can  belong 
to  as  many  clubs  as  he  pleases,  though  at  Harvard,  too, 
there  are  some  clubs  which  never  include  members  of  each 
other.  At  Yale  a  man  cannot  be  a  member  of  more  than 
one  society  in  each  year;  but  they  have  a  new  deal  every 
year,  which  gives  a  man  an  opportunity  of  intimate 
association  with  a  variety  of  his  classmates.  At  the 
smaller  colleges  generally,  I  understand,  the  first  society 
a  man  enters  is  his  only  one  during  the  course,  and  to 
that  extent  he  is  shut  off  from  his  classmates  outside 
of  his  society.  The  mutual  exclusiveness  seems  very 
boyish. 

And,  by  the  way,  there's  agitation  going  on  at  Yale 
now  regarding  the  next  presidency  of  the  University, 
Mr.  Hadley  having  resigned;  and  the  story  goes  that 
Skull  and  Bones  won't  let  anybody  but  a  Skull  and  Bones 
man  have  the  place.  Be  that  as  it  may,  probably  the 
best  man  is  a  Skull  and  Bones  man:  certainly  the  best 
man  I  have  in  mind  is,  and  although  my  nomination  of 
Gilman  half  a  century  ago,  did  not  attract  any  attention, 
I'll  venture  another  name  now,  ** which  it  is,"  among 
Yale  men.  Bill  Taft. 

The  Editor. 


PRIVATE  RIGHTS  AND  CIVIC  BEAUTY 

THE  exterior  of  your  house,  is  not  private  prop- 
erty "  says  Ruskin.  Not  so  our  laws.  Plan  our 
cities  as  we  will,  devise  schemes  of  City  Beautiful  as 
we  do,  build  imposing  public  structures  as  we  intend  — 
it  still  remains  in  the  power  of  the  individual  to  spoil  the 
effect  of  it  all  by  perpetrating  on  his  own  property  any 
monstrosity  he  pleases.  The  only  restriction  laid  on 
him  is  that  he  shall  not  violate  the  gross  proprieties  of 
health,  safety  or  morals  of  the  community,  the  "public 
welfare"  as  thus  defined.  Then,  and  then  only,  may 
the  community's  reserve  power,  that  administrative  catch- 
all called  police  power,  intervene.  "^Esthetic  considera- 
tions "  are  to  the  courts  anathema  —  carefully,  one  might 
say  jealously,  have  they  discountenanced  any  regulation 
based  thereon.  Suppressible,  moreover,  as  common  law 
nuisances  are  uses  of  property  offensive  to  the  nose  or  ear; 
offenses  to  the  eye  —  never. 

Examples  of  the  resultant  evil  are  too  prevalent  to  re- 
quire pointing  out:  no  city  or  section  of  a  city  is  devoid  of 
them.  At  every  turn  the  sight  is  offended  by  some  ugliness 
or  incongruity  of  facade.  Contiguous  buildings  have  no 
reference  to  each  other  either  in  style,  height  or  material; 
the  block  makes  no  attempt  at  unity  of  design.  Here 
and  there,  to  be  sure,  are  specimens  of  good  architecture, 
but  only  to  be  nullified  by  some  execrable  lack  of  it  next 
door  or  opposite.  Ubiquitous  also  is  the  eyesore  of  the 
vacant  lot.  Still  less  have  neighborhoods  a  concerted 
character,  fine  general  effects  often  being  ruined,  stately 
buildings  belittled,  by  mean  and  sordid  vicinage.  To 
mention  only  one  instance,  can  anything  exceed  in  ba- 
thos the  first  few  blocks  on  Pennsylvania  Avenue  next 
to  the  national  Capitol  ?  Evidenced  in  our  cities  on  every 
hand  is  the  haphazard  of  individualism,  an  "anarchy  of 
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architectural  treatment;"  no  effort  being  made  to  harmo- 
nize the  work  of  one  individual  with  that  of  another,  while 
"the  community  stands  helplessly  aside,  deploring  the 
consequences." 

Plainly  no  city  planning  can  get  anyw^here  unless  di- 
rected to  the  constructive  character  of  the  buildings  of 
which  the  city  is  made  up.  What  avails  the  most  per- 
fect of  plans  if  the  structures  placed  upon  street  and 
square  are  not  in  harmony  with  it.^  From  the  little  re- 
gard paid  to  this  feature  one  would  think  a  good  lay- 
out, a  proper  street  scheme  and  well  chosen  public  build- 
ing sites  all  that  is  necessary  to  civic  comeliness.  Is  it 
to  be  expected  that  construction  will  conform  to  a  plan 
automatically.^  "To  cut  a  broad  street  through  the  city 
is  one  thing,  to  have  the  sides  of  it  lined  with  buildings 
of  beautiful  facade  is  another,"  as  a  recent  writer  says; 
"and  on  this  last  depends  a  satisfactory  working  out  of 
the  plan."  Public  buildings  being  comparatively  few 
in  number,  the  appearance  of  streets  can  be  given  de- 
sired characteristics  only  through  regulation  of  private 
building  enterprise. 

This  regulation,  to  be  effective,  must  of  course  take 
the  form  of  municipal  control.  Without  that,  public- 
spirited  effort  merely  wastes  itself  against  a  massed 
ignorance  and  selfishness  falsely  dignified  with  the  name 
of  rights.  The  American  city  stands  impotent  before 
"the  paramountcy  of  private  property,"  the  autocracy 
of  the  individual,  unable,  deplores  Howe,  to  "subordi- 
nate the  private  to  the  public,  elevate  the  beautiful  above 
the  ugly,  or  give  a  thought  beyond  the  immediate  neces- 
sities of  today."  In  European  countries,  where  the 
supervisory  principle  prevails,  the  city,  on  the  con- 
trary, "can  promote  the  beautiful;  it  can  destroy  the 
ug^yj  it  can  plan  for  the  future.  It  can  have  city 
dreams." 

Not  that  individual  initiative  should  be  interfered 
with,   or  that   there   should   be   undue  dictation   in   the 
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matter  of  taste;  but  simply  that  no  building  be  permitted 
which  is  flagrantly  inharmonious  with  its  surroundings, 
or  out  of  keeping  with  the  general  appearance  of  the 
neighborhood.  The  external  appearance  of  a  building 
is  so  much  more  important  to  the  public  at  large  than 
to  the  individual  owner  or  occupant  as  clearly,  in  Un- 
win's  opinion,  to  justify  public  supervision.  The  need 
would  be  met  by  a  cultured  and  wide  censorship,  as 
liberal  as  possible,  that  would  prescribe  a  certain  mini- 
mum standard  of  design,  insist  upon  a  certain  degree  of 
harmony,  and  see  that  particular  improvements  were 
correlated  with  the  requirements  of  a  comprehensive 
plan  —  in  brief,  that  would  not  allow  the  whims  of 
the  householder  to  interfere  with  the  appearance  of 
the  city.  Characterizing  street  architecture  as  "social 
architecture,"  Triggs  declares  it  "ought  surely  to  con- 
form to  those  rules  of  convention  by  which  all  society  is 
governed." 

It  has  not  been  found  that  natural  rivalry  leads  to 
the  results  at  one  time  expected  of  it;  nor  does  the 
artificial  stimulus  of  prize-offering  ensure  harmonious  con- 
struction generally.  The  latter  expedient  has  been  re- 
sorted to  in  many  cities  on  the  Continent,  notably  in 
Paris,  and  in  Belgium,  where  the  movement  had  its  in- 
ception at  the  instance  of  VOeuvre  Nationale  Beige;  and 
often  takes  the  form  of  remission  to  the  owner  of  half 
his  street  taxes,  as  well  as  medals  to  the  architect  and 
builder. 

Among  old  cities  (and,  abroad,  among  many  modern 
ones  as  well)  beauty  and  homogeneity  have  been  attained 
through  a  control  due  to  greater  unity  of  land  ownership, 
be  it  on  the  part  of  individuals  or  of  the  municipality 
itself.  Some  European  cities  own  vast  tracts  of  their 
territory  —  the  result  of  a  land-purchasing  power  not  en- 
joyed by  municipalities  in  the  United  States  —  which  they 
are  consequently  able,  through  the  imposition  of  restric- 
tions, to  develop  on  a  plan.    An  attempt  to  restore  such 
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conditions  is  to  be  seen  in  the  modern  Garden  Cities  move- 
ment. Local  materials  also  accounted  for  much  of  the 
harmony  of  color  and  style  in  each  town  and  for  the 
variety  between  different  towns,  a  condition  which  has 
been  changed  by  cheaper  transportation. 

There  has  perhaps  never  been  a  time  when  our  public 
was  so  alive  to  aesthetic  values  in  municipal  enterprise  as 
now.  A  civic  pride  has  sprung  up  that  bids  fair  to  trans- 
form many  of  our  cities;  scarcely  a  place  of  importance  but 
cherishes  on  paper,  or  actually  has  on  foot  some  scheme 
of  magnificence  for  its  public  places  and  structures,  some 
grandiose  lay-out  of  park,  bridge  or  boulevard.  Added 
to  this  is  a  growing  recognition  of  the  need  for  subordi- 
nation of  private  to  public  rights,  as  well  as  a  growing 
willingness  to  submit  thereto.  As  Senator  Newlands 
(to  whom  this  movement  owes  so  much)  once  said: 
"People  are  realizing  the  satisfaction  which  beauty  gives 
in  the  common  affairs  of  life,  and  their  realization  of  this 
is  increasing  more  and  more."  No  longer,  for  instance, 
are  they  content  "that  the  landing-place  of  the  stranger, 
whether  by  rail  or  water,  should  be  the  most  forlorn, 
abandoned,  and  repulsive  part  of  the  town."  In  fine, 
"communities  are  no  longer  satisfied  with  the  old  method 
of  accidental  growth." 

And  yet  these  aspirations  are  balked  of  fulfilment  by 
the  judicial  attitude  pointed  out  at  the  beginning  of  this 
article.  The  strict  construction  placed  by  the  courts  upon 
police  power,  denying  its  applicability  to  the  amenities  of 
life  or  to  the  prevention  of  structures  which  merely  dis- 
figure the  city's  physical  aspect,  their  refusal  to  extend  the 
interpretation  of  "general  welfare"  so  as  to  include  the  en- 
joyment of  purely  aesthetic  satisfactions  or  to  establish 
what  Williams  terms  a  "nuisance  to  the  eye,"  has  rendered 
nugatory  all  specific  regulatory  enactments  of  this  nature, 
whether  by  state  or  municipality.  In  decisions  innumer- 
able and  nation-wide  has  this  attitude  been  declared,  of 
which  the  following  are  illustrative: 
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The  city  of  Baltimore  having  passed  an  ordinance 
prohibiting  the  construction  upon  a  magnificent  new 
boulevard  of  any  but  separate  dwelling  houses  with  a 
certain  space  between,  the  Maryland  court  of  appeals 
held  such  a  provision  clearly  ultra  vires,  as  "the  police 
power  cannot  be  exercised  merely  for  aesthetic  consider- 
ations;" also  annulled  was  an  ordinance  authorizing  re- 
fusal of  a  permit  for  new  buildings  unless  they  conform 
in  "size,  general  character  and  appearance"  to  those  in 
the  locality  and  "will  not  tend  to  depreciate  the  value 
of  the  surrounding  property." 

The  New  York  supreme  court  declined  to  abate  as 
nuisances  certain  disfiguring  signs  placed  at  the  entrance 
and  alongside  of  parks,  "out  of  place,  disagreeable  and 
offensive  though  they  are,  both  to  the  civic  pride  and 
aesthetic  taste." 

In  setting  aside  as  unconstitutional  a  measure  for  the 
aesthetic  protection  of  the  fine  sea  boulevard  at  Bay 
St.  Louis,  Mississippi,  the  court  remarked  that  there 
was  "scarcely  a  suggestion  that  the  object  of  the  ordi- 
nance is  other  than  to  enhance  the  beauty  of  the  street." 

The  leading  Calvo  case  was  one  in  which  the  court 
found  an  ordinance  forbidding  business  on  certain  streets 
to  be  "not  based  on  considerations  of  public  health  or 
order,  and  where  the  validity  rests  upon  the  police  power 
of  the  city,  but  an  ordinance  to  beautify  the  neighbor- 
hood to  which  it  applies,  adopted  for  aesthetic  purposes, 
and  therefore  .  .  .  ultra  vires,  unreasonable  and  invalid." 

True,  the  community  may  regulate  many  details  of 
construction  —  sanitation,  height  and  the  like;  and 
lately  a  great  forward  step  has  been  taken  in  the  adoption 
of  the  "zoning  system,"  which  along  certain  broad  lines 
restricts  the  use  to  which  buildings  may  be  put  within 
districts  thus  established,  and  under  which  it  is  thought 
that  even  "villa"  zones,  if  suitably  located,  will  be  up- 
held. Furthermore,  in  this  connection,  the  U.  S.  Su- 
preme Court  has  recently  held   (affirming  a  decision  of 
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the  California  supreme  court)  that,  within  a  residential 
district,  a  brick-yard  may  be  terminated,  even  under 
the  police  power.  But  this  ruling  and  the  adoption  of 
the  zoning  principle  represent,  so  far,  the  high-water 
mark  of  municipal  control.  Not  subject  to  regulation 
is  the  placing  of  buildings  on  the  lot;  nor  may  the  estab- 
lishment of  a  building  line  or  uniform  set-back  be  en- 
forced without  payment  of  compensation.  Even  the 
bill-board  evil,  which  Shurtleff  styles  "the  classic  illustra- 
tion of  offensiveness  to  even  the  most  poorly  nourished 
artistic  sense,"  can  be  abated  only  on  the  plea  of  public 
health  or  morals,  or  when  a  certain  proportion  of  adja- 
cent property-owners  object. 

Why  are  the  courts  thus  reluctant  to  aid  in  aesthetic 
betterment?  What  is  the  rock  upon  which  all  such  efforts 
split  .^  The  answer,  of  course,  is  to  be  found  in  the  provision 
of  the  Constitution  (federal  and  state)  that  no  person  shall 
be  deprived  of  life,  liberty  or  property  without  due  process 
of  law,  and  that  private  property  shall  not  be  taken  for 
public  use  without  just  compensation.  These  constitute 
"the  legal  side  of  city  planning,"  as  Bassett  puts  it;  "and 
the  progress  of  city  planning  in  the  United  States,  so  far 
as  the  law  is  concerned,"  he  continues,  "is  measured  by  the 
willingness  of  the  courts  to  interpret  these  provisions  in 
favor  of  a  larger  recognition  of  community  needs,  or, 
where  the  courts  refuse,  by  the  willingness  of  the  people 
to  amend  their  state  constitutions." 

In  countries  where  control  is  unhampered  by  written 
constitutions,  its  exercise  has,  on  the  other  hand,  been 
carried  very  far.  Paris,  Berlin,  Rome,  Vienna,  and 
various  smaller  cities  have  adopted  regulations  for  the 
external  appearance  of  structures  as  naturally  as  for 
their  sanitation,  considering  "street  reforms  of  small 
account  if  not  supplemented  by  such  requirements"  and 
"taking  the  point  of  view  that  beauty  of  town  and  city 
is  as  clearly  the  residents'  right  as  the  health  of  the  com- 
munity and  the  safety  of  its  property"  (Robinson).     In 
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Vienna  there  are  specific  requirements  regarding  street 
lines,  balconies,  height,  and  general  harmony  of  aspect; 
in  Rome  the  style,  material,  and  other  matters  of  ap- 
pearance are  subject  to  official  surveillance.  Paris  is  a 
net-work  of  commissions  working  side  by  side  with  and 
assisting  the  municipal  administration  in  caring  for  the 
civic  beauty.  In  certain  places  it  is  demanded  of  building 
plans  that  they  show  some  kind  of  harmony  with  the 
existing  style  of  architecture  in  the  block,  or  no  permit 
will  be  issued.  An  instance  in  Belgium  concerned  itself 
with  a  blank  wall  to  the  street,  on  account  of  which  the 
council,  whose  approval  was  necessary,  directed  that 
the  plan  be  modified.  Though  the  communal  law  did  not 
explicitly  impose  the  power  of  aesthetic  criticism  upon  the 
council,  the  court  decreed  that  the  council  nevertheless 
had  the  right  to  demand  "correspondence  with  the  site." 
It  is  a  matter  of  regret  that  this  question  having  recently 
arisen  in  Washington,  in  respect  to  the  very  same  objection- 
able building  feature,  the  Commissioner  to  whose  atten- 
tion it  was  called  by  a  committee  of  the  Institute  of  Ar- 
chitects, disclaimed  any  power  to  refuse  the  permit. 

In  special  cases,  regulation  on  the  Continent  goes  so 
far  as,  in  Nuremberg,  to  prescribe  14th  century  style  for 
buildings  inside  the  Ring,  and  in  Dresden  to  require 
within  certain  residential  districts  the  adoption  of  a 
peculiar  kind  of  iron  fence,  of  a  given  height  and  design. 
Under  the  Saxon  General  Building  Laws  (considered  by 
city  planners  a  model  code)  buildings  which  would  form 
a  public  disfigurement  of  the  place  may  be  prohibited; 
and  higher  architectural  demands  may  be  made  for  cer- 
tain streets  or  parts  of  streets  than  for  others.  In  Eng- 
land, by  the  Town  Planning  Act  of  1909,  large  powers 
have  been  conferred  on  local  government  boards:  build- 
ings that  in  design  or  material  or  through  undue  repe- 
tition would  be  injurious  to  the  amenity  of  the  neighbor- 
hood can  be  prohibited,  and  such  limitation  does  not 
entitle  owners  to  compensation. 
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In  America,  however,  as  stated,  city  planners  confront 
the  blank  wall  of  the  Constitution.  Does  their  sole  hope 
lie  in  its  amendment  —  are  the  court  decisions  so  final  as 
to  preclude  hope  of  a  wider  outlook  and  of  a  more  liberal 
and  progressive  attitude?  Many  are  the  optimists  who 
think  not.  In  the  opinion  of  Bassett,  "the  decided  cases 
show  that  there  has  been  a  constantly  growing  field 
within  which  the  courts  will  justify  the  exercise  of  the 
police  power  ...  so  that  constitutional  amendments  in 
that  field  will  probably  be  unnecessary."  It  must  also 
be  remembered  that  some  of  the  adverse  decisions  have 
been  influenced  by  special  considerations,  such  as  lack 
of  authority  to  pass  the  ordinance  in  question,  or  vague- 
ness in  the  standard  prescribed  by  it.  In  the  report  of 
the  N.  Y.  Height  of  Buildings  Commission,  the  convic- 
tion is  expressed  that  "if  an  informed  and  deliberate 
public  opinion  becomes  educated  to  the  necessity  for 
the  exercise  of  greater  control  over  the  planning  and  over 
the  building  of  the  city,  and  that  such  control  cannot  be 
effectively  exercised  except  through  the  police  power,  .  .  . 
the  police  power  is  sufficiently  elastic  to  meet  the  situa- 
tion." 

But  should  these  expectations  be  disappointed,  it  is 
conceivable  that  the  same  end  might  be  attained  through 
a  wider  and  slightly  new  use  of  the  power  of  eminent 
domain.  In  this  direction,  what  is  called  excess  condem- 
nation possibly  points  the  way.  It  may  be  defined  as 
the  taking  of  property  abutting  on  parks,  parkways  and 
approaches  to  public  buildings  "both  to  prevent  a  use 
of  the  land  which  would  be  disfiguring,  and  to  induce  by 
restriction  in  the  deed  of  sale  of  such  land,  a  type  of 
construction  which  would  harmonize  with  the  public 
purpose."  In  many  states  this  use  of  the  power  has 
been  expressly  given  by  constitutional  amendment,  in 
others  by  mere  legislative  authorization.  The  rue  de 
Rivoli  in  Paris  was  achieved  by  a  procedure  not  dissimi- 
lar.    Sometimes,   however,   the   taking  extends  only  to 
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easements  in  the  abutting  land  which  would  prohibit 
certain  uses  of  the  land,  and  prescribe  the  character  and 
even  the  style  of  architecture  of  the  buildings  constructed 
upon  it,  and  it  is  to  this  method  of  regulation  that  we 
now  particularly  refer.  The  basis  therefor  was  laid  in 
the  celebrated  Copley  Square  case  in  Boston  where  on 
compensation  being  made  to  the  owners,  the  right  to 
limit  the  height  of  surrounding  buildings  on  purely 
aesthetic  grounds  (whence  the  expression,  "aesthetic 
easements")  was  for  the  first  time  asserted.  Since  then 
the  principle  has  been  quite  generally  followed;  so  that 
in  Missouri,  Indiana  and  Colorado  there  is  now  legisla- 
tion excluding  objectionable  occupations  from  land 
fronting  on  parks  and  boulevards,  through  the  condem- 
nation and  purchase  of  the  right  of  the  owners  to  use 
their  land  for  such  purposes. 

Why  might  not  the  same  principle  be  applied  to  streets 
in  general?  Do  not  the  same  reasons  obtain  in  one  case 
as  in  the  other,  and  are  not  the  arguments  put  forth  in 
behalf  of  parks  and  boulevards  applicable,  mutatis  mu- 
tandis, to  streets  as  well?  Significant  is  the  language  of 
the  court  in  the  above  case  —  "It  would  hardly  be  con- 
tended that  the  same  reasons  which  justify  the  taking 
of  the  land  for  a  public  park  do  not  also  justify  the  ex- 
penditure of  money  to  make  the  park  attractive  and 
educational  to  those  whose  tastes  are  being  formed,  and 
whose  love  of  beauty  is  being  cultivated."  We  have  only 
to  extend  the  scope  of  this  thought  to  say  that  the  city, 
under  the  same  right  by  which  it  originally  condemns 
and  lays  out  a  street,  could  also  require  (on  compensa- 
tion being  paid)  that  the  buildings  along  it  conform  to 
some  minimum  of  aesthetic  standard.  While  eminent  do- 
main can  be  exercised  only  if  the  taking  is  for  a  "public 
use,"  yet  it  has  been  held  that  "use"  is  interchangeable 
with  purpose,  and  that  public  use  is  synonomous  with 
public  good.  Thus,  in  construing  an  act  of  the  N.  Y. 
legislature   authorizing   an    addition   of   twenty   feet   on 
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either  side  of  Clinton  Avenue,  Brooklyn,  not  for  travel 
but  to  be  "reserved  and  preserved  as  ornamental  court- 
yards for  the  benefit  and  improvement  of  said  avenue," 
the  court  said  it  is  *'not  necessary  that  every  part  of  all 
highways  should  be  used  for  the  passage  of  vehicles  and 
pedestrians.  .  .  It  is  proper  that  some  regard  should 
be  had  for  the  aesthetic  tastes,  the  comfort,  health,  and 
convenience  of  the  public."  Shurtleif's  view  that  "it 
may  be  as  clearly  for  the  benefit  of  the  public  to  promote 
the  beauty  of  a  street  or  boulevard  as  to  promote  that 
of  a  park"  seems  the  only  logical  one.  An  attempt  to 
legislate  the  idea  into  practice  was  made  in  the  bill  intro- 
duced into  Congress  in  1910  (applicable  to  the  District  of 
Columbia)  which  failed  of  enactment. 

One  objection  which  instantly  presents  itself  is  that  of 
cost.  But  there  are  two  considerations  which  make  this 
not  insuperable.  One  is  that  the  added  value  which  the 
restrictions  would  confer  upon  property  in  the  entire 
neighborhood  very  greatly  oflFsets  the  possible  loss  in- 
flicted upon  any  piece  of  it.  "A  man  who  is  going  to 
buy  a  lot  for  any  given  purpose  will  pay  more  for  it  if  he 
can  be  tolerably  certain  that  the  surrounding  property 
will  not  be  developed  in  such  a  manner  as  to  interfere 
with  the  satisfactory  accomplishment  of  his  purpose," 
says  Olmsted.  And  a  like  point  of  view  prevails  in  certain 
places  abroad  where  the  taking  of  land  in  new  districts 
for  park,  playground  and  garden  areas  is  regarded  as 
increasing  the  value  of  the  property,  payment  therefor 
being  merely  set  off  against  profits;  also  in  the  opening 
up  of  new  streets  through  congested  districts,  the  value 
of  adjacent  property  is  often  enhanced  to  the  extent  of 
the  cost.  That  the  embellishment  of  streets  could  be 
effected  "so  as  to  give  almost  as  much  money  return  on 
capital  invested  as  is  possible  in  the  present  inhuman 
lay-out  of  our  cities,"  is  a  surmise  of  Ford's  which  is  well 
warranted. 

No  survey  of  civic  aesthetics  in  this  country  would  be 
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complete,  no  forecast  of  its  future  is  possible,  without  tak- 
ing cognizance  of  what  Olmsted  describes  as  "the  indi- 
vidualistic and  decentralized  character  of  Anglo-Saxon  de- 
mocracy." The  antagonism  encountered  in  this  field 
will  already  have  shown  itself  to  involve  sociological 
first  principles.  Back  of  court  and  constitution,  and 
speaking  through  them,  lies  the  Anglo-Saxon's  highly 
developed  sense  of  freedom.  Hard  won  is  closely  held; 
and  so  jealous  is  our  love  of  liberty,  so  profound  the 
mistrust  of  any  coordination  of  action  obtained  through 
superimposed  control,  that  we  have  made  individual 
rights  the  cornerstone  of  our  constitutional  structure. 
"E  pluribus  unum"  is  with  us  a  political  rather  than  a 
social  maxim.  Only  by  bitter  experience  is  it  borne  in 
upon  us  that  "the  new  behemoth  of  civilization  must 
be  treated  as  a  creature  to  be  controlled,  and  made  to 
serve  rather  than  to  impair  or  destroy  humanity;"  that 
true  freedom  is  to  be  found  in  proper  regulation,  the 
lack  of  it  being  "destructive  of  the  interests  of  all  except 
those  who  wish  to  encroach  upon  the  rights  of  others." 
Salus  populi  est  suprema  lex  we  profess  in  our  jurispru- 
dence—  do  we  sufl[iciently  practice  it.^  No  doubt  much 
of  our  aesthetic  shortcoming  is  due  to  a  defect  in  racial 
temperament;  yet  is  not  this  in  turn  due  to  that  indi- 
vidualism which,  in  the  sphere  of  city  planning,  has  not 
only  suppressed  the  communal  instinct,  making  us  indif- 
ferent to  ensemble  eff"ects,  but  become  codified  to  an 
obstructive  degree  in  our  juridical  system.^ 

H  Stephen  Berrien  Stanton. 


CERTAINTIES 

THREE  hours  I  had  to  look  Death  in  the  face 
And  gather  up  from  life  and  old  belief 
Some  courage,  certainty,  and  ancient  grace 
To  crush  my  cowardice  and  give  relief. 
(A  clock  ticked  loudly  in  the  dreary^  room. 
The  blanket  over  me  was  dark  and  rough.) 
And  yet  I  did  not  think,  there  in  the  gloom, 
On  those  high  things:  there  was  not  time  enough. 
I  thought  intensely  of  four  things  I  knew, 
And  clung  to  them  —  a  poem  and  three  friends. 
And  while  I  thought  and  loved,  great  faith  I  grew. 
And  so  perhaps  do  all  men  meet  their  ends. 
Now  always  in  my  soul  those  four  I  wear. 
When  I  shall  come  to  die  they  will  be  there. 

Louise  Townsend  Nicholl. 
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SHANTUNG  ONCE  MORE 

WITH  the  perspective  lent  by  distance  and  the 
philosophical  detachment  lent  by  first-hand 
knowledge  of  the  ways  of  the  white  man's  governments 
with  the  yellow  (unless  the  yellow  has  a  good  navy)  we 
Americans  who  live  in  China  are  not  inclined  to  echo 
the  furore  and^tumult  of  the  Senate  and  the  agitation 
of  the  editorial  pages  over  the  Shantung  question.  For 
one  thing,  we  know  something  about  Shantung.  For 
another,  we  know  that  which  enables  us  to  say  I  told 
you  so.  For  still  another,  we  can  see  aspects  of  the 
question  that  give  ground  for  believing  that  when  the 
Peace  Conference  in  its  unwisdom  wrote  into  the  peace 
treaty  the  clause  presenting  to  Japan  a  slice  of  China 
it  builded  better  than  it  knew.  To  us  two  great  facts 
stand  out  above  all  the  minor  issues.  One,  America  has 
discovered  China.  Two,  China  has  discovered  itself. 
And  since  those  two  results  are  of  greater  fundamental 
importance  to  the  future  of  China  than  the  loss  of  one 
province  it  may  be  that  the  sacrifice  of  Shantung  will 
prove  China's  salvation. 

The  historical  background  of  the  controversy,  reduced 
to  its  starkest  simplicity,  is  this.  Shantung  is  a  peninsula 
in  northern  China  jutting  out  into  the  Yellow  Sea,  of 
great  strategic  and  economic  importance,  and  sacred 
associations.  Because  of  the  murder  of  two  German 
missionaries  Germany  in  1898  forced  China  to  sign  a  treaty 
giving  it  a  ninety-nine-year  lease  on  that  part  of  the 
province  fronting  on  the  sea,  which  is  known  as  the 
Kiaochow  Peninsula,  and  which  includes  the  port  of 
Tsingtau,  and  also  some  economic  and  railway  rights 
giving  access  to  the  heart  of  the  province.  In  the  fif- 
teen years  following,  Germany  had  developed  this  terri- 
tory into  a  prosperous  colony.     In   19 14  Japan  declared 
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war  on  Germany  as  an  ally  of  Great  Britain,  and  cap- 
tured the  Kiaochow  Peninsula  and  all  German  hold- 
ings, at  the  same  time  giving  assurances  to  America  and 
the  Allies  that  it  was  doing  so  only  to  remove  the  German 
menace  from  the  Pacific,  and  that  it  would  return  the 
captured  territory  to  China,  its  rightful  owner.  Six 
months  later  Japan  forced  China  to  accept  the  greater 
part  of  the  now  famous  Twenty-one  Demands,  including 
a  provision  that  China  would  agree  to  any  settlement 
concerning  Shantung  reached  by  Germany  and  Japan 
at  the  Peace  Conference  following  the  world  war.  In 
1917  China  was  persuaded,  chiefly  by  American  influence, 
to  declare  war  on  Germany  and  join  the  Allies.  At  the 
same  time  it  was  doing  so  the  principal  Allied  Powers 
concluded  a  secret  treaty  with  Japan  agreeing  to  give 
Shantung  to  Japan  after  the  war,  a  treaty  of  which 
China  and  the  United  States  were  told  nothing,  and 
allowed  to  know  nothing.  And  at  the  Peace  Conference 
the  Allies  duly  did  what  they  had  promised,  and  Japan 
now  has  Shantung  —  and  the  world  a  new  problem 
and  a  sore  spot  to  fester  new  wars. 

The  action  of  the  Peace  Conference  must  be  looked 
at  from  two  entirely  diflPerent  aspects:  as  it  reflected 
the  Allies'  aims  and  as  it  affected  China.  And  the  first 
is  by  far  the  more  decisive.  So  far  as  the  Allies  are  con- 
cerned. Shantung  can  be  summed  up  simply.  It  was 
a  piece  of  sheer  injustice,  one  of  the  conspicuous  diplo- 
matic iniquities  of  modern  history;  and  also  —  this  must 
be  borne  in  mind  —  the  natural  accompaniment  of  the 
old  diplomacy  in  the  Orient  and  the  logical  sequence 
of  all  Allied  diplomacy  in  the  Far  East  throughout  the 
war.  The  Allies  were  hard  pressed  that  summer  of  1917, 
Japan  was  a  lukewarm  and  wavering  ally.  The  Allies 
decided  to  get  China  into  the  war  —  why,  God  knows!  — 
Japan  didn't  want  China  in  the  war,  didn't  want  it  too 
close  to  the  Allies.  The  Allies  had  to  pay  Japan's  price 
for  consent  to  China's  entering.    The  price  was  Shantung. 
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The  treaty  was  made,  and  the  treaty  had  to  be  fulfilled. 
Then  China,  embraced  with  open  arms  into  the  Allied 
fold,  by  those  same  arms  was  stabbed  in  the  back.  What- 
ever surface  mitigations  there  may  appear  to  be  — 
China  was  never  a  very  energetic  or  enthusiastic  ally, 
it  is  true  (but  was  Japan?)  and  the  sympathies  of  many 
men  highly  placed  in  its  government  were  not  anti- 
German  —  the  basic  principle  is  unchanged.  The  Allies 
agreed  to  give  to  one  Ally,  because  strong,  territory  be- 
longing to  another  Ally,  because  weak;  and  no  amount 
of  explanation  or  apology  from  now  until  the  great 
accounting  liquidates  all  history,  will  ever  excuse  that 
injustice  or  absolve  the  governments  that  committed  it; 
or  eradicate  from  the  minds  of  all  intelligent  Chinese 
and  other  Eastern  peoples  a  profound  disillusionment. 
The  confidence  that  the  Chinese  after  a  hundred  years  of 
justifiable  skepticism  were  beginning  to  place  in  the 
disinterestedness  and  fair  dealing  of  Europe  the  Allies 
have  forfeited.  Among  Chinese  for  at  least  a  generation 
the  conviction  will  be  unchallengeable  that,  in  the  white 
man's  dealings  with  the  yellow,  might  is  still  right,  and 
that  the  Western  standard  of  justice  is  the  ownership  of  the 
biggest  guns.  And  that  will  prove  a  costly  forfeit.  Al- 
ready it  is  responsible  for  the  failure  of  the  Chinese  to  co- 
operate in  the  Allied  proposal  for  a  consortium  of  the 
Allied  Powers  to  finance  reconstruction  in  China;  for  the 
Chinese,  while  admitting  the  need  and  advantages  of 
such  an  arrangement,  now  have  too  deep  a  distrust  of 
the  sincerity  of  Allied  motives  to  place  themselves  in 
the  power  of  such  an  international  group.  And  it  will 
prove  costly  in  actual  dollars  and  cents  as  soon  as  the 
German  trade  agents  get  back  to  the  Far  East;  already 
that  much  is  recognized  out  here.  The  Allies  will  yet 
pay  for  Shantung  —  heavily. 

So  much  for  the  one  aspect.  As  for  the  other,  so  far 
as  China  itself  and  its  future  are  concerned,  the  Shan- 
tung settlement,   strangely  enough,   is  a   minor  matter. 
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It  must  be  understood  that  for  China,  Shantung  was  gone, 
no  matter  what  happened  at  the  Peace  Conference. 
Had  the  Allies  given  Shantung  back  to  China  with  full 
sovereignty  and  with  full  guarantees,  there  is  not  the 
smallest  doubt  that  the  Chinese  government  would  have 
sold  it  to  the  Japanese  within  sixty  days  —  for  a  con- 
sideration that  would  have  entrenched  the  military 
party  in  control  of  the  Chinese  government  and  gone  to 
the  personal  enrichment  of  the  corrupt  clique  which 
controls  that  party.  For  that  is  the  way  of  the  Chinese 
government  in  this  year  of  1920,  and  neither  the  Shan- 
tung question  nor  any  other  question  growing  out  of 
contemporary  Far  Eastern  politics  can  be  understood 
except  in  the  full  light  of  that  fact.  In  the  last  three  years 
bigger  things  to  China  than  Shantung  have  been  sold 
to  Japan  by  the  Chinese  themselves  and  still  bigger 
things  will  be.  For  more  than  two  years  the  Chinese 
government  has  been  absolutely  controlled  by  Japan, 
and  there  is  no  prospect  that  it  will  be  otherwise  controlled 
so  long  as  the  militarists  are  the  government  of  China. 

In  the  ultimate  decision  of  China's  future,  whether  it  shall 
be  a  Japanese  colony  or  not,  the  ownership  of  Shantung  is  a 
minor  matter.  Shantung  might  have  been  given  back  to 
China  a  hundred  times  and  China  still  fall  a  prey  to  Japan. 

Yet  China  may  still  save  itself.  China's  enslave- 
ment or  salvation  rests  on  broader  grounds  than  one 
province,  and  will  be  decided  by  more  fundamental 
considerations  than  Shantung.  Japan's  grip  on  China  is 
not  territorial  or  even  political:  it  is  economic,  obtained  by 
means  of  loans  made  through  corrupt  Chinese  officials 
at  Peking,  loans  that  are  really  mortgages  on  China's 
natural  resources  that  can  never  be  paid  off.  It  matters 
little  who  claims  or  holds  sovereignty  over  provinces, 
if  Japan  owns  the  railroads,  the  mines,  the  forests,  and  all 
that  vast  untold  treasure  that  is  China's.  And  it  mat- 
ters little  what  the  western  powers  write  into  their  treaties 
if  the  Chinese  government  itself  sells  China  to  Japan, 
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and  the  Chinese  people  consent.  And  it  matters  little 
to  China's  future  what  the  Allies  did  with  Shantung, 
so  long  as  China  was  willing  to  do  the  same.  The  whole 
Shantung  episode  could  be  blotted  out  from  the  past, 
and  China's  condition  be  changed  not  one  whit.  If 
the  Shantung  clause  of  the  peace  treaty  is  of  any  impor- 
tance, therefore,  it  is  as  a  reflection  of  Allied  diplomacy, 
not  as  a  factor  in  the  shaping  of  the  Far  East. 

China  lost  what  already  was  lost.  In  return  it  gained 
the  eyes  of  the  world  and  found  itself.  America  has  dis- 
covered China.  The  rest  of  the  world  knows  it  now  for  a 
real  land  of  living  people,  with  concerns  like  its  own,  and 
concerns  that  affect  its  own  welfare.  We  who  have 
written  ourselves  cramped,  and  talked  ourselves  hoarse  to 
get  a  hearing  for  China's  case  these  many  years,  and 
written  and  talked  in  vain  —  we  rub  our  eyes  in  amaze- 
ment at  the  first  pages  of  the  newspapers  the  mail  boats 
bring  from  home.  China  is  at  last  a  ** story."  Men  are 
thinking  and  talking  China.  A  public  opinion  about 
China  is  being  made  and  informed. 

Throughout  the  war  a  curtain  of  silence  had  been  drawn 
tight  about  the  Far  East.  These  facts  that  Europe  and 
America  are  just  learning  concerning  what  has  been 
transpiring  in  the  Far  East  have  been  obvious  enough 
out  here.  Only  the  West  had  neither  eyes  to  see  nor 
ears  to  hear.  It  was  engaged  in  a  death  struggle.  It 
could  not  divide  its  attention.  In  criticism  of  Japan 
it  could  see  only  German  propaganda,  a  fear  the  Japanese 
played  on  skilfully.  And  the  day-by-day  chronicling 
of  loans  and  encroachments  and  penetrations  makes 
technical  and  uninteresting  reading.  So  the  West  could 
not  be  made  to  understand  what  was  going  forward  in 
China,  or  to  understand  that  the  peace  of  the  future  was 
as  much  dependent  on  those  events  as  on  the  events  in 
Europe.  And  had  the  Far  Eastern  questions  at  the  Peace 
Conference  been  settled  in  the  routine  way,  had  Shan- 
tung been  returned   to  China  as  most  people  expected 
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it  would  be,  Europe  and  America  would  have  gone  on 
as  they  had  before,  indifferent  and  oblivious  to  the  history 
being  made  in  the  East.  Therein  lay  Japan's  diplomatic 
blunder.  Had  it  been  more  farsighted  it  would  have 
let  China  have  Shantung  —  for  sixty  days  —  and  under 
cover  of  European  and  American  lack  of  interest,  con- 
tinued that  much  more  effective  process  of  stretching 
dominion  over  China  that  it  has  been  carrying  out  so 
successfully.  But  for  various  reasons  too  complicated 
to  discuss  here  —  its  curious  hunger  for  world  recognition 
as  a  "big  "  Power,  and  a  certain  grandiose  theory  of 
its  world  destiny  —  It  didn't.  It  pressed  Its  demand, 
had  Its  way,  and  raised  a  dramatic  Issue.  But  dramatic 
issues  make  news,  and  the  attention  of  the  world  was 
focused  on  Japan  and  Its  activities  in  China.  Those 
activities  will  henceforth  have  to  be  carried  on  under 
the  cold  and  unfriendly  gaze  of  a  watchful  world,  whose 
sympathies  have  been  aroused  for  China,  and  will  there- 
fore be  doubly  hard  to  carry  out.  Japan  and  the  Peace 
Conference  have  provided  China  with  friends. 

They  have  given  China  its  best  friend  and  only  hope  — 
Itself.  The  dramatic  quality  of  the  Shantung  affair  roused 
not  only  America,  it  also  stung  China  into  wakefulness. 
The  loss  of  the  province  hallowed  by  Confucius  Incited  a 
magnificent  Impulse  In  the  Chinese  people.  It  swept  away 
in  a  sudden  gust  of  anger  the  torpor  with  which  for  three 
years  they  had  borne  a  corrupt  and  traitorous  government, 
and  the  apathy  with  which  they  watched  It  barter  away 
their  heritage.  It  Ignited  a  flame  of  nationalism  that  lit  the 
whole  country,  and  came  to  a  climax  In  a  remarkable  na- 
tional rising  and  a  remarkable  demonstration  of  the  potency 
of  the  traditional  Chinese  weapon,  passive  resistance. 

The  moving  spirit  and  the  nucleus  of  that  uprising 
was  found  in  the  youth  of  the  country.  It  was  begun, 
organized  and  carried  to  success  by  students.  Beginning 
as  a  demonstration  at  the  college  in  Peking,  it  spread 
until  within  a  few  days  the  students  of  every  preparatory 
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school  and  college  from  end  to  end  of  the  country  had 
gone  on  strike.  When  the  government  tried  to  suppress 
them  by  force,  they  won  to  their  support  the  merchant 
classes,  and  in  the  largest  cities  a  general  strike  was 
declared,  business  activities  of  all  kinds  stopping  abruptly 
as  if  paralyzed.  And  without  arms,  without  money,  with 
no  other  weapon  than  moral  indignation,  these  youths  and 
small  shopkeepers  compelled  a  government  with  a  big 
army  to  dismiss  three  ministers  conspicuous  as  pro- 
Japanese,  to  issue  a  mandate  of  apology  for  its  attempted 
use  of  force,  and  to  yield  in  other  respects.  This  achieve- 
ment has  no  parallel  and  could  have  no  parallel  in  any 
other  country  in  the  world. 

The  movement,  moreover,  has  not  spent  itself  in  its 
original  outburst.  It  gives  promise  of  crystallizing  into 
something  permanent,*  real  and  powerful.  Its  most 
concrete  expression  at  present  is  the  operation  of  an 
anti-Japanese  boycott.  The  bitterness  against  Japan 
among  all  classes  amounts  to  hatred,  and  the  boycott 
thus  far  is  effective.  Japan  is  already  feeling  the  pinch. 
China  is  its  principal  market,  and  its  ships  are  now  com- 
ing into  Chinese  ports  laden  down  with  ballast.  To  take 
the  place  of  Japanese  goods  a  movement  to  foster  native 
industry  has  been  initiated,  with  a  program  of  broad 
scope  designed  to  make  China  eventually  independent 
of  Japanese  manufacturers.  But  what  is  most  significant 
is  that  feeling  is  directed  less  against  Japan  than  against 
China's  own  corrupt  officialdom. 

The  Chinese  are  beginning  to  realize  that  their  danger 
lies  within  as  much  as  without.  They  are  beginning  to 
realize  that  they  have  been  exploited  in  the  past  by 
foreign  interests,  not  only  because  those  interests  were 
strong  enough  to  exploit  them,  but  because  foreign 
exploiters  always  have  been  able  to  buy  willing  tools 
among  the  Chinese  themselves,  Chinese  of  the  governing 
classes.  With  that  realization  they  have  embarked 
on    a   national   propaganda   of   education.     The   whole 
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student  body  has  been  organized  into  groups  of  ten, 
each  group  to  train  another  group,  and  the  whole  country 
so  divided  that  eventually  it  will  all  be  covered  by  small 
groups  quietly  agitating,  quietly  educating  the  masses 
to  the  peril  that  confronts  the  Chinese  race.  The  student 
class  itself,  the  next  generation,  is  being  welded  into  a 
national  solidarity  to  fit  it  to  act  as  a  potent  force  with  an 
effective  voice  in  the  nation's  affairs.  In  that  education 
and  that  generation  lies  China's  only  hope.  Its  future 
is  now  resolved  into  a  race  between  them  and  Japanese 
swiftness  of  penetration.  And  the  advantages  are  all 
on  the  side  of  the  Japanese,  for  China  has  started  late, 
is  hampered  by  ignorance  and  poverty,  internal  chaos 
and  inertia.  But  unless  Japan  does  forge  its  chain  of 
dominion  before  that  generation  has  come  to  its  fulness 
of  power  and  that  education  has  borne  fruit,  the  pos- 
session of  Shantung  and  even  the  control  of  natural 
resources  will  avail  it  little.  Before  400,000,000  people 
aroused  to  their  danger,  resolved  to  avert  it  and  trained 
to  the  means  of  averting  it,  garrisons  and  title  deeds 
will  be  futile.  And  let  nobody  tell  you  that  the  Chinese 
is  always  a  pacifist,  and  that  he  has  no  patriotism:  he  has 
fought  before,  and  no  greater  pride  of  race  exists  in  any 
people  on  earth.  That  spirit,  then,  is  China's  hold  on  life. 
And  that  spirit  owes  its  birth  to  the  Shantung  settlement. 
Cast  up  the  accounts,  then,  on  the  Shantung  clause: 
the  Allies  lost  their  claim  to  moral  righteousness  —  at 
least  in  this  —  and  the  confidence  and  trust  of  the  Far 
East,  gaining  nothing  in  return,  not  even  the  good  will 
of  Japan.  China  lost  what  it  could  not  have  had,  and 
gained  the  sympathy  of  the  American  people,  and  prob- 
ably other  peoples  of  the  West  —  and  found  its  own 
soul  and  a  fighting  chance  to  save  itself.  The  Big  Five 
may  some  day  be  enshrined  in  Chinese  history  as  the  un- 
conscious saviours  of  China.  Nathaniel  Peffer. 
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John  Marshall  and  Popular  Government 

The  Life  of  John  Marshall.     By  Alfred  J.  Beveridge.  4 
Volumes:  Houghton  Mifflin  Company. 

The  immediate  and  generous  recognition  given  to  Mr. 
Beveridge's  life  of  John  Marshall  will  be  confirmed  by 
** second  thought"  in  coming  years.  Judged  by  any 
standard  applicable  to  serious  literature  it  is  a  work  of 
large  importance.  Biography  is  first  of  all  a  story,  and 
the  story  of  Marshall's  life,  as  Mr.  Beveridge  has  told  it, 
is  charged  with  positive  qualities  of  interest  and  drive; 
yet  story  is  not  quite  biography  unless  with  narrative 
it  gives  us  revelation  and  interpretation.  If  these  are  inter- 
woven with  narration  biography  may  be  good.  It  is  of 
high  excellence  if  the  story  itself  reveals,  and  if  the  revela- 
tion —  of  character,  temperament,  conviction  and  aim  — 
amounts  to  an  interpretation  from  within,  in  distinction 
from  one  too  obviously  arrived  at  reflectively  by  the  au- 
thor. This,  I  think,  Mr.  Beveridge's  story  achieves. 
Furthermore,  important  biography  gives  interpretation 
also  in  the  sense  of  explanation.  Heredity  and  environ- 
ment, scene  and  circumstance,  are  taken  as  factors  rather 
than  as  stage  setting,  and  Mr.  Beveridge's  presentation 
of  these  as  dynamic  in  Marshall's  life  has  broadened  his 
story  into  an  illuminating  account  of  interaction  between 
a  great  personality  and  a  society  rapidly  developing  from 
a  cluster  of  frontier  communities  into  a  nation.  Again, 
in  the  greatest  biography  life  is  not  only  depicted,  it 
is  also  weighed,  and  Mr.  Beveridge's  weighing  of  qualities 
and  enduring  influence  is  distinguished  by  the  balanced 
virtues  of  vision  and  sobriety.  And  not  to  lack  one  last 
touch  of  excellence,  a  satisfying  biography  must  be  of 
such  comprehensiveness  of  plan  and  such  wealth  of  detail 
as  the  magnitude  of  the  subject  calls  for,  and  not  greater. 
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Four  large  volumes  constitute  a  bulk  that  must  be  de- 
fended. None  but  a  captious  reader  will  say  that  it  is 
too  great  for  the  life  of  John  Marshall,  as  Mr.  Beveridge 
has  presented  it. 

It  is  not  my  purpose  further  to  ''review"  this  large  con- 
tribution to  our  intellectual  wealth  and  our  political 
knowledge.  Restricting  attention  to  one  outstanding 
phase  of  it,  I  believe  that  it  is  worth  while  to  raise  certain 
questions  as  to  the  validity  of  that  view,  or  dogma,  or 
theory  (as  the  reader  may  prefer  to  call  it)  of  our  consti- 
tuted government  to  which  Marshall's  dominating  in- 
tellect gave  commanding  importance  in  the  development 
of  American  law.  I  am  aware  that  this  is  presumptuous 
out-speaking  for  a  layman,  but  the  world  is  fallen  upon 
days  of  political  apprehension  of  which  Marshall  had  not 
so  much  as  a  presentiment,  and  in  which  I  conceive  it  to 
be  the  duty  of  every  responsible  citizen  to  think  as  best 
he  can  for  himself,  and  frankly  to  share  his  questionings 
and  his  conclusions,  if  conclusions  he  has,  with  his  fellow 
men. 

Judges  and  statesmen  like  other  mortals  are  finite,  and 
their  intelligence  is  not  ''pure."  It  is  colored  by  prefer- 
ences and  convictions.  John  Marshall  was  a  Federalist: 
more  than  distrustful  of  democracy,  he  stoutly  believed 
that  the  owners  of  property  should  govern.  Mr.  Beveridge 
accurately  describes  him  as  "the  supreme  conservative." 
He  opposed  every  extension  of  the  suffrage.  He  could 
not  have  conceived  it  to  be  possible  that  a  nation  of  one 
hundred  million  souls  could  experiment  with  universal 
suffrage  and  not  rush  headlong  to  disaster.  He  no  more 
foresaw  the  actual  existence  and  operation  of  government 
by  the  people  as  we  have  them  in  the  United  States  to- 
day, than  he  foresaw  our  railway  system,  our  wireless 
telegraphy  and  our  aeroplanes.  Logically  he  distrusted 
legislatures  and  legislators.  In  all  seriousness  he  believed 
that  law  and  the  courts  are  the  only  trustworthy  and 
adequate  guardians  of  life,  liberty  and  property. 
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Inevitably,  as  It  seems,  his  great  achievements  were 
two.  He  made  the  judiciary  respected,  and  he  made  good 
the  authority  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States 
to  declare  a  statute  unconstitutional.  He  achieved  these 
great  purposes  as  much  by  wisdom  of  method  as  by  pre- 
cision of  aim.  Federal  judges  of  the  Oliver  Ellsworth 
type  had  irritated  the  JefFersonian  Republicans  beyond 
endurance  by  arrogant  and  undisguised  cooperation  with 
political  elements  responsible  for  such  legislation  as  sedi- 
tion laws,  whose  purposes  and  methods  were  like  those  that 
we  have  recently  witnessed  at  Albany  and  at  Washington. 
Marshall  had  his  way  and  made  it  respected  by  sheer 
intellectual  power.  Avoiding  assertiveness  and  every 
trace  of  disrespect  to  opponents,  he  conquered  them  by 
reasoning.  And  so  it  was  in  his  dealing  with  the  question 
of  constitutionality.  By  pure  argument,  unsupported 
by  factitious  devices,  he  converted  lawyers  and  judges, 
and  after  them  politicians  and  voters,  to  the  view  that 
constitutional  law  is  a  reality,  and  that  in  the  United 
States  it  is  the  supreme  reality. 

Iln  a  word,  John  Marshall  without  saying  so  demolished 
the  unworkable  theory  of  the  balance  of  powers  that  had 
been  taken  over  from  Montesquieu;  but  whereas,  in  other 
countries  since  Marshall's  day,  the  legislative  power  has 
become  supreme,  Marshall  made  the  judicial  power  su- 
preme throughout  the  United  States,  in  the  common- 
wealths and  in  the  nation. 

That  judicial  supremacy  has  worked,  on  the  whole, 
substantially  as  Marshall  expected  and  desired  it  to  work, 
is  almost  unanimously  believed.  Conservatives  and  radi- 
cals agree  that  the  Federal  Constitution,  as  interpreted 
by  the  Supreme  Court,  has  safeguarded  vested  interests 
and  has  been  an  effective  barrier  to  subversive  innova- 
tion. An  exhaustive  review  of  decisions  would,  probably, 
sustain  these  popular  beliefs.  Building  argument  upon 
these  convictions,  not  only  conservatives  but  also  liberals 
who  fear  revolutionary  radicalism  deprecate  any  sugges- 
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tion  that  our  constituted  polity,  more  venerable  than  any- 
other  working  mechanism  of  government  in  the  civil- 
ized world,  is  also  antiquated  and  ineffective.  Admitting 
that  while  it  may  be  old-fashioned  and  possibly  better 
adapted  to  restraint  than  to  propulsion,  they  deny  that 
it  is  an  obstacle  to  desirable  developments  of  governmental 
functioning  in  a  society  which  beyond  measure  is  more 
complex  than  American  society  was  a  hundred  years 
ago  and  in  which  the  interests  of  the  largest  democratic 
population  in  the  world  are  organized. 

But  the  fact  (glorious  or  appalling  as  you  will)  that  we 
have  to  face  is  the  essential  democracy  of  this  mighty 
people,  and  the  certainty  that,  badly  or  improvingly,  we 
shall  go  on  with  our  portentous  experiment  of  popular 
government.  Our  one  hope  is  that,  by  trial  and  error, 
through  which  in  bygone  millenniums  the  human  kind 
climbed  from  savagery  to  civilization,  democracy  will 
become  a  thing  less  bad  than  some  among  us  think  it  now 
is.  If  this  is  the  rock-bottom  fact  upon  which  theorizing 
must  build,  the  comprehensive  question  that  we  must 
try  to  answer  is:  Does  our  system  of  government  on  the 
whole  facilitate  the  education  of  demos  and  the  up-build- 
ing of  mores  and  traditions  of  political  wisdom,  or  does 
it,  on  the  whole,  retard  these  vitally  important  processes? 

Democracy  must  express  itself  directly,  through  initia- 
tive and  the  referendum,  or  indirectly,  through  represen- 
tative institutions.  Not  even  the  supreme  conservative, 
John  Marshall,  nor  yet  a  Spencerian  philosopher  would 
maintain  that  all  of  the  thousand  things  that  in  a  complex 
society  must  be  done  by  authority  of  the  collective  will, 
and  all  of  the  detailed  rules  of  the  game  of  collective  life, 
could  be  prescribed  and  formulated  by  the  courts.  Statu- 
tory law  there  must  and  will  be,  and  it  will  be  created 
out  of  hand  at  the  polls  by  an  unorganized  people,  or  it 
will  be  created  by  legislative  bodies. 

What,  then,  is  the  effect  of  judicial  supremacy  upon 
legislative  bodies.^    Has  it,  on  the  whole,  improved  their 


154       The   Unpartizan   Review 

quality,  enhanced  their  dignity  and  deepened  their  sense 
of  responsibility?  These  questions  are  mine  not  by  origi- 
nation but  by  adoption.  They  were  suggested  to  me  in  a 
recent  conversation  by  my  colleague,  Prof.  John  Bassett 
Moore.  They  are  searching  questions,  and  I  agree  that 
the  time  has  come  when  they  ought  to  be  faced  and  an- 
swered. If  a  legislative  body,  whether  Federal  Congress 
or  state  legislature,  can  be  overriden  by  higher  authority, 
can  it  in  the  nature  of  things  psychological  feel  a  profound 
sense  of  responsibility;  and  if  it  does  not  feel  responsibility 
can  it  in  the  long  run  attract  men  of  the  largest  calibre 
and  the  highest  quality?  The  British  Parliament  decade 
by  decade  for  a  hundred  years  has  become  more  respon- 
sible and  more  sensible  of  responsibility.  It  has  grown 
in  dignity  as  it  has  grown  in  power.  Can  this  be  said  of 
any  American  legislative  body?  And  is  it  desirable, 
or  not,  that  representative  bodies  should  survive  and . 
function  decently  in  America  ?  Would  we,  all  in  all,  prefer 
direct  democracy?  If  we  would  not,  and  if  the  foregoing 
questions  are  fair  and  to  the  point,  another  question  also 
is  fair  and  to  the  point.  Mr.  Beveridge  says  that  Marshall 
conceived  of  political  society  as  static,  and  that  he  de- 
sired above  all  things  to*keep  it  static.  Judicial  supremacy 
has  kept  it  static  as  far  as  it  could,  but  has  its  achievement 
been  all  that  we  imagine?  Has  it,  perhaps  unwittingly 
and  unobserved,  disintegrated  representative  government 
and  fostered  direct  democracy? 

However  this  may  be,  the  conservative  constitutionalist 
will  say,  I  think,  that  judicial  supremacy  has  been  worth 
its  cost  as  a  defense  of  minority  rights  against  majority 
absolutism.  In  the  last  analysis  a  constitution  of  the 
American  type  is  a  device  to  secure  two  things,  namely, 
(i)  due  process  of  law,  with  rules  of  the  game  and  notice 
in  advance  to  all  players  of  what  they  may  expect,  and 
(2)  delimitation  of  the  number  of  things  that  can  lawfully 
be  done  to  forty-nine  per  cent  of  the  population  by  fifty- 
one  per  cent,  and  specification  of  things  that  can  be  done 
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only  by  sixty-seven  or  seventy-five  per  cent.  No  sane  per- 
son proposes  to  do  away  with  due  process  of  law.  Delimi- 
tation of  majority  power  is  necessary  if  popular  govern- 
ment is  to  be  better  in  morals  or  in  expediency  than  a 
personal  despotism  is.  Indeed,  personal  despotism  is 
preferable  to  majority  despotism  in  so  far  as  it  is 
easier  to  get  rid  of.  But  a  written  constitution  of  the 
American  type  and  upheld  by  judicial  supremacy  is  not 
the  only  known  device  for  limiting  majority  power. 
Majority  power  is  automatically  limited  wherever  habits 
of  popular  political  discussion  and  free  political  action  are 
well  established  as  popular  mores.  Majorities  break  up  and 
disintegrate,  and  minorities  grow  into  majorities.  Parties 
come  into  power  and  go  out  with  more  than  a  semblance 
of  rhythm.  Can  anyone  who  knows  collective  psychology 
seriously  maintain  that  an  interpreted  constitution  is  a 
more  effective  curb  upon  majority  absolutism  than  are 
the  certainties  of  taxes  and  dissolution?  Moreover,  we 
have  now  discovered  (and  the  wonder  is  that  it  was  not 
discovered  sooner)  that  the  rule  that  certain  things  can 
be  done  only  by  a  two-thirds  or  a  three-fourths  vote, 
or  by  both,  is  a  device  that  can  work  both  ways.  An 
amendment  to  the  constitution  that  can  be  adopted  only 
by  a  two-thirds  and  a  three-fourths  vote  can  be  got  rid 
of  only  by  the  same  measure  of  disapproval;  and  if  we  are 
to  have  police  law  made  by  constitutional  amendment  it  is 
entirely  possible  that  we  may  find  ourselves  living  under 
minority  absolutism,  which,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  is  not 
an  improvement  upon  majority  absolutism. 

One  more  argument  in  support  of  our  American  type  of 
constitution  is  the  contention  that  by  interposing  delay 
and  difficulty  to  innovation  it  compels  the  populace, 
which  is  supposedly  mob-minded,  to  think  twice  before 
changing  things.  That  demos  is  mob-minded  (in  America 
at  any  rate)  we  have  too  much  evidence  of  one  and  an- 
other dreadful  kind  to  deny.  There  is,  however,  a  deeper 
question  here  than  the  issue  of  mere  fact.    It  is  vital  that 
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mob-mindedness  should  be  diminished,  and  it  is  therefore 
necessary  to  decide  whether  it  is  more  surely  diminished 
in  the  long  run  by  authoritative  restraint  than  by  prac- 
tice in  self-control.  If  Herbert  Spencer's  philosophy  of 
moral  education  is  as  sound  as  some  of  us  regard  it,  the 
child  |learns  to  avoid  doing  harmful  things,  including 
over-hasty  and  ill-considered  things,  by  experiencing  the 
consequences  of  his  own  harmful  acts.  By  like  experience 
the  human  race  also  has  acquired  such  self-control  as  it 
now  profits  by.  Sooner  or  later  misbehavior,  including 
precipitate  behavior,  is  penalized  through  normal  con- 
sequences, and  political  misbehavior  is  no  exception. 
There  seems  to  be,  however,  an  important  law  to  which  the 
severity  of  retributive  consequence  conforms.  Misbe- 
havior is  not  always  penalized  instantly  or  soon.  It  may 
be  repeated  and  again  repeated,  and  adverse  reaction  be 
delayed;  but  the  longer  it  is  delayed  and  the  larger  the 
accumulation  of  costly  consequences,  the  more  terrible 
as  a  rule  and  perhaps  disastrous  will  painful  reaction  be 
when  it  comes.  In  political  life,  above  all,  does  this  law 
hold  true.  Revolutions  are  delayed  reactions  to  mis- 
takes and  wrong  doings  too  many  times  repeated.  It  is  a 
serious  question  then,  whether  it  is  not  safer  to  let  de- 
mocracy make  small  mistakes  often  and  be  penalized 
at  once;  to  experiment  day  by  day  and  change  its  mind 
quickly,  than  to  restrain  it  over  long,  while  irritation  and 
protest  accumulate  to  be  followed  at  length  by  radical 
innovation.  It  is  at  least  possible  that  our  theory  of 
curbing  mob-mindedness  is  bad  psychology  and  bad 
politics. 

Franklin  H.  Giddings. 


Is  there  any  danger  that  a  judiciary  can  keep  a  society  static 
longer  than  enough  to  prevent  undue  haste? 

How  can  "the  certainties  of  taxes"  be  very  effective  in  a 
community  where  the  vast  majority  does  not  consciously  pay 
any? 

Editor. 
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An  English  Montaigne 

Memoir  of  Kenelm  Henry  Dighy.     By  Bernard  Holland. 
New  York:  Longmans,  Green  &  Company. 

It  is  an  old  and  true  saying  that  books  have  their 
fates  as  well  as  men,  and  it  is  equally  true  that,  ex- 
cept perhaps  for  the  very  best  and  the  worst,  these 
fates  are  sometimes  singularly  unjust.  Criticism  has 
no  fairer  function  than  the  endeavor  to  right  these  in- 
justices, so  far  as  it  may,  by  calling  attention  to  such 
fine  but  not  masterfully  great  writers  as  have  been  left 
behind  in  the  onsweeping  tide  of  letters  or  have  been 
obscured  by  accidental  causes.  And  such  has  been  the 
fate  preeminently  of  the  author  of  Mores  Catholici  and 
a  small  library  of  other  books  whose  names  even  are  not 
commonly  known. 

No  doubt  there  are  special  reasons  why  Kenelm  Digby 
should  have  suifered  eclipse.  In  the  first  place  most 
of  his  works  are  out  of  print,  and  when  offered  for  sale 
make  exorbitant  demands  on  the  purse.  That  is  a  diffi- 
culty not  likely  to  be  lessened  with  time.  But,  as  Plato 
said,  most  fair  things  are  hard  to  get,  and  we  may  remind 
the  reader  that  the  Mores  Catholici,  Digby's  greatest 
work  in  bulk  if  not  in  value,  is  obtainable  in  an  American 
reprint,  wretched  in  typography  to  be  sure,  yet  readable. 
So,  too,  the  Evenings  on  the  Thames,  perhaps  his  ripest 
and  finest  work,  is  not  prohibitive  in  price.  For  the  rest, 
let  them  be  the  prey  and  joy  of  the  collector. 

But  there  is  another  reason  why  these  books  are  not 
much  read  even  when  accessible.  They  are  crammed 
with  quotations  in  French  and  Latin,  not  to  mention  an 
occasional  incursion  into  Greek,  which  the  author  com- 
monly disdains  to  translate.  Something,  a  good  deal, 
is  thus  required  of  the  reader.  But,  given  the  ability 
to  read  French  and  to  guess  at  Latin,  no  one  should  be 
rebuffed  by  what  is  really  a  source  of  rich  delight.  How 
much  of  the  charm  of  Montaigne  is  attributable  to  his 
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habit  of  magnificent  quotation?  And  by  the  same  art 
Digby,  with  all  his  difference  of  mind,  just  misses  being 
the  Montaigne  of  English  Letters. 

And  still  another  reason.  While  a  young  man  living 
in  Cambridge,  Digby  went  over  to  Rome.  There  was 
nothing  violent  in  this  conversion;  it  took  place  a  number 
of  years  before  the  Romeward  movement  began  among 
the  Tractarians;  it  was  the  outcome  of  no  morbid  emo- 
tional crisis,  but  was  the  result  of  self-directed  reading 
and  quiet  reflection.  The  dominating  impulse  seems 
to  have  been  an  aesthetic  delight  in  the  mediaeval  forms 
of  life,  as  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  the  Broad  Stone  of 
Honor,  which  in  its  revised  state  has  a  strong  Catholic 
bias,  was  written  originally  while  he  was  an  Anglican, 
as  a  romantic  eulogy  of  chivalry.^  However  that  may 
be,  all  his  books  from  this  time  are  definitely  Catholic, 
and  this  trait  has  helped  to  cut  them  off  from  the  main 
current  of  English  interest.  But  if  Digby  was  in  a  way 
a  partizan,  he  was  by  no  means  bigoted,  and  there  is 
in  his  words  scarcely  a  trace  of  that  fanaticism  which 
marks  so  many  of  the  books  composed  by  Englishmen 
whose  conversion  was  accompanied  with  more  or  less 
anguish  of  spirit.  After  all  he  was  rather  a  Christian 
than  a  Papist  in  the  narrower  meaning  of  the  word,  and 
even  his  Christianity  was  not  so  much  dogmatic  as  it  was 
finely  and  morally  aesthetic.  The  motto  of  his  religion 
might  be  summed  up  in  the  exquisite  phrase  of  Clement: 
iiravaTraveTaL  Tepiro/jLevo^  rfj  SijfjLLovpyta,  "God  rests  in  glad- 
ness upon  the  work  of  his  hands."  Digby's  Evenings 
on  the  Thames  (the  words  of  the  subtitle,  "Serene  Hours," 
run  through  the  book  like  the  refrain  of  a  poem)  is  a 
series  of  essays  written  in  just  that  spirit.  Their  mood 
is  not  pantheistic,  In  the  sense  of  Wordsworth's  Tintern 
Abbey;  they  are  not  dogmatic  In  tone  or  theological;  they 

1  In  his  bibliography  Mr.  Holland  notes  the  "much  revised  and  enlarged" 
edition  of  this  book  in  1826  as  the  "second,"  and  makes  no  mention  of  the  true 
second  edition  of  1823,  a  copy  of  which,  still  Anglican,  is  in  the  possession  of  the 
reviewer. 
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are  the  overflowing  peace  and  beauty  of  a  mind  intent 
on  finding  in  nature  everywhere  the  signs  of  that  joy 
which  Clement  attributes  to  the  Creator,  of  a  mind,  too, 
that  has  gone  through  many  ancient  and  modern  authors 
in  search  of  the  same  wisdom.  Digby,  one  must  admit, 
becomes  occasionally  slipshod  in  his  style  and  flat  in  his 
sentiment;  but  his  carelessness  is  that  of  a  gentleman 
who  can  take  his  ease,  and  who,  at  the  right  moment, 
can  raise  his  voice  to  genuine  eloquence. 

Mr.  Holland's  Memoir  is  intended  to  widen  the  circle 
of  Digby's  lovers.  It  is  a  good  biography,  interesting 
and  not  too  long.  The  non-Catholic  reader  will  wish  that 
the  controversial  pages  had  been  omitted;  but  these  are 
not  numerous,  and  may  be  forgiven.  The  important 
point  is  that  the  subject  of  the  Memoir  stands  out  clearly 
as  a  man  and  as  a  writer.  Still  more  important  is  the 
fact  that  Mr.  Holland,  taking  account  of  the  difficulty 
of  obtaining  Digby's  works,  especially  those  strange 
autobiographical  poems  of  his  later  years,  quotes  from 
them  with  great  freedom.  An  old  lover  of  Digby  may 
even  feel  a  twinge  of  resentment,  lest  the  curious  interest 
of  these  extracts  should  start  other  readers  a-rummaging 
in  the  shops  for  the  books  themselves,  and  so  enhance 
their  market  value,  which  is  already  too  high  for  his 
comfort. 

P.  E.  M. 

A  Magnificent  Mare's  Nest 

The  Economic  Consequences  of  the  Peace.  By  John  May- 
nard  Keynes.  New  York:  Harcourt,  Brace  and 
Howe. 

When  a  man  says  that  everybody  about  him  is  drunk, 
we  all  know  what  to  think.  What  shall  we  think  then, 
when  a  man  says  that  everybody  about  him  is  morbid.'* 
Yet  Mr.  Keynes  says  that  everyone  in  Paris  while  the 
treaty  was  being  drawn  up  was  morbid;  and  when  so 
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saying,  on  finding  that  the  treaty  was  not  drawn  up  to 
suit  him,  he  resigned  his  position  as  financial  adviser  to  the 
British  mission.  He  continues  this  course  when  he  says 
that  the  Germans  proved  that  the  treaty's  departure  from 
Mr.  Wilson's  fourteen  points  (many  of  them  susceptible  of 
various  interpretations)  was  a  "breach  of  international 
law  comparable  with  their  own  offense  in  the  invasion  of 
Belgium;"  when,  despite  his  expertness  with  figures,  he 
computes  thirty  annual  payments  of  ^250,000,000  each  as 
representing  an  immediate  payment,  at  five  per  cent  dis- 
count, of  $7,500,000,000;  when  he  agrees  with  the  German 
delegates,  but  with  nobody  else,  as  far  as  heard  from,  that 
the  Saare  settlement  was  "an  act  of  spoliation  and  in- 
sincerity," and  when  he  also  agrees  with  their  claim  that 
the  Saare  district  belonged  to  Germany  as  long  as  it  be- 
longed to  the  Holy  Roman  Empire. 

Congruously  with  these  statements,  Mr.  Keynes  holds 
the  current  sentimental  attitude  towards  the  laboring 
classes.  He  says  "the  principle  of  accumulation  based  on 
inequality  was  a  vital  part  of  the  pre-war  order  of  society 
and  .  .  .  depended  on  unstable  psychological  condi- 
tions." It  depended  on  conditions  as  stable  as  human 
stupidity,  and  is  unstable  only  as  that  is  unstable.  He 
also  says  "the  laboring  class  may  be  no  longer  willing  to 
forego  so  largely."  There  is  as  yet  little  question  of  will- 
ingness to  forego:  they  can  forego  only  what  they  pro- 
duce, and  production  cannot  go  on  without  labor;  its 
greatest  stimulus  comes  from  invention  and  management. 
The  laboring  classes  get  little  because  they  produce  little 
and  compete  with  each  other  much.  This  competition  is 
not  "willing"  but  is  forced  upon  them  byjg.their  poverty; 
only  as  far  as  this  is  relieved  by  co6peration,^at  present 
mainly  through  their  unions,  and  by  growth  in  their  intelli- 
gence, can  there  be  any  reasonable  talk  of  theifj^being  will- 
ing to  forego,  or  of  their  ability  to  control  their  condition. 
To  speak  of  these  things  as  immediately  possible,  or  to  be 
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reached  by  anything  but  a  slow  process,  is  Utopian.  Now 
our  occasion  for  this  paragraph  is  the  interesting  fact,  a  fact 
of  daily  observation,  that  people  addicted  to  this  sort  of 
thinking  are  nearly  all  pro-German;  and  the  purpose  of 
Mr.  Keynes'  book  is  to  promote  a  disposition  to  modify 
the  terms  of  the  treaty,  especially  its  financial  conditions, 
in  favor  of  Germany.  The  author's  principal  theses  are 
that  the  terms  of  the  armistice,  especially  Mr.  Wilson's 
fourteen  points,  are  not  carried  out  in  the  treaty;  that 
Clemenceau  and  Lloyd-George  were  too  much  for  Mr.  Wil- 
son; that  Germany  is  required  to  pay  more  that  she  can; 
that  this  requirement  will  wreak  untold  misery  east  of  the 
Rhine,  with  disastrous  reactions  west  of  it;  and  that  in  the 
interest  of  all  parties,  the  requirements  should  be  very 
materially  reduced. 

For  his  first  thesis  he  makes  a  plausible  case,  but  on  the 
other  side  it  may  very  properly  be  held  that  little  if  any- 
thing better  was  reasonably  to  be  expected,  that  no  pro- 
gram prepared  in  advance  could  have  been  closely  followed 
in  such  complex  circumstances,  and  that  the  Germans  on 
the  whole  got  off  as  well  as  they  could  expect,  and  better 
than  they  deserved. 

Mr.  Keynes  is  an  artist.  His  chapter  on  '*The  Con- 
ference" lacks  only  one  quality  of  the  masterpieces  of 
literature  —  Matthew  Arnold's  requirement  —  seeing  life 
steadily  and  seeing  it  whole.  This  conclusion  was  im- 
pressed upon  us  after  we  had  read  it  several  times  in  a 
vain  effort  to  select  extracts  for  quotation.  As  we  marked 
paragraphs,  they  grew  into  pages,  and  the  pages  accumu- 
lated till  they  tended  to  include  the  whole.  No  extracts 
can  do  it  justice.    We  shall  revert  later  to  this  topic. 

It  is  probably  this  portion  of  the  book  and  his  other  non- 
technical matter  that  has  drawn  most  readers,  for  the 
remark  is  often  heard:  "I  have  read  it  all  but  the  figures." 
Yet  in  the  author's  view  the  ''figures"  are  undoubtedly  the 
Hamlet  of  the  play. 

In  his  thesis  that  Germany  cannot  pay  the  sums  levied 
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against  her,  the  author  knows  where  to  dig  for  his  facts, 
but  they  have  been  widely  and  authoritatively  disputed. 
He  does  not,  however,  rest  his  arguments  on  material  con- 
siderations alone,  but  appeals,  with  an  eloquence  that 
cannot  entirely  fail  of  effectiveness,  to  the  higher  elements 
of  human  nature,  even  going  so  far  as  boldly  to  propose,  in 
spite  of  obvious  objections,  that  all  nations  who  lent 
money  to  others  during  the  recent  war  shall  forgive  their 
debtors.  In  these  eloquent  appeals,  the  book  is  almost  an 
innovation;  and  one  is,  at  least  at  moments,  tempted  to 
consider  it  an  example. 

Despite  all  the  merits  of  the  book,  however,  many 
readers  wading  in  its  morass  of  financial  data  will  be  re- 
minded of  the  old  saw  that  "you  can  prove  anything  with 
figures;"  and  of  the  gradation  of  misinformation  into 
**lies,  damned  lies  and  statistics."  Mr.  Keynes  is  a  bold 
man.  After  a  convention  of  the  best  minds  in  the  world, 
informed  by  leading  economists  of  the  four  leading  na- 
tions (not  including  Germany)  had  concluded,  according 
to  Mr.  Keynes'  estimate,  that  Germany  could  pay 
$40,000,000,000,  he  contends  that  she  can  pay  but 
$20,000,000,000,  and  about  a  third  of  that  in  thirty  in- 
stalments. He  candidly  admits  many  of  the  details  of 
his  estimate  to  be  guesswork;  but  he  has  so  much  con- 
fidence in  it  that,  discouraged  and  disgusted  with  the 
discrepancy  between  his  ideas  and  those  of  his  colleagues, 
he  resigned,  as  aforesaid,  and  wrote  this  book  to  show 
forth  his  opinion  of  their  selfishness,  cruelty  and  incapac- 
ity. Clemenceau  he  makes  out  a  savage,  Lloyd-George 
a  Mephisto,  and  Wilson  a  dupe. 

The  author  claims  that  before  the  war  virtually  all 
Europe  east  of  the  Rhine  was  dependent  on  German  in- 
dustry, that  now,  without  German  industry,  famine 
broods  over  all  that  land;  that  under  the  burdens  imposed 
at  Paris,  German  industry  never  can  revive;  and  conse- 
quently that  those  terms  should,  without  delay,  be  made 
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materially  easier.  This,  he  thinks  should  be  done,  in  the 
interests  not  only  of  the  nations  dependent  upon  German 
industry,  but  also  of  the  nations  to  receive  the  indemnity: 
for  if  they  insist  on  more  than  Germany  can  pay,  they  will 
get  less,  and  probably  virtually  nothing. 

He  seems  to  fall  in  with  the  German  imperialistic  view 
that  she  absolutely  needed  more  territory  for  her  growing 
population  —  a  view  negatived  by  the  fact  that  instead 
of  Germany  being  crowded,  her  emigration  has  for  many 
years  been  falling  off.  Overcrowding  is  an  obsession  with 
Mr.  Keynes.  He  even  attributes  to  it  the  revolution  in 
thinly  populated  Russia.  He  seems  to  think  that  the 
growing  differentiation  of  the  world  into  manufacturing 
nations  and  agricultural  nations  was  unstable,  and  really 
the  main  source  of  the  war.  The  facts  appear  rather  that 
while  peace  lasted,  this  differentiation  had  for  years 
progressed  to  the  mutual  advantage  of  all  the  nations 
concerned;  that  through  it  Germany  was  progressing  at  a 
rate  no  nation  had  ever  progressed  before,  and  that  she 
destroyed  her  own  progress  and  put  herself  behind  all 
competition,  not  from  any  pressure  of  necessity,  but  from 
the  enthusiasm  of  her  parasitic  military  class  for  the  policy 
of  brigandage  inaugurated  by  Frederick  the  Great,  pro- 
moted by  Bismarck  in  his  successful  wars  against  Austria 
and  France,  and  backed  up  by  the  get-rich-quick  ambi- 
tions of  Germany's  marvelously  developed  industrial 
leaders. 

Mr.  Keynes'  errors  in  these  positions  do  not  encourage 
confidence  in  his  position  regarding  the  indemnities,  or  in 
the  figures  by  which  he  supports  it. 

The  items  of  the  payment  —  money,  claims  public 
and  private,  railroad  equipment,  ships  and  what  not,  he 
considers  absurdly  complicated  —  as  absurdly  compli- 
cated, one  would  think,  as  an  American  tax-system;  and 
he  holds  that  the  whole  thing  should  have  been  lumped  in  a 
definite  sum,  and  the  Germans  left  to  liquidate  their 
assets  for  themselves.     Against   this  opinion,   however, 


164        The   Unpartizan    Review 

stands  the  fact  that  through  the  Germans'  fault  all  the 
parties  were  in  pressing  need  of  all  of  the  assets,  and  that 
it  was  simple  justice  that  the  Allies  should  have  them  at 
once,  and  the  Germans  do  without  until  they  can  produce 
them. 

Mr.  Keynes'  boldness  and  the  very  nature  of  his  sub- 
ject of  course  have  led  him  into  prophecy.  The  infre- 
quency  of  our  publication  compared  with  that  of  most  of 
his  other  critics,  has  the  compensation  that  we  are  enabled 
to  apply  more  hindsight  to  his  foresight:  the  winter  has 
passed,  and  Germany  has  got  through  it  with  little  of  the 
incapacitating  suffering  which  he  foretold.  She  has 
known  little  if  any  starvation,  and  her  docks  and  freight- 
yards  are  piled  with  products  ready  to  be  exchanged  as 
soon  as  transportation  can  be  had.  The  ships  which  she 
has  had  to  give  up  will  transport  those  goods  almost  as 
freely  under  alien  control  as  if  they  had  remained  under 
her  own.  The  shilly-shallying  in  our  Senate  has  probably 
obstructed  her  more  than  the  responsibilities  which  have 
been  imposed  upon  her.  No  master  of  figures,  not  even 
Mr.  Keynes,  can  tell  what  she  is  able  to  do.  The  settle- 
ment once  being  determined  despite  him  and  his  figures, 
he  would  have  earned  much  more  confidence  if  he  had 
waited  to  see  more  of  the  settlement's  working.  This  is 
doubly  true  because  the  settlement,  though  fixed,  is  not 
rigidly  fixed,  but  is  provided  with  a  Reparations  Commis- 
sion to  watch  its  working,  and  with  large  powers  to  remedy 
defects  as  they  appear. 

The  labyrinth  of  figures  in  this  book  is  hardly  suscep- 
tible of  intelligent  exploration  by  the  layman,  and,  as  we 
have  already  intimated,  seldom  receives  it;  although  the 
rest  of  the  book  is  widely  and  eagerly  read.  We  have 
therefore  no  disposition  to  lead  our  readers  farther  into  the 
maze.  Such  criticisms  as  have  fallen  in  our  way,  some  of 
them  highly  technical,  have  strangely  enough,  all  held  that 
Mr.  Keynes'  estimates  were  too  favorable  to  Germany. 
Among  the  very  best  we  have  seen  is  that  of  Mr.  John 
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Forbes  Dulles,  of  the  President's  entourage  in  France, 
which  appeared,  dated  February  14,  in  the  London  Times 
of  presumably  the  next  day.  It  opposes  Mr.  Keynes' 
figures  with  apparent  success,  but  at  the  same  time  admits 
that  reasonable  estimates  can  be  arrived  at  only  by  expe- 
rience; and  claims  that  the  Reparations  Commission  —  a 
sort  of  '* Creditors'  Committee"  —  is  the  best  conceivable 
means  of  reaching  them,  and  had  already  made  progress  in 
doing  so;  and  that  it  is  adequate  to  the  purpose,  as  Mr. 
Keynes'  proposed  immediate  revision  of  the  treaty  could 
not  be. 

Mr.  Dulles  denies  with  seeming  authority  Mr.  Keynes' 
allegations  that  President  Wilson  came  to  the  conference 
with 

**no  plan,  no  scheme,  no  constructive  ideas  whatever,  so  that 
the  council  was  generally  working  on  the  basis  of  a  French  or 
British  draft,"  and  asserts  that  on  the  contrary  "In  reality  the 
American  delegation,  at  the  opening  of  the  Peace  Conference, 
presented  a  carefully  thought  out  and  detailed  statement  of  the 
principles  to  govern  the  exaction  of  reparation.  The  essential 
features  were:  no  liability  for  war  costs;  liability  for  damage  to 
non-military  property  and  to  the  civilian  population,  and  a 
special  position  for  Belgium  resulting  from  the  fact  that,  as 
regards  Belgium,  the  war  in  its  entirety  had  been  illegal  and 
Germany  had  recognized  the  duty  to  make  complete  indemni- 
fication. It  was  this  American  programme  which  became  the 
basis  of  discussion,  and  the  American  programme  is  substan- 
tially that  incorporated  in  the  treaty." 

Mr.  Dulles  closes  with  this  masterly  summary: 

If  every  ambiguity  in  the  pre-Armistice  conditions  is  to  be 
resolved  in  favor  of  Germany;  if  every  ambiguity  in  the  treaty 
is  to  be  resolved  in  a  sense  oppressive  to  Germany;  if  it  be  as- 
sumed that  the  Reparations  Commission  is  to  exercise  its  func- 
tions in  a  spirit  obviously  destructive  of  the  interests  of  the 
Allies  and  of  the  economic  re-establishment  of  Europe;  then 
Mr.  Keynes'  condemnation  of  the  treaty  is  explicable.  If,  how- 
ever, the  immense  practical  difficulties  with  which  the  Peace 
Conference  had  to  deal  in  a  brief  period  of  time  are  taken  into 
account;    if  the  broad   constructive  purpose  of  the  treaty  is 
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borne  in  mind,  and  its  provisions  (already  elastic)  are  liberally 
construed  and  applied;  and  if  a  Reparations  Commission  is 
created  which  will,  as  intended,  exercise  its  powers  with  wisdom 
and  in  accordance  with  the  true  interests  of  the  nations  which 
it  represents;  then  the  treaty  can  be  regarded  as  a  statesmanlike 
accomplishment.    I  myself  adopt  the  latter  hypothesis. 

And  so  do  we. 

Is  it  too  early  to  say  that,  despite  Mr.  Keynes'  mastery 
of  figures,  his  breadth  of  view,  his  skill  as  a  writer  and  his 
rich  background  of  attainments,  his  book  as  a  contribu- 
tion to  the  settlement  of  the  world's  present  perplexities  is 
of  very  questionable  value,  possibly  of  less  than  no  value: 
for  it  faces  in  the  wrong  direction.    The  fact  is  that  the 
author  cannot  be  regarded  as  entirely  outside  of  that  mass 
of  men  of  conspicuous  ability,  which  includes  many  names 
just  short  of  being  great  —  Rousseau,  Proudhon,  Marx, 
Tolstoy,   Henry   George,   Treitschke  —  who   have    done 
most  to  darken  the  counsels  of  the  world  and  perpetuate 
its  miseries  —  the  men  whose  sympathies  control  their 
judgments,  and  whose  imaginations  temper  their  facts. 
In  each  generation  they  have  their  earmarks.    One  of  the 
most  frequent  is  constantly  finding  fault  with  the  world  as 
it  is,  and  seldom  saying  what  they  want  to  remedy  it. 
This  is  now  signally  prominent  in  the  class  of  writers 
whom  their  critics  call  Bolshevist  —  for  example  those 
in  The  Nation  and  The  New  Republic.    From  this  earmark 
Mr.  Keynes  is  exceptionally  free.     He  at  least   knows 
which  he  wants  and  says  it,  and  says  it  well.    Neverthe- 
less, he  talks  about  things  he  wants  when  there  is  no 
possibility  of  getting  them;  and  this  too  is  a  kind  of  Bol- 
shevism.   As  we  have  already  stated,  this  type  of  mind 
the  world  over,  from  the  Russian  radicals  to  our  ^'liberal" 
and  ''open-minded"   weeklies,   has  always   shown   itself 
in  sympathy  with  Germany. 

And  yet,  though  Mr.  Keynes  unquestionably  has  this 
type  of  mind,  and,  being  abler  than  most  of  his  fellows 
is    correspondingly   dangerous,   at    least   he    is   not,  like 
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them,  incapable  of  using  the  means  at  hand  when  he 
doesn't  entirely  approve  them.  Although  he  regards  the 
League  of  Nations  as  conceived  in  iniquity,  though  per- 
haps not  quite  ^'a  league  with  death  and  a  covenant 
with  hell,"  he  admits  that  '*the  wisdom  of  the  world  may 
yet  transform  [it]  into  a  powerful  instrument  of  peace,'' 
and  that  '*in  Articles  XI-XVII  [it]  has  already  accom- 
plished a  great  and  beneficent  achievement;"  that  '^our 
first  efforts  for  the  revision  of  the  Treaty  must  be  made 
through  the  League,  that  ''these  articles  make  substan- 
tially less  probable  a  war  between  organized  great  powers," 
and  that  ''this  alone  should  commend  the  league  to  all 


men. 


That  a  book  of  this  character  is  put  forth  without  an 
index  or  even  a  detailed  table  of  contents,  is  to  be  re- 
gretted. 

H.  H. 

The  Good  Old  Belief 

The  Forgotten  Man  and  other  Essays.    By  William  Graham 
Sumner.    New  Haven:  Yale  University  Press. 

This  fourth  (and  final)  volume  of  Sumner's  essays,  con- 
tains a  bibliography  of  his  writings  which  fills  eighteen  pages 
and  contains  probably  two  hundred  titles,  the  product  of 
some  forty  years  of  work.  Scriptural  criticism,  philosophy, 
history,  politics,  ethnology,  "sociology,"  currency,  bank- 
ing, taxation,  finance,  socialism,  morals,  make  up  a  group 
of  topics  that  seems  to  demand  for  its  title  —  De  omni  re 
scibili.  But  Sumner  was  no  dabbler;  it  would  be  hard  to 
think  of  a  word  less  applicable  to  him.  His  mental  proc- 
esses were  ruthless  and  omnivorous.  His  mind  gives 
one  the  impression  of  a  huge  stone-crusher  working  with 
the  thunder  of  many  hammers  and  pulverizing  everything 
fed  into  its  hopper.  You  may  agree  or  not  with  his  con- 
clusions but  you  cannot  accuse  him  of  sciolism  or  super- 
ficiality. 
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He  died  in  1910  —  four  years  before  the  war  broke  out. 
Reading  over  his  essays  on  the  old  tariff  fights,  the  "crime 
of  '73"  and  the  silver  campaign  of  1896,  one  cannot  but 
regret  that  he  did  not  live  to  deal  with  the  doings  of  the 
last  ten  years.  As  it  happens  those  years  have  been 
marked  by  an  epidemic  of  diseased  thinking  to  which  his 
own  philosophy  would  have  been  utterly  opposed  at  all 
points.  A  sturdy  individualism  is  the  very  warp  and  woof 
of  his  Weltanschauung.  No  doughtier  champion  of  the 
"Manchester  School"  ever  set  pen  to  paper.  It  was  a 
happy  thought  to  call  this  volume  by  the  title  of  his  essay 
"The  Forgotten  Man,"  for  it  is  a  classic  defense  of  the 
idea  upon  which  that  school  built  its  economics,  and 
which,  in  one  form  or  another,  runs  through  all  Sumner's 
own  writings.  Here  is  a  typical  passage:  —  "The  progress 
of  society  is  nothing  but  the  slow  and  far  remote  result 
of  steady,  laborious,  painstaking  growth  of  individuals. 
The  man  who  makes  the  most  of  himself  and  does  his 
best  in  his  sphere  is  doing  far  more  for  the  public  good  than 
the  philanthropist  who  runs  about  with  a  scheme  which 
would  set  the  world  straight  if  only  everybody  would 
adopt  it"  (p.  427).  Sumner  knew  of  no  short-cut  to  the 
millennium.  He  believed  that  whatever  was  good  had 
to  be  won  by  work  and  by  fighting,  won,  moreover,  by 
the  individual  for  himself.  He  emphasized  individual 
responsibility  for  individual  results.  He  believed  in  an 
ascetic  philosophy,Jand  expected  men  to  keep  their  muscles 
—  mental,  moral  and  physical  —  always  in  training. 
Salvation  by  group-action  meant  nothing  to  him  but  an 
effort  to  escape  from  one's  own  particular  task,  to  evade 
one's  own  particular  responsibilities  and  to  unload  one's 
own  burden  upon  someone  else. 

One  need  be  neither  the  good  Spencerian  that  Sumner 
was  nor  a  devoted  adherent  of  the  "Manchester  School" 
to  wish  that  his  voice  were  heard  today,  amid  the  babel 
of  shouting  that  arises  from  our  modern  "liberals"  and 
"radicals"  who  throng  the  Forum,  each  with  his  nostrum 
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by  use  of  which  men  may  escape  the  heritage  of  Adam, 
and  recover  the  lost  Eden  where  all  might  live  without 
work.  It  would  be  a  gladsome  sight  to  see  his  cudgel 
flailing  amid  the  mob.  Psychiatrists  know  the  formula 
of  parlor  Bolshevism  in  all  its  forms.  They  speak 
learnedly  of  the  "inferiority  complex"  and  of  "inade- 
quates,"  and  those  who  can  find  their  way  through  these 
technicalities  can  understand  whence  come  our  "journals 
of  opinion,"  our  "reviews  of  revolt,"  our  "periodicals  of 
protest,"  and  the  whole  literature  of  what  we  lightly  call 
the  "Greenwich  Village"  school  of  economics  and  of  life. 
But  it  would  take  a  pen  like  Sumner's  to  drive  these 
truths  into  the  mind  of  the  plain  man  and  make  him  under- 
stand once  and  for  all  that  in  so  far  as  he  lives  by  bread 
he  must  get  that  bread  in  the  sweat  of  his  own  face,  and 
that  no  other  way  will  give  it  to  him.  How  Sumner 
would  have  revelled  in  the  task!  What  savage  joy  he 
would  have  brought  to  the  criticism  of  an  economic  system 
based  on  exclusion  of  the  competent  and  the  rule  of  the  in- 
competent, of  a  theory  of  competition  whereby  all  should 
succeed,  of  a  theory  of  banking  in  which  the  borrower 
should  be  the  judge  of  his  own  credit! 
But  we  have  no  Sumner  today. 

Thomas  F.  Wood  lock. 


The  Faith  in  the  Unseen 

A  Cloud  of  Witnesses.  By  Anna  de  Koven  (Mrs.  Regi- 
nald de  Koven).  With  an  introduction  by  James  H. 
Hyslop.    New  York:  E.  P.  Dutton  and  Company. 

We  were  on  the  point  of  saying  that  this  book  will  have 
no  interest  for  those  who  are  skeptical  regarding  Psychical 
Research,  but  were  stopped  by  the  realization  that  in  a 
rather  wide  experience  we  have  hardly  ever  known  a 
scoffer  at  Psychical  Research  who  had  read  a  respectable 
book  on  the  subject.    Mrs.  de  Koven's  is  such  a  book,  and 
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prominent  among  the  comparatively  few  that  would  give 
a  new  inquirer  a  fair  general  view  of  the  subject.  Though 
not  a  professional  author,  she  is  far  from  being  a  dilettante 
one.  Her  life  of  Paul  Jones  is  a  solid,  even  a  standard, 
work,  and  to  her  present  book  she  has  given  the  same 
energetic,  patient  and  intelligent  research,  and  satisfying 
literary  form.  Although  it  is  not  altogether  a  critical 
work,  it  may  be  an  instructive  one,  even  for  those  who  will 
read  it  without  as  much  as  a  provisional  acceptance  of  its 
unqualified  faith  in  spiritism. 

The  first  chapter  gives  a  serviceable  summary  of 
Psychical  Research,  especially  that  of  the  English  Society, 
then  outlines  the  work  done  on  the  continent,  especially 
that  anticipatory  and  confirmatory  of  Dr.  Crawford's, 
which  is  so  much  better  known  to  readers  of  English. 

The  bulk  of  the  book  (pp.  37-238)  is  taken  up  by  the 
author's  experiences  with  "Mrs.  Vernon"  and  "Mr.  T.," 
two  recent  remarkable  sensitives  whose  only  other  appear- 
ances in  print,  we  believe,  have  been  in  this  Review  and 
extracts  from  it.  Most  of  these  experiences  were  of  os- 
tensible communications  from  the  author's  sister,  the 
indications  of  whose  earthly  life  are  of  exceptional  inter- 
est and  charm,  while  those  of  her  contrasting  develop- 
ment on  the  next  plane,  however  they  may  be  accounted 
for,  depict  a  heaven  growing  naturally  and  conformably 
out  of  the  universe  we  know,  with  a  life  of  expansion  and 
happiness  —  all  this  too  in  agreement  with  the  virtually 
concurrent  testimony  from  the  best  sensitives. 

There  is  also  a  chapter  of  ostensible  communications 
with  the  lamented  Edwin  Friend  who  was  murdered  in 
the  Lusitania  infamy. 

The  amount  of  emotion  involved  in  this  part  of  the 
book  was  not  conducive  to  very  critical  interpretation, 
and  most  of  the  accounts  are  of  course  of  kinds  with 
which  students  are  already  familiar,  but  there  is  a  large 
infusion  of  matters  novel,  suggestive  and  interesting. 

The  penultimate  chapter  contains   some   accounts  of 
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experiences  —  largely  of  materializations  —  with  Mr.  Foss 
of  Concord,  Mass.,  who  has  lately  attracted  much  atten- 
tion, and  the  final  chapter  is  a  wide  summary  for  so 
brief  a  one,  some  twenty-five  pages,  of  the  evidence 
afforded  by  Psychical  Research  against  "Our  Last 
Enemy." 

In  interpreting  the  various  communications  con- 
formably with  the  spiritistic  hypothesis,  Mrs.  de  Koven 
undoubtedly  often  strains  probability,  but  it  may  well 
be  doubted  if  she  strains  it  as  much  as  it  is  the  fashion 
to  strain  it  against  that  hypothesis;  and  straining  it  in 
some  places  should  not  be  permitted  unduly  to  weaken 
it  in  all. 

The  number  of  points  tempting  attention  has  lately 
increased  at  an  astonishing  rate,  and  the  author  seems 
to  have  tried  to  consider  all  that  have  come  before  her. 
Not  only  are  these  topics  many,  profound,  vague  and 
interrelated  in  great  complexity,  but  the  author's  excep- 
tionally enthusiastic  temperament  has  led  her  to  a  vast 
number  of  conclusions  on  evidence  that  will  not  seem  suf- 
ficient to  scientifically  cautious  minds.  The  inevitable 
effect  of  all  this  is  sometimes  one  of  confusion,  —  often 
of  more  than  really  exists  —  and  sometimes  of  hard  read- 
ing. But  even  in  these  passages,  the  interested  reader 
will  find  food  for  thought.  The  narrative  portion  is  at- 
tractive and  easy  reading. 

The  difficulties  of  the  ostensible  communications  — 
the  apparent  blendings  of  mind  between  communicators, 
mediums  and  sitters  —  render  it  inevitable  that  books 
on  the  subject  cannot  be  entirely  free  from  rubbish, 
but  the  one  under  consideration  may  safely  be  set  down 
as  more  nearly  free  than  the  majority  of  even  the  re- 
spectable ones  recently  poured  upon  us. 

Mourners  seeking  consolation  from  the  results  of  Psy- 
chical Research  are  probably  as  apt  to  find  it  here  as  in 
any  book  we  know  of. 

We  embrace  the  opportunity  to  give  a  germane  illus- 
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tration  of  how  the  mysteries  investing  Psychical  Research 
inevitably  give  rise  to  these  black-crow  stories.  It  has 
been  reported  about  that  Mrs.  de  Koven  has  lately  been 
showing  pieces  of  cloth  given  to  her  by  a  *' spirit"  from 
its  own  robe,  and  that  the  experts  declare  they  never  saw 
anything  like  it;  neither  did  Mrs.  de  Koven:  for  the  only 
basis  for  the  story  is  the  circumstance  narrated  in  her 
book,  that  '*Mrs.  Vernon  "  gave  her  a  message  purporting 
to  come  from  her  sister  in  a  post-carnate  life,  that  the 
latter's  death  stopped  her  work  on  a  table-cloth  •  she  was 
embroidering  for  Mrs.  de  Koven.  Neither  of  the  living 
ladies  knew  anything  about  it  at  the  time,  but  it  turned 
out  to  be  true. 

T.  E. 

The  Goose  and  the  Golden  Eggs 

Taxation  in  the  New  State.    By  J.  A.  Hobson,  New  York: 
Harcourt,  Brace  and  Howe. 

Mr.  Hobson's  earlier  work  has  aroused  much  approval 
and  very  little  question,  but  in  this  latest  he  seems  to 
have  felt  the  rush  of  the  times  far  enough  to  place  him  in 
some  positions  not  altogether  uncontested. 

He  has  shown  us  his  vision  of  "The  New  State"  — 
a  state  abundantly  supplied  by  the  few  with  money  to 
be  spent  by  the  many;  but  he  remains  sane  enough  to 
warn  the  many  against  spending  enough  to  discourage 
the  few  from  producing.  At  the  same  time  he  believes 
that  a  pretty  large  portion,  say  a  half,  of  the  property 
saved  ^by  the  few  can  be  taken  without  materially  di- 
minishingj_the  impulse  to  produce  and  save,  and  the 
pleasure  in  doing  so,  not  to  speak  of  the  pleasure  to  be 
derived  from  disposing  of  the  half  which  is  still  left  to  its 
creator. 

Conformably  with  this  belief,  Mr.  Hobson  desires  that 
half  of  the  existing  "surplus,"  as  he  calls  all  property  not 
necessary  to  keep  laborers  and  enterprisers  in  good  working 
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order,  should  be  devoted  at  once  toward  paying  off  his 
country's  national  debt.  Some  backward  folks,  including 
the  present  writer,  think  it  would  be  far  better  to  go 
slower. 

Partly  to  guard  against  such  wholesale  appropriation 
diminishing  the  productive  energy,  Mr.  Hobson,  un- 
deterred by  recent  American  experience  with  the  rail- 
ways and  the  post-office,  not  to  speak  of  minor  municipal 
experience  with  public  utilities,  says: 

If  railways,  mines,  electric  supply,  banks  and  insurance 
businesses,  the  drink  trade,  large  sections  of  the  housing 
and  distributive  trades,  become  public  businesses,  private 
savings  will  no  longer  be  needed  to  feed  these  enterprises  with 
new  capital:  that  provision  will  hereafter  be  made  by  the 
State  and  the  Municipality.  .  .  The  State  will  make  the 
necessary  savings  for  the  nationalized  industries  out  of  the 
income  of  these  industries. 

It  must  be  **the  new  state"  that  is  going  to  do  all 
this:  for  the  old  state's  attempts  have  generally  failed. 
Will  the  new  state  do  better.^  Where's  the  evidence,  and 
where  has  been  the  income  from  the  American  railways.'* 
And  Mr.  Hobson  goes  on  for  pages  on  the  assumption 
that  the  new  state  can  do  it  all. 

The  student  of  taxation  who  reads  the  foregoing  will 
not  be  surprised  to  learn  that  Mr.  Hobson  speaks  thus 
of  the  habitation  tax  highly  approved  by  many  authori- 
ties, including  Professor  Seligman. 

The  relation  between  taxable  income  and  the  rental  of  a 
dwelling  house  is  too  loose  to  be  of  any  value  for  national  tax- 
ation. The  tax  penalizes  town  dwellers  for  the  benefit  of  coun- 
try dwellers,  ignores  the  fundamental  consideration  of  the  num- 
ber of  dependents  on  an  income  requiring  house  room  .  .  .  and 
ignores  the  best  test  of  superfluous  housing,  viz.,  the  occupa- 
tion of  a  second  or  third  house  by  the  rich. 

We  venture  the  opinion  that  the  connection  between 
income  and  dwelling  averages  closer  than  between  income 
and  tax  return,  and  that  as  town  dwellers  pay  most  of 
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the  taxes  anyhow,  a  universal  habitation  tax  would  not 
materially  affect  the  proportion  paid  by  them.  When 
Professor  Seligman's  commission  recommended  the  habita- 
tion tax,  it  was  defeated  by  the  country  dwellers. 

The  good  idea  advocated  by  Mr.  Hobson  of  allowing 
exemptions  for  dependents  can  easily  be  included  in  a 
habitation  tax,  and  so  can  taxation  for  every  place  in 
which  a  man  dwells,  and  the  rate  can  be  made  progressive. 

The  idea  of  simplicity  in  taxation  has  not  yet  made 
much  headway  against  the  old  complexities  devised  when 
taxation  was  imposed  by  a  privileged  class  for  their  sup- 
port. But  now  that  it  is,  theoretically  at  least,  imposed 
by  all  for  the  good  of  all  (in  fact,  outside  of  tariffs  it  is 
more  and  more  imposed  on  the  few  by  the  many  for  the 
good  of  the  many),  simplicity  should  be  a  leading  con- 
sideration, and  the  intolerable  nuisance  of  the  recent  com- 
plexities may  yet  have  at  least  the  compensation  of  help- 
ing to  make  that  consideration  effective. 

Notwithstanding  our  serious  exceptions,  the  book  is 
well  worth  reading,  even  if  for  no  other  purpose  than  to 
see  one  more  illustration  of  the  effect  of  the  times  upon 
economic  ''thought."  And  there  is  still  left  in  it  enough 
of  Mr.  Hobson' s  long  recognized  ability  to  make  it  doubly 
worth  while. 

X. 

Adventurers  in  Verse 

The   Two  Worlds,     By  Sherard  Vines.     Oxford:  B.  H. 

Blackwell. 
The  Witches'  Sabbath.     By  E.  H.  W.  Meyerstein.    The 

same. 
Dunch.    By  Susan  Miles.    The  same. 
footsteps  and  Fantasies.    By  C.  J.  Druce.    The  same. 
Camelot.    By  B.  G.  Brooks.    The  same. 

A  bold  publisher  of  Oxford,  for  several  years,  has  been 
issuing   a    succession   of   slim   paper-bound   volumes,    to 
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which  he  has  given  the  name  of  Adventurers  All.  They 
are,  as  he  further  describes  them,  "a  series  of  young  poets 
unknown  to  fame,"  and,  whatever  qualities  they  may  not 
have,  and  however  they  differ  otherwise  among  them- 
selves, they  are  all  alike  in  possessing  the  spirit  of  youth, 
the  youth  of  today.  The  books,  in  fact,  are  only  a  more 
systematic  example  of  the  frequent  anthologies  of  verse 
published  at  various  universities  in  England  and  America. 
As  typical  of  what  the  new  generation  is  dreaming  about, 
we  have  looked  into  several  of  these  Adventurers,  expect- 
ing to  find,  and  finding,  that  they  have  at  least  the 
merit  of  representing  a  common  movement. 

And  they  have,  one  and  all,  another  merit.  In  the 
matter  of  execution  they  show  little  of  the  fumbling  awk- 
wardness that  might  be  expected  of  beginners,  most  of 
whom  probably  will  soon  forget  that  they  were  ever  poets. 
Compared  in  this  respect  with  the  volumes  turned  out  by 
hardened  professionals  their  work  stands  singularly  well. 
Apparently  the  mechanic  exercise  of  verse  has  grown  to 
be  any  man's  property,  a  something  in  the  air,  so  to  speak, 
an  art  to  be  picked  up  by  any  one  with  fair  intelligence  and 
a  modicum  of  education.  Not  only  Oxford,  but  all  our 
colleges  are  nests  of  singing  birds.  Whether  that  is  a  good 
or  a  bad  omen  for  the  future  of  poetiy,  we  leave  to  the 
discussion  of  those  critics,  almost  as  numerous  as  the 
poets  themselves,  who  are  assuring  us  with  solemn  accent, 
if  not  with  damnable  iteration,  that  never  before  was  the 
world  so  full  of  song.  For  ourselves  we  have  a  lingering 
suspicion  that  what  is  so  common  must  be  easy,  and  that 
what  is  easy  must  be  common.  But  that  is  another  story; 
the  verbal  adroitness  of  these  adventurous  young  men  and 
women  is  unquestionable. 

And  they  have  a  further  community  besides  that  of 
mechanic  dexterity.  One  and  all  they  are  caught  and  held 
enchanted  by  the  spell  of  disorder.  They  see  beauty 
indeed  in  spots  and  dashes;  'they  have  at  ready  command 
all  the  ancient  paraphernalia  of  moon  and  mist,  sunlight 
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and  color,  wind  and  water,  a  little  worn  no  doubt  from 
long  usage,  but  still  precious.  They  deck  their  verse 
with  these  properties  with  due  precision  of  observation; 
but  the  reality  for  them  is  of  another  sort,  and  will  break 
through  ever  and  anon,  sometimes  with  startling  effect. 
So,  for  its  brevity  as  much  as  for  its  typical  quality,  we 
quote  Mr.  Vines's  octave  ^'Of  Quiet": 

Quiet  sat  beside  the  sea 
In  a  chair  of  porphyry, 
Birds  about  her  head  would  beat, 
Fishes  leaped  between  her  feet. 
Sweet  the  purple  tide  did  run, 
And  gold  gorse  crackled  in  the  sun. 
Near  her  on  the  sluiced  ground 
Lay  a  man  who  had  been  drown'd. 

Death  is  much  in  the  mind  of  these  young  men,  as  it 
has  been  with  the  poets  always  and  of  all  ages;  but  death 
with  them  is  not  an  image  of  repose  set  against  a  world 
of  distraction,  but  is  itself  a  fantom  of  disorder  lurking 
behind  the  curtain: 

And  as  I  watched 
A  motley  winding  crew  of  shadows  rose, 
Gibbering  glibly  like  pale  driven  leaves 
At  the  fall  of  the  year,  or  writhing  in  and  out 
To  the  keen  agony  of  shrill  Phrygian  flutes. 
Chequered  with  black  they  were,  and  lurid  red; 
A  long  lean  carnival  of  death  —  a  vision 
Seen  by  a  madman  with  the  night-voice  tainted. 

So  sings  Mr.  Brooks  in  a  poem  entitled  Her  Soul, 
and  his  words  apply  to  the  soul  of  the  Muse  wooed  so 
ardently  by  these  Adventurers.  Life  for  them,  if  they 
mean  what  they  say,  is  a  Witches^  Sabbath  to  borrow 
the  title  of  the  most  ambitious  of  these  volumes.  If  they 
are  wise  in  anything  they  are  wise  in  the  lore  of  ugliness. 
We  have  had  our  Spoon  River  Anthology;  that  is  a  village 
of  peaceful  order  compared  with  Mrs.  Miles's  Dunch. 
With  apologies  we  quote  the  first  part  of  her  "Curate's 
Aunt"  as  a  picture  of  the  poet's  world: 
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The  curate  had  always  much  to  tell  his  aunt. 

For  twenty  years  she  had  imbibed  at  nine  oVock  each  night 

Cocoa  and  parochial  horrors 

Thick  and  well  stirred. 

He  told  her  how  Mrs.  Barnet's  last  baby 

Had  three  thumbs  and  a  hare  lip, 

And  how  Mrs.  Collins  had  stolen  her  old  mother's  silver  candle- 
stick 

And  stunned  her  with  the  rolling  pin  when  she  remonstrated; 

How  Jenny  Wilson  had  stuck  a  knitting-pin  through  her  eye- 
ball, 

And  Mrs.  Montague  had  had  seven  relatives  fracture  their  hip 
bones 

In  the  space  of  as  many  years. 

He  told  her  how  Mary  Allingham  had  broken  the  pledge  again 

And  kept  her  old  sister 

A  prisoner  in  the  copper  till  three  in  the  morning, 

Standing  over  her  with  the  poker  and  quoting  the  Scriptures; 

And  how  Martha  Hopkins  had  been  to  stay  in  the  country  with 
her  married  daughter, 

Who  lives  near  the  churchyard, 

And  had  found  a  dead  man's  eyeball   n  the  kettle 

When  she  went  to  wet  the  tea. 

And  every  night  the  curate's  aunt  sipped  her  cocoa, 

And  at  each  tale  of  horror  she  exclaimed 

"Tchah,  tchah!  Dear,  dear!  What  a  thing!"  .  .  . 

Doubtless,  for  admitting  a  dislike  of  this  sort  of  thing 
(and  it  is  t}'pical),  we  shall  be  reckoned  among  those 
"estimable  and  middle-aged  women  and  men,"  to  use 
Mrs.  Miles 's  scornful  words,  who  have 

Grumbled  at  the  ferment 

Youth's  yeast  was  working  in  their  familiar  world. 

But  really  we  have  no  objection  to  ferment;  only  what  is 
the  result  to  be,  wine  or  vinegar,  or  just  sour  beer.'^  Will 
no  one  of  these  young  poets  begin  to  think. ^ 

Weh!weh! 
Du  hast  sie  zerstort. 
Die  schone  Welt, 
Mit  machtiger  Faust; 
Sie  stiirzt,  sie  zerfallt! 
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Machtiger 

Der  Erdensohne, 

Prachtiger 

Baue  sie  wieder, 

In  deinem  Busen  baue  sie  auf! 


The  Cult  of  Eccentricity  Examined 

Rousseau  and  Romanticism.    By  Irving  Babbitt.  Boston : 
Houghton  Mifflin  Company. 

The  forceful  and  learned  author  of  The  New  Laokoon, 
and  The  Masters  of  Modern  French  Criticism  puts  us 
once  more  in  his  debt,  by  extending  to  the  field  of  morals 
that  survey  of  romantic  theory  and  practice  which  had 
been  completed  as  regards  literature  in  the  earlier  books. 
This  extension  has  had  the  unfortunate  effect  of  making 
the  book  of  the  three  best  worth  reading,  the  most  diffi- 
cult to  read.  Professor  Babbitt  makes  the  romantics 
speak  for  themselves.  His  pages  glitter  with  delicately 
chosen  extracts.  But  the  authors  no  longer  appear  as 
persons,  they  are  regimented  voices  compelled  into  a 
convincing  chorus  which  chants  crescendo  their  own  in- 
dividual and  collective  dispraise.  Interspersed  is  a 
recitative  of  the  author's  analysis  and  comment,  which 
clinches  the  condemnation  implicit  in  the  psalmody. 
The  very  honesty  and  thoroughness  of  Mr.  Babbitt's 
citation  of  witnesses  may  bewilder  a  casual  reader  and 
even  incline  him  to  regard  the  book  as  a  mass  of  evidence 
systematically  briefed  —  in  short  as  an  a-biblion. 

Such  it  is  for  the  casual  reader.  For  a  trained  and 
thinking  reader,  on  the  contrary,  it  is  one  of  the  most 
important  works  in  criticism  of  the  new  century.  Before 
developing  Mr.  Babbitt's  argument,  it  is  fair  to  empha- 
size a  word  of  explanation  in  his  Introduction.  There 
is  no  such  thing  as  a  complete  literary  estimate  in  the 
book,  nor  is  there  intended  to  be.  Writers  are  con- 
sidered only  as  they  illustrate  one  side  or  the  other  of 
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the  debate.  Wordsworthians  will  writhe  with  indignation 
at  Mr.  Babbitt's  cross-examination  of  their  hero.  It 
does  not  follow  that  the  prosecutor  is  blind  to  the  out- 
lying merits  of  the  witness.  Browningites  who  have 
read  Santayana's  essay  are  probably  immune  from  new 
irritations.  Tolstoyans,  however,  may  suffer  unexpected 
twinges.  Champions  of  such  apparently  spurned  beauties 
will  make  the  obvious  counter-attack  that  Mr.  Babbitt 
has  no  feeling  for  fine  literature,  but  prowls  around 
its  edges  with  detective  intent.  Such  a  misconception 
will  hardly  survive  an  honest  reading  of  the  book  itself. 

Broadly  speaking  the  book  is  a  contrast  between  two 
moral  schemes  called  humanistic  and  romantic.  These 
differ  in  their  definition  of  a  moral  centre  and  in  their 
direction  thereto  or  therefrom.  At  the  centre  of  things, 
the  humanist  sets  an  austere  principle  of  discipline  and 
restraint  which  is  "the  law  of  man."  It  is  opposed  to 
the  uncritical  and  deterministic  "law  of  things."  Success 
in  life  is  to  keep  approaching  this  centre,  thereby  asserting 
dominion  of  the  one  —  the  soul,  over  the  many  —  the 
desires  and  curiosities.  Perception  of  such  a  centre  is 
intuitive  and  the  result  of  progressive  experience.  We 
can  never  reduce  the  centre  to  formulas  and  definitions. 
We  sense  it  through  a  veil  of  illusion,  in  a  manner  of 
symbolism.  But  through  the  right  use  of  the  imagination 
illusion  may  be  made  a  sufficient  means  of  revelation. 
We  come  not  to  ultimate  knowledge,  but  at  least  to  a 
consistent  moral  judgment.  We  achieve  a  working 
unity  amid  the  diversity  of  mere  things  and  random 
impulses.  By  the  moral  centre  the  humanist  means 
very  nearly  what  the  devout  person  means  by  a  God 
within  us. 

On  the  practical  side,  we  generally  approach  the 
centre  by  saying  "No."  Like  the  Buddhist  who  believes 
man  is  naturally  indolent,  and  the  Jew  and  Christian 
who  believe  he  is  inherently  sinful,  the  humanist  treats 
his  desires  and  impulses  as  potentially  his  enemies.    Man's 
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task  is  to  control  them.  The  aim  of  this  inner  warfare 
is  moral  unity,  a  self-respect  based  on  self-discipline 
and  assuring  a  high  and  abiding  form  of  happiness.  The 
quest  is  for  a  sort  of  truth  that  possesses  universality, 
a  plane  upon  which  the  portentous  variety  of  human 
experience  may  be  harmonized.  At  all  points  the  com- 
plete moral  responsibility  of  the  individual  is  emphasized. 

Romanticism,  on  the  contrary,  asserts  that  man  is 
neither  indolent  nor  evil  by  nature,  but  good.  He  may 
and  must  obey  his  natural  impulses,  which  are  his  only 
safe  guide.  Life  is  expansion,  variety,  diversity.  It 
moves  not  by  conscious  contraction  towards  a  centre, 
but  away  from  a  centre.  At  this  centre  is  located  not 
God  or  conscience  or  a  higher  self,  but  the  despicable 
figure  of  the  average  trammeled  man  —  the  philistine. 
To  be  successfully  human  is  to  get  as  far  away  from 
him  as  you  can. 

On  th^  practical  side,  the  romantic  means  of  progress 
are  self-indulgence,  and  revery.  We  escape  from  the 
centre  by  always  saying  "Yes"  to  desires,  for  they  are 
holy.  Evil  is  to  fail  to  wreak  any  vital  impulse,  or  to 
hamper  any  romanticist  in  his  giddy  and  intoxicating 
programme  of  expansion.  What  is  spontaneous  is  right. 
Reflection  and  analysis  are  wrong.  The  liberated  in- 
dividual can  do  no  wrong.  Sin  is  a  bourgeois  category  — 
an  illusion,  the  result  of  interference  with  individual 
liberty.  All  emotional  experience  is  a  road  towards 
self-realization  and  self-expression.  The  infinite,  which 
the  humanist  seeks  within  himself  in  sacrifice  and  dis- 
cipline, is  to  be  sought  in  acceleration  of  sensory  experi- 
ence to  the  point  of  vertigo.  The  infinite  may  be  equally 
grasped  with  Wordsworth  before  a  sunset  or  with  Bau- 
delaire in  a  harlot's  arms. 

Such,  baldly  stated,  is  the  antithesis.  We  may  grasp 
it  concretely  by  comparing  the  libertinage  of  Aretino 
with  that  of  Rousseau.  Utterly  depraved,  Aretino 
knew  when  he  was  in  the  sensual  mire,  was  ready  to 
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blame  himself,  kept  the  sense  of  a  moral  centre.  He  also 
cared  tenderly  for  his  illegitimate  daughter.  Rousseau, 
however,  never  felt  more  keenly  his  moral  superiority 
than  when  dallying  with  his  several  mistresses.  He 
abandoned  five  illegitimate  children,  and  laid  the  blame 
for  it  upon  the  rich. 

Many  readers  will  criticise  the  author  for  making 
Rousseau  the  arch-prophet  of  the  cult  of  impulse.  They 
will,  with  entire  romantic  consistency,  throw  whatever 
blame  is  evidently  involved  upon  that  stalwart  scape- 
goat society.  Such  was  Victor  Hugo's  regular  moral 
procedure,  and  such  is  Socialistic  morality  today.  Here 
I  may  only  say  that,  if  to  be  the  first  to  preach  romantic 
individualism  a  outrance,  to  be  the  first  to  live  it  ruth- 
lessly, and  the  first  to  record  it  utterly,  is  an  insufficient 
claim  to  pioneer  honors,  then  one  may  fairly  contest 
Mr.  Babbitt's  main  thesis.  To  me  the  case  seems  so 
clear  that  I  am  ready  to  admit  that,  had  Rousseau  not 
existed,  Mr.  Babbitt  would  have  been  justified  in  invent- 
ing him  as  a  concrete  and  necessary  personification  of 
the  modern  moral  chaos. 

I  can  only  glance  at  the  brilliant  treatment  of  romantic 
genius,  which  is  supereccentricity;  of  romantic  morality 
which  is  unlimited  experimentalism,  accentuated  by 
equally  unlimited  sympathy;  of  romantic  love  which  is 
the  idolizing  of  one's  own  amorous  propensities;  of  roman- 
tic irony  which  is  the  disillusionment  incident  to  limitless 
indulgence.  These  chapters  abound  in  fine  and  just 
distinctions,  and  in  a  satire  all  the  more  telling  that  it 
is  carefully  measured.  Admirable  are  the  passages  on 
Ass  Worship  —  Onolatry,  and  on  the  humanistic  irony 
of  Socrates  as  distinguished  from  that  of  the  romanticists. 
The  rich  theme  of  romanticism  and  nature  I  can  only 
touch  in  passing,  and  that  by  a  quotation: 

One  of  the  reasons  why  pantheistic  revery  has  been  so 
popular  is  that  it  seems  to  offer  a  painless  substitute  for  genuine 
spiritual  effort.     In  its  extreme  exponents,  a  Rousseau  or  a 


1 82        The  Unpartizan   Review 

Walt  Whitman,  it  amounts  to  a  sort  of  ecstatic  animality 
that  sets  up  as  a  divine  illumination.  Even  in  its  milder  forms 
it  encourages  one  to  assume  a  tone  of  consecration  in  speaking 
of  experiences  that  are  aesthetic  rather  than  truly  religious. 
** '  Tis  only  heaven  that's  given  away,"  sings  Lowell;  "  '  Tis  only 
God  may  be  had  for  the  asking."  God  and  heaven  are  accorded 
by  Lowell  with  such  strange  facility  because  he  identifies  them 
with  the  luxurious  enjoyment  of  **a  day  in  June."  When 
pushed  to  a  certain  point  the  Nature  cult  always  tends  towards 
sham  spirituality. 

Oh  World  as  God  has  made  it 

—  All  is  beauty, 
And  knowing  this  is  love,  and 

Love  is  duty. 

It  seems  to  follow  from  these  verses  of  Browning,  perhaps 
the  most  flaccid  spiritually  in  the  English  language,  that  to 
go  out  and  mix  one*s  self  up  with  the  landscape  is  the  same  as 
doing  one's  duty.  As  a  method  of  salvation  this  is  even  easier 
and  more  aesthetic  than  that  of  the  Ancient  Mariner,  who,  it 
will  be  remembered,  is  relieved  of  the  burden  of  his  trans- 
gression by  admiring  the  color  of  water-snakes! 

This  passage  shows  how  deep  the  taint  of  romantic 
nomenclature  and  feeling  is  in  poets  who  are  not  pure  or 
conscious  romantics  at  all.  Lowell  was  not  such,  and 
Browning  and  Coleridge  only  partially  so. 

One  of  the  most  important  features  of  Mr.  Babbitt's 
argument  is  the  demonstration  of  the  complicity  of 
modern  science  with  romanticism.  The  matter  is  highly 
contentious.  Science  has  offered  a  prospect  of  inevitable 
progress,  which  tallies  nicely  with  the  romanticist's 
programme  of  unrestricted  emotional  expansion.  Both 
have  impaired  the  humility  which  underlies  alike  an 
effective  humanism  and  a  vital  religion.  The  tired 
scientific  man  has  been  too  tired  to  face  the  moral  reality 
of  the  inner  warfare  between  impulse  and  self-discipline, 
offering  therefor  an  illusory  substitute  in  material  prog- 
ress. Clearer  perhaps  is  the  relation  between  roman- 
ticism   and    national    determinism.     As    the    individual 
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romanticist  spurns  the  law  of  measure  for  himself,  so 
the  romantic  nation  sets  no  bounds  to  its  will  to  power. 
After  the  French  Revolution  the  critic  Geoffroy  wrote: 
"We  have  learned  by  a  fatal  experience  that  forty  years 
of  declamation  and  fustian  about  sensibility,  humanity  and 
benevolence  have  served  only  to  prepare  men's  hearts 
for  the  last  excess  of  barbarism."  Add  to  these  beatitudes 
"efficiency"  and  "Utopian  proletarianism,"  and  the 
comment  is  quite  up  to  date. 

To  some,  Mr.  Babbitt  will  seem  to  overstate  his  case. 
He  admits  that  adolescents  are  legitimately  romantic. 
So  it  seems  to  me  are  those  eternal  adolescents  the  lyric 
poets.  They  seem  to  me  less  dangerous  than  they  do 
to  him.  It  is  unreasonable  to  expect  a  Shelley  to  grow 
up,  also  unreasonable  to  class  with  the  greater  poets 
one  incapable  of  maturing.  The  need  of  a  moral  recon- 
struction is  the  deeper  lesson  of  this  grave  and  able  book. 
If  we  commit  ourselves  once  more  to  the  god  Whirl  of 
impulse,  to  the  complacencies  of  science,  and  the  un- 
bounded lust  of  collective  power  and  prosperity,  neglect- 
ing the  inner  warfare  of  the  spirit,  then  we  are  not  at 
the  end  of  a  catastrophe  but  only  at  its  beginnings. 

Frank  Jewett  Mather,  Jr. 


CORRESPONDENCE 

Herbert  Spencer 

We  venture  to  print  the  following  extract  from  a  private 
letter  of  Lord  Bryce  to  the  editor. 

What  you  say  of  Herbert  Spencer  makes  me  wonder  who  is 
right  about  him.  As  you  know,  the  admiration  of  John  Fiske, 
Youmans,  and  many  others  have  for  him  is  not  shared  by  Eng- 
lish philosophers;  still  less  by  English  historians,  who  think 
that  there  is  nothing  at  all  in  his  historical  work,  and  think  he 
was  absolutely  uncritical.    Who  shall  decide. f* 

April  30,  1920. 

This  was  answered  substantially  as  follows: 

Dear  Lord  Bryce  : 

Add  Professor  Sumner  to  your  list  of  eminent  American 
disciples  of  Spencer. 

Fm  afraid  you're  in  for  a  long  letter. 

It  starts  in  two  coincidences,  and  I'm  getting  more  and  more 
superstitious  regarding  coincidences  —  and  everything  else  — 
more  and  more  conscious  that  there's  more  behind  things  than 
is  open  to  our  sight  on  the  surface,  —  a  dangerous  state  of 
mind,  but  I  am  duly  forewarned. 

The  first  coincidence  was  that  your  letter  with  so  much  about 
Spencer  got  here  on  the  anniversary  of  his  birth.  The  opinion 
of  the  present  age  in  Britain  or  anywhere  else  regarding  him 
or  any  other  philosophical  writer,  or  literary  subject,  is  of  very 
little  account  in  my  purblind  eyes.  Outside  of  mechanics,  this 
age,  even  before  the  war,  seems  to  me  the  stupidest  since  the 
Reformation.  It  has  not  even  sense  enough  to  recognize  its  own 
great  contribution  to  thought  in  Psychical  Research  —  a  great 
contribution,  so  far,  in  telekinesis  and  telepsychosis,  whatever 
else  it  may  result  in.  The  age  manifests  its  stupidity  even  more 
in  making  light  of  the  Victorian  Age.  And  here  comes  in  my 
second  coincidence:  I  discovered  a  few  hours  after  getting  your 
letter,  on  looking  into  Who's  Who  for  your  age,  that  even  you 
are  to  be  credited  to  that  wonderful  Victorian  Era:  for  the  work 
which  you  know  I  consider  best  represents  you,  was  published 
in  1862. 

Well,  this  age  might  be  a  great  deal  brighter  than  it  is,  without 
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recognizing  Spencer.  He's  too  big  to  be  seen  at  close  range  — 
like  a  mountain  to  people  right  under  it.  When  they  get  far 
enough  away  to  see  that  peak  in  relation  to  the  whole  range  of 
thought,  its  immensity  will  be  realized.  From  it  came  a  revela- 
tion more  effective  than  that  from  Sinai.  It  might  be  a  better 
metaphor  to  say  that  evolutionary  philosophy  is  more  like  sun- 
light or  the  atmosphere.  Although  they  pervade  everything, 
people  are  seldom  conscious  of  them.  Spencer's  philosophy  was 
better  appreciated  when  promulgated  than  now  because  of  its 
revolutionary  novelty,  its  union  with  Darwinism,  and  there 
being  bigger  men  in  kindred  fields  to  back  it. 

You'll  think  this  pretty  tall  talk.    But  notice  the  word  evolu- 
tion the  next  half  dozen  times  you  meet  it  in  your  reading, 
realize  that  it  is  the  accepted  ultimate  test  of  every  thing  and 
every  thought,  and  then  reflect  how  it  got  there.     In  every 
topic  where  you  find  it,  outside  of  biology  and  geogony,  it  was 
put  there  by  Spencer.    Of  course  other  people  led  up  to  it,  as 
other  people  led  up  to  the  Copernican  system  and  gravitation, 
but  Copernicus  and  Newton  are  no  more  to  be  credited  with 
them  than  Spencer  is  to  be  credited  with  evolution,  outside  of 
biology  and  geogony.    And  evolution  is  a  bigger  instrument  of 
thought  than   either   sol-centrism   or  gravitation.      It's  what 
philosophy  had   been  striving  for  from  the  beginning  —  and 
doesn't  half  recognize  now  it's  got  it.    Darwin  did,  and  he  said: 
"We  all  bow  the  knee  to  Spencer."    The  reason  your  philos- 
ophers think  lightly  of  him  is  the  high-priori  in  their  blood. 
For  three  thousand  years  people,  with  the  exception  of  an  oc- 
casional Aristotle  —  or  Spencer  —  have  declared  the  field  of 
philosophy  to  be  behind  phenomena  and  explicable  by  specu- 
lation.    Pres.  Butler  of  Columbia  said  to  me  that  philosophy 
begins  where  Spencer  left  oflF.     Kant  partly  extricated  his  mind 
from  that  fog,  but  Spencer  was  the  first,  so  far  as  I  know,  to 
declare  that  the  field  of  philosophy  is  whatever  is  universal  in 
phenomena,  and  cannot  extend  beyond  them.     Even  Plato's 
discovery  of  the  universality  and  eternity  of  the  Idea  —  the 
only  notion  strictly  philosophical  of  any  consequence  that  my 
limited  and  sorely-tried  stock  of  patience  has  been  able  to  find 
in  him  —  belongs  to  this  field:  for  it  is  a  straight-away  general- 
ization from  the  unlimited  appearances  the  Idea  can  take,  e.  g., 
the  Parthenon,  the  myriad  portraits  of  it,  the  architect's  plans, 
and  the  possibility  —  if  every  one  of  them  should  be  swept 
away,  and  every  man  who  ever  saw  one  dead  —  of  reproducing 
it,  even  through  the  brain  of  a  psychic  sensitive. 
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As  to  the  historians  taking  little  account  of  Spencer.  In  a 
sense  he  took  little  account  of  them.  His  interest  in  history 
was  in  a  sense  very  incidental.  I  wonder  how  much  contem- 
porary historians  thought  of  Socrates  and  Aristotle!  When 
Spencer  and  Fiske  and  I  were  wandering  around  Windsor 
and  I  plying  Spencer  with  local  questions,  he  stopped  suddenly 
and  said:  "Fm  proud  to  say  I  don't  know.  The  gossip  of  courts 
and  camps  that  passes  for  history  takes  no  hold  on  me.  My 
mind  keeps  the  facts  only  until  it  gets  the  generalization  Vm 
looking  for,  and  then  they  go."  He  got  his  history  straight 
enough  to  clearly  formulate  evolution  in  it  for  the  first  time. 
Your  historians  seem  to  have  regarded  Fiske  as  something  of  a 
historian  when  they  invited  him  to  lecture  at  Oxford  and  at  the 
King  Alfred  millenary.    You  know  what  he  thought  of  Spencer. 

Specialists  like  to  pick  flaws  in  generalizations,  but  what  dif- 
ference does  an  occasional  mistake  make  in  generalizations  as 
colossal  as  Spencer's  if  he  gets  their  general  drift  right .^  Fm 
talking  now  of  the  synthetic  philosophy  of  the  universe,  not 
of  his  notions  of  political  detail.  What  would  become  of  Plato 
if  he  were  judged  entirely  by  that.? 

Other  things  even,  aren't,  after  all,  the  best  judges  of  a  phi- 
losophy the  men  of  the  biggest  common  sense  among  those  who 
care  to  study  it.?  "Our  dear  old  Carnegie"  (I  like  to  echo  your 
phrase)  had  a  mind,  as  you  well  know,  and  you  know  what  he 
thought  of  Spencer. 


EN   CASSEROLE 

Mr.  Howells 

Probably  earth  never  knew  a  lovelier  nature  than  the 
one  which  was  removed  to  higher  spheres,  we  trust,  when 
Howells  died. 

If  we  had  not  some  faith  that  the  possession  of  such  a 
nature  must  be,  next  to  love,  the  greatest  of  human  bless- 
ings, we  should  fear  that  the  happiness  he  knew  here  bore  a 
lower  ratio  to  his  deserts  than  that  of  many  meaner  men: 
for  his  sympathies  were  so  deep  and  tender  that  the 
misery  in  the  world  was  a  constant  and  heavy  burden 
to  him,  and  one  that,  in  the  world's  recent  terrible  turmoil, 
only  added  to  the  burden  of  his  many  years. 

In  his  efforts  to  relieve  economic  troubles,  his  pen  was 
like  a  perfect  instrument  in  the  hands  of  an  over-tender 
surgeon.  In  writing  this  with  our  own  blunt  tool,  and  in 
purposing  to  write  a  farther  word  or  two  like  it,  we  expe- 
rience something  of  the  feeling  which  so  often  stayed  his 
hand. 

Those  who  loved  him  best  realized  that  his  judgment 
was  not  strong  where  there  was  room  for  sympathy,  or 
even  modesty.  But  judgment  has  nothing  to  do  with 
feeling,  except  as  feeling  may  aid  understanding. 

We  are  really  inclined  to  believe  that  his  denial  of  genius 
to  anybody  was  due  to  a  reluctance  to  admit  that  one  man 
should  naturally  be  so  far  endowed  above  other  men,  and, 
especially,  to  claim  such  endowment  for  himself.  This 
state  of  mind  goes  far  to  explain  why  he  tried  to  pull  the 
great  authors  from  their  pedestals,  as  well  as  the  great 
capitalists  from  their  vantage  points.  It  also  accounts  for 
the  only  word  of  detraction  we  have  heard  amid  the  chorus 
of  love  and  admiration  called  forth  by  his  death:  '*He  was 
a  poor  critic." 

187 
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But  we  don't  want  our  brief  tribute  to  end  in  a  minor 
key,  nor  would  he,  even  if  the  more  cheerful  inflection 
were  to  raise  a  little  laugh  at  his  expense:  for  he  would 
be  the  first  to  join  in  it.  One  night  at  dinner  we  heard 
him  declare  to  St.  Gaudens  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
genius,  whereupon  St.  Gaudens  asked:  "What  do  you 
call  it  when  you  see  it?'' 

Though  Howells'  modesty  would  not  see  it  in  himself, 
everybody  else  saw  it  there,  with  much  that  was  better 
even  than  genius.  It  is  good  to  feel  it,  and  to  believe  that, 
despite  his  heavy  sorrows  and  his  almost  constant  pain 
from  sympathy  with  the  sorrows  of  others,  happiness  must 
have  preponderated  in  his  life:  for  he  inspired  so  much 
love. 

Advertisements  I  Have  Known 

Every  child  is  born  to  be  an  advertising  man.  Their 
keepers  have  a  subconscious  realization  of  this  at  first, 
but  are  constantly  forgetting  it  later.  What  is  the 
volume  which  sophisticated  parents  hand  their  young 
when  the  early  morning  hours  are  rent  with  sounds  of 
waking?  Is  it  the  embossed  and  hand  tooled  edition  of 
fairy  tales  which  has  lately  broken  the  hearts  of  rival  pub- 
lishers? It  is,  as  you  all  know,  a  Sears-Roebuck  catalogue. 
This  is  why  I  say  that  all  children  are  born  with  the 
advertising  tendency.  And  unless  this  tendency  is  de- 
flected by  parents  it  will  increase  rapidly  with  years,  and 
if  allowed  full  flower,  make  them  wealthy  and  influen- 
tial —  having  summer  homes,  cooks  and  sundry  com- 
forts. What  days  they  work  they  sit  in  easy  oflices  writing 
such  golden  phrases  as,  "Your  Nose  Knows."  They  lunch 
copiously  with  fellow  members  of  the  luxurious  profession, 
returning  to  write  another  catchy  pass  word  or  two. 
Other  days  they  give  openly  to  recreation. 

My  own  childish  advertising  enthusiasm  was  given  to 
businesses  conducted  wholly  by  mail.  I  spent  large  sums 
on  "daintily  alluring"  sachets  by  the  dozen  which  I  was 
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told  would  bring  me  in  a  regular  income.  I  once  bought  a 
gross  of  suspender  buttons,  also  a  shocking  number  of 
asbestos  stove  mats.  But  I  found  that  far  from  bringing 
me  in  anything  regular  in  the  way  of  an  income,  they 
made  short  work  of  what  income  careful  parents  allowed 
me,  and  brought  only  reproach  and  disaster. 

My  faith  was  farther  shaken  by  a  sister's  experience 
with  hair  tonic.  This  sister,  who  had  an  even  greater  lust 
for  answering  advertisements  than  I,  and  hair  that  would 
have  cloaked  Godiva,  made  response  to  a  firm  in  a  large 
western  city  (could  it  have  been  Chicago.^)  which  claimed 
to  have  discovered  a  new  and  secret  process  for  growing 
hair  wherever  you  chose  to  put  it.  There  followed  daily 
letters  in  which  the  price  of  this  new  and  secret  process 
which,  alas,  was  nothing  more  exciting  than  a  tonic,  was 
reduced  from  $2.50  a  bottle  to  $0.25.  With  the  closing 
days,  the  tone  of  the  letters  grew  sterner,  culminating  in 
this  reproof  which  my  small  sister  read  to  an  astonished 
breakfast  table: 

Dear  Madam:  — 

Evidently  you  prefer  to  be  bald.  However,  we  are  interested 
in  your  condition  if  you  are  not,  and  if  you  will  send  ten  cents 
($0.10)  to  cover  postage,  will  be  glad  to  allow  you  a  compli- 
mentary bottle  of  Electro  Scalp. 

This  my  sister  did,  and  so  it  was  revealed  to  us  that 
firms  existed  with  aims  purely  selfish  and  merchandise 
purely  mythical. 

Each  new  life  experience  brings  revelation s^of^the  all- 
embracing  human  interest  of  the  advertising  profession. 
Getting  married  I  found  opened  an  entirely  fresh  field. 
Think  of  the  heart  that  penned  these  lines, 

War  Brides! 

Our  lads  are  going  across  the  seas.  Many  of  them  will  never 
return.  Your  husband  may  escape.  We  hope  he  will.  But 
while  we  do  not  wish  to  appear  gloomy  we  would  suggest  that 
you  bring  him  in  and  have  him  photographed.     There  is  no 
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charge  at  present.  We  lay  the  photograph  away.  You  may  be 
glad  to  have  it  later. 

They  are  coated  with  sentiment,  these  messages  to 
brides,  and  yet  there  is  always  the  practical  turn.  They 
write : 

Dear  Madam, 

You  are  now  treading  the  primrose  paths.  Your  feet  are  in  the 
stars.  This  is  as  it  should  be  and  we  have  no  wish  to  interrupt 
love's  young  dream.  In  the  fall,  however,  you  will  begin  to 
think  of  furniture,  et  cetera. 

Less  kindly  and  more  insistent  are  the  letters  which  come 
from  these  delightful  men  after  two  years  of  neglect  on  my 
part.  While  allowing  that  my  money  is  my  own,  and  that 
I  will  of  course  spend  it  in  any  way  that  I  desire,  the  impli- 
cation is  that  they  are  prepared  to  make  things  pretty 
ugly  for  me  if  I  still  refuse  to  buy  their  wares. 

Everyone  who  has  studied  farm  journals  knows  that 
an  appreciation  of  their  manner  of  advertising  would 
necessitate  volumes  of  space.  There  is  a  superlative 
briskness  about  them.  The  jading  effect  that  farming  has 
on  its  victims  must  be  counteracted  before  their  minds  are 
ready  to  receive  suggestions.  I  shall  not  attempt  to  deal 
with  this  unique  branch  of  the  profession,  and  yet  I  can- 
not but  recall  the  terrible  shock  received  on  the  evening  of 
my  first  acquaintance  with  such  literature  when  my  eyes 
were  dazzled  by  these  large  letters: 

*'Hog  Lice,  Your  Day  is  Done!" 

Can  anything  more  piteous  be  imagined  than  one  of 
these  creatures,  be  he  never  so  ignoble,  sitting  down  to  an 
evening  meal  and  drawing  out  his  farm  journal,  to  come 
suddenly  upon  this  terrorizing  message.^ 

During  recent  years  a  great  revival  has  sprung  up 
among  men  who  claim  the  privilege  of  taking  our  minds  in 
hand  for  the  purpose  of  discipline.  It  was  in  Boston  that 
I  first  learned  about  the  proper  use  of  will  power.  I  was 
visiting  in  a  house  where  nothing  was  lacking,  from  an 
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electric  door  mat  to  an  aluminum  oven,  except  books. 
Late  at  night,  left  for  the  first  time  to  my  own  devices, 
I  discovered  that  my  room  contained  nothing  in  the  way  of 
reading  matter  but  a  little  pamphlet  entitled,  Power  and 
How  to  Exert  it. 

Power,  the  estimable  author  insisted,  is  only  a  matter  of 
training.  Take  a  piece  of  vellum  and  cut  in  it  a  hole  to 
simulate  the  human  eye.  Lay  it  on  the  floor.  Standing  at 
fifteen  feet  and  decreasing  the  distance  by  degrees,  fix 
your  gaze  on  the  fictitious  eye.  In  this  way  the  muscles  of 
your  own  eye  will  become  strengthened,  your  brain  sharp- 
ened and  your  heart  hardened  until  the  vellum  if  it  were 
human  would  quail  before  you.  This  exercise  fades  into 
insignificance  before  the  Frog  Test. 

Put  a  frog  in  a  glass  jar  and  pin  him  with  your  glance  — 
trained  by  this  time  to  terrific  proportions.  Look  through 
the  glass  darkly  at  the  frog  in  the  old  velluminous  way, 
until  he  is  completely  mastered.  After  you  have  become 
trained  to  this  degree,  it  is  evident  that  you  can  make  a 
frog  do  anything  you  want  him  to,  though  it  is  never  made 
clear  just  what  services  one  would  be  likely  to  demand  of  a 
frog.  That  pitiless  gentleman,  the  author,  assures  us  that 
frogs  have  even  become  insane  under  this  treatment. 

The  frog  test  prepares  one  for  the  human  encounter. 
The  next  time  that  you  are  riding  in  a  street  car  and  feel 
an  eye  boring  into  your  back  with  such  ferocity  as  to 
render  you  powerless,  know  that  you  are  in  the  hands  of 
one  who  is  obeying  the  dictates  of  the  man  who  invented 
the  Frog  Test.  Do  not  struggle.  Rather  we  should 
advise  following  to  the  police  station  or  wherever  the 
higher  will  demands,  and  when  released,  losing  no  time 
over  the  purchase  of  the  little  volume  which  is  responsible 
for  your  downfall. 

Sometimes  I  wonder  if  those  Boston  friends  of  mine  know 
that,  greater  than  the  telephone  so  elastic  that  it  can  be 
taken  from  attic  to  cellar,  than  the  infinitesimal  apparatus 
which  heats  the  entire  home  by  vacuum,  or  even  than  the 
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automatic  clothes  wringer  and  coffee  grinder  combined, 
is  a  small  brown  book  which  has  somehow  found  its  haven 
in  their  guest  room. 


Prohibition  Up  To  Date 

Bibulous  folks  declare  that  there's  about  as  much 
liquor  to  be  had  in  New  York  as  before  the  law  was  sup- 
posed to  go  into  effect,  but  that  it  costs  more.  In  other 
words,  in  New  York  prohibition  does  not  prohibit,  but 
merely  levies  a  tax  which  presumably  forms  a  corruption 
fund  for  the  officials  appointed  to  enforce  the  law.  We 
learn  on  fair  authority  that  the  current  price  of  whiskey 
in  New  York  is  thirty  dollars  a  case  to  the  Revenue 
and  fifty  dollars  to  the  revenue  collector. 

On  the  other  hand,  a  lady  resident  in  a  little  Virginia 
village  not  far  from  Washington  tells  us  that  before  Vir- 
ginia went  dry,  the  neighboring  farmers  came  into  that 
village  Saturday  afternoons,  each  with  a  load  of  produce, 
sold  the  loads,  spent  the  money  drinking  and  gambling, 
presumably  with  professional  outsiders,  and  went  home 
drunk  without  taking  anything  to  their  families;  but 
that  since  the  state  went  dry,  the  farmers  come  in  and  sell 
their  produce  as  before,  go  straight  to  the  bank  and  de- 
posit part  of  their  money,  with  the  rest  go  shopping  for 
their  families,  and  go  home  sober. 

When  we  repeated  these  statements  at  the  Century 
Club,  Mr.  Paul  More  quietly  commented:  "Yes:  that's 
the  trouble  with  prohibition:  it  does  so  much  good." 

The  practical  indication  seems  to  be  in  favor  of  local 
option  —  prohibition  in  the  small  towns  where  it  does 
good,  and  high  license  in  the  larger  ones  where  prohibition 
does  not  prohibit,  and  breeds  corruption.  And  in  the 
larger  places,  it  probably  would  be  practical,  as  well  as 
desirable,  so  to  limit  the  places  where^ liquor ,, could  be 
had,  that^there  would  not  be  temptation  glaring  at 
every  turn. 
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And  why  need  the  "poor  man's  club"  be  a  place 
where  he  can  befuddle  himself?  It  will  be  interesting 
to  see  if  it  does  not  yet  evolve  into  an  institution  where 
he  can  obtain  useful  refreshment,  and  take  his  family, 
and  settle  the  affairs  of  state  and  the  universe  with  his 
neighbors  even  more  effectively  than  he  did  in  the  saloon. 


Figs  and  Fiction 

To  the  divine  sagacity  of  that  ancient  question:  **Do 
men  gather  figs  of  thistles?"  a  reader  of  contemporary 
fiction  might  reply,  Novelists  do,  the  novelists  of  today. 
It  is  fashionable  to  scorn  the  sanity  of  the  Victorian  era  as 
stodgy,  but  the  novelists  of  that  period  were  both  too 
great  and  too  humble  to  deny  the  obvious  merely  because 
it  is  obvious.  The  world  is  a  good  deal  more  moral  than 
we  are  willing  to  admit.  We  base  our  daily  dealings  with 
others  on  the  fact  of  an  inexorable  causation  between  con- 
duct and  character;  we  never  expect  courage  of  the  habitu- 
ally cowardly,  nor  sacrifice  of  the  habitually  selfish.  This 
being  true,  it  is  amazing  how  light-heartedly  we  accept 
the  light-hearted  inconsistencies  of  many  present-day 
novels. 

Readers  turn  to  fiction  either  to  enjoy  the  release  from 
reality  offered  by  the  fairy  tale,  or  to  study  valid  revela- 
tions of  the  human  soul  in  action;  in  other  words,  we  go  to 
novels  either  to  forget  ourselves  and  our  neighbors  or  to 
learn  more  about  both.  The  honest  and  courageous 
reader  or  writer  of  fiction  is  seeking  information  in  order 
that  daily  personal  conduct,  through  clearer  knowledge  of 
human  psychology,  may  become  less  fumbling.  No  such 
tonic  clarity,  however,  is  to  be  obtained  by  denying  the 
humdrum  truth  that  the  wages  of  sin  is  disintegration. 
Only  in  pure  romance  does  a  novel-writer  or  novel-reader 
expect  to  gather  figs  of  thistles.  The  fairy  tale  is  like  other 
childish  practices,  risky  if  too  long  indulged:  for  even 
while  our  practical,  everyday  relations  with  our  fellows 
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deny  a  novelist's  false  thesis,  we  are  subtly  affected  by  his 
standards.  If  heroine  or  hero  may  trample  the  ten  com- 
mandments, and  still  remain  charming,  so,  we  subcon- 
sciously argue,  may  we.  After  having  read  fallacious 
fiction,  we  older  children  live  in  it  with  an  infantile 
enthusiasm. 

\\niether  or  not  present-day  readers  always  recognize  a 
fairy  story  when  they  read  one,  there  are  very  few  con- 
temporary writers  who  would  frankly  acknowledge  to 
themselves  that  they  have  written  one.  There  never  was  a 
period  prouder  of  its  passion  for  reality.  It  would  startle 
many  a  writer  to  be  informed  that  he  is  not  a  novelist 
but  a  propagandist:  for  there  is  an  unnoted  likeness 
between  the  characteristics  of  nursery  legend  and  those  of 
propaganda:  both  are  seeking  not  abstract  truth,  but  a 
particular  effect;  both  either  so  color  facts,  or  so  evade 
them,  as  to  make  a  desired  impression  upon  the  reader. 
Many  novelists  today,  little  as  they  realize  it,  are  prop- 
agandists of  a  millenium  in  which  human  nature  shall 
react  in  a  new  way  to  the  new  laws  of  a  new  liberty.  But 
while  the  advantages  of  changed  political  or  social  condi- 
tions may  be  open  to  debate,  the  laws  of  character  causa- 
tion remain  too  obvious  to  be  arguable.  Morality  is 
somehow  a  stubborn  fact,  which  no  man  or  novel  may 
deny  without  resultant  shrinkage.  The  most  skilful 
spell-maker  does  not  quite  convince  us  when  he  postulates 
figs  from  thistles.  For  example,  we  know  that  a  child 
reared  amid  the  filth  of  Limehouse  could  not  burst  into  an 
efflorescence  of  exquisite  girlhood;  for  orchids  do  not 
grow  on  ash  heaps,  however  consummate  the  artist  touch 
that  draws  them  against  such  a  background.  On  the 
other  hand,  good  is  as  coercive  upon  character  as  evil. 
You  cannot  escape  a  good  action,  much  less  a  series  of 
them,  more  readily  than  a  bad  one.  A  girl  who  has  loved  a 
noble  man  with  all  the  highest  aspiration  of  her  being 
does  not,  in  revenge  upon  fate  for  his  death,  instantly  be- 
come a  Jezebel.    The  same  girl,  after  having  devoted  two 
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years  to  the  salvaging  of  men's  bodies  broken  by  war, 
does  not  give  the  rest  of  her  life  to  destroying  all  that  is 
holiest  in  men's  souls.  Nor  could  this  same  girl  after 
years  of  lowest  self-indulgence  for  the  lowest  motives  be 
thereby  equipped  for  acts  of  supreme  physical  and  of 
superlative  moral  courage.  **A  Servant  of  Reality" 
denies  reality  on  every  page.  Commonplace  and  hoary 
with  despised  conservatism  as  the  fact  may  be,  it  is  still 
true  that  neither  in  novels  nor  out  of  them  do  men  gather 
thorns  of  grapes. 

As  to  figs  and  fiction,  no  one  denies  that  the  fecund 
field  of  human  nature  produces  all  manner  of  growth,  and 
every  manifestation  of  its  energy  is  legitimate  ground  for  a 
novelist's  study.  One  objects  only  to  the  effort  to  force 
from  a  refractory  universe  roseate  results  that  it  does  not 
actually  yield.  It  might  be  a  gayer  world  if  each  in- 
dividual garden  plot  might  safely  indulge  in  weeds  with- 
out penalty  of  sterility,  but  since  this  may  not  be,  it  is 
better  that  novelists  should  paint  thistles  as  Baudelaire 
painted  gutter  slime,  when  he  pointed  out  the  beauty  of 
its  iridescence  but  did  not  insist  that  it  was  therefore  good 
to  drink. 

Moral  law  may  be  moss-grown,  but  it  is  a  rock  against 
which  the  older  novelists  never  dashed  a  character  with- 
out admitting  his  breakage.  They  were  brave  enough  to 
make  the  commonplace  the  foundation  of  their  art.  They 
prepared  for  a  reader's  conviction  by  showing  him  the 
slow  sure  processes  of  causation.  Never  was  defter 
artistry  devoted  to  character  portrayal  than  today,  but 
the  morality  is  that  of  the  fairy  tale.  The  older  novelists 
had  courage,  the  newer  ones  have  audacity,  when  they 
say.  Behold  this  man  habitually  sensual,  nevertheless  he  is 
noble  because  I  say  so,  or.  Behold  this  woman,  her  life 
is  a  net  of  lies,  nevertheless  she  is  honest  because  I  say  so. 
In  these  puzzling  days,  we  all  long  for  better  civic  and 
social  conditions  which  shall  make  the  human  soul  more 
free  and  clear  upon  its  quest,  but  that  freedom  will  not  be 
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gained,  either  in  life  or  in  fiction,  by  emancipating,  from 
those  age-old  laws  of  conduct  and  character  which  express 
its  garnered  knowledge  of  itself. 


Concerning  Picnics 

Divers  times  I  have  been  challenged  to  explain  why  I 
like  to  broil  my  steak  with  a  garniture  of  sand,  to  cook 
bacon  on  a  forked  stick  from  which  it  frequently  falls  into 
the  ashes,  to  risk  the  invasion  of  ants  into  my  food,  and 
of  dead  leaves  into  my  drink  —  why  in  the  name  of  Com- 
mon Sense  (potent  divinity!)  I  profess  to  enjoy  these 
aberrations,  when  civilization  has  spent  some  hundreds  of 
years  in  perfecting  plates  and  forks  and  pans  and  table- 
cloths for  my  convenience.  For  a  picnic,  mind  you,  must 
have  nothing  to  do  with  these  aids  to  polite  eating.  The 
automobile  excursion  with  tea  basket  and  thermos  bottle 
is  only  an  aristocratic  distant  relative  of  the  picnic;  and  as 
for  those  large  gatherings  familiar  to  my  childhood,  and 
doubtless  still  flourishing,  whereof  salad  eggs,  jelly  sand- 
wiches, and  home-made  cake  with  sticky  frosting  are  the 
principle  features  —  they  are,  perhaps,  stolid  bourgeoise 
uncles  of  the  proper  picnic.  No,  this  is  a  vagabondish  and 
individualistic  affair.  Preparations  require  no  more  than 
fifteen  minutes:  you  thrust  into  your  knapsack  matches 
and  bread  and  bacon,  young  green  onions,  a  knife  to  point 
green  twigs  for  spits,  and,  if  the  Pipes  of  Pan  are  sounding 
uncommonly  shrill  and  clear,  a  precious  quart  of  native 
claret. 

In  the  winter,  for  the  most  part,  I  can  take  my  meals 
contentedly  indoors.  But  even  in  that  bleak  season  come 
days  —  a  sudden  warmth  and  moist  freshness  in  January, 
a  snow  flurry  in  February,  a  morning  of  crystalline  sun 
and  ice  in  December  —  which  call  me  out  to  meet  the 
challenge  of  frozen  wood  and  frost-soaked  ground.  As  for 
rain  —  there  is  nothing  sweeter  (save  swimming  by  moon- 
light) than  to  listen  to  rain  among  the  leaves  while,  under 
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an  over-arching  rock,  I  nurse  my  sputtering  and  protesting 
fire  into  an  unwilling  ruddy  warmth  to  dry  my  steaming 
garments  and  rejoice  my  heart. 

Then,  one  morning,  I  wake  to  find  winter  fled  over 
night.  I  am  possessed  by  restlessness  that  will  not  be 
denied  —  a  wistful  longing  for  unknown  trails,  a  nostalgia 
for  forgotten  roads.  Against  this  homesickness  for  some 
lost  free  realm  of  the  spirit  I  struggle  for  perhaps  a  week. 
Then,  regardless  of  mud  and  whatever  threats  the  whim- 
sical weather  may  mutter  in  my  ears,  I  go  into  the  wet 
March  woods  to  look  for  sassafras  and  dogwood  buds,  and 
wave  a  greeting  to  empty  birds'  nests. 

Dan  Chaucer  of  the  keen  eyes  knew  it  well,  this  impulse 
to  escape  from  the  walled  enclosure  of  ordered  comfortable 
living  when  the  sap  rises : 

Whan  that  Aprille  with  his  shoures  soote 

The  droghte  of  Marche  hath  perced  to  the  roote,  .  .  . 

Than  longen  folk  to  goon  on  pilgrimages. 

But  there  are  no  more  pilgrims  —  only  tourists.  The  pal- 
frey is  extinct,  and  automobiles  thread  the  highways  like 
ant  armies.  Automobiles  are  unsocial  beasts.  Chaucer's 
folk  —  knight  and  miller  and  poor  parson  riding  to- 
gether —  could  never  have  made  their  tales  heard  above 
the  chug  of  engines;  and,  though  they  lived  in  a  day  when 
there  was  not  much  talk  of  democracy,  they  at  least  knew 
nothing  of  the  social  hierarchy  which  declares  the  tin 
Lizzie  an  unfit  road  companion  for  Mme.  Rolls  Royce. 

A  picnic  —  a  day's  parole  from  the  prison  house  of 
respectability  —  can  but  faintly  reflect  the  old  gaiety  of 
vagabondage.  Blue  bands  and  red  circles  on  telegraph 
poles  have  replaced  the  Romany  patteran,  and  the  gypsies 
have  vanished  with  the  fairies.  Yet  still  "Aprille  with  his 
shoures  soote"  rouses  the  old  desire  to  slough  off  the  daily 
routine  and  take  to  the  open  road. 

What  is  it  that  makes  us  in  the  spring  feel  so  suddenly 
aware  that  all  gypsies  and  wandering  beggars  and  travel- 
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ling  tinkers  held  in  their  grimy  hands  the  secret  of  happy 
living,  which,  for  all  our  planning,  eludes  our  system? 
Wherein  lies  the  poetry  and  romance  of  vagabondage? 
When  that  strange  yearning  is  upon  us,  we  long  to  choose  a 
little  road,  and  follow  it  over  the  rim  of  the  sky,  to  win  our 
food  by  our  singing  or  our  wits  or  our  merriment  in  de- 
fiance of  the  statutes,  to  forget  all  houses  built  with  hands, 
and  to  call  any  green  tree  that  will  shelter  us  our  home. 
This  impulse  to  vagrancy  must  strike  down  to  the  roots  of 
our  racial  being  —  it  is  far  too  unreasonable,  too  closely 
bound  up  with  the  elemental  passage  of  the  seasons,  to  be  a 
mere  sentimental  admiration  for  whatever  is  remote  from 
current  reality,  a  perverse  contention  that  whatever  is  no 
longer  possible  must  be  preferable  to  whatever  is. 

To  be  sure,  the  small  boy  who  runs  away  with  the 
carnival  is  almost  the  only  one  of  us  who  has  the  courage 
seriously  to  test  his  dream  by  the  touchstone  of  action  — 
and  he,  alas,  is  soon  disillusioned.  Yet  our  faith  is  not 
marred  by  knowledge.  Those  minstrels  and  tinkers  and 
incomparable  gypsies  —  they  were  doubtless  dirty,  stupid, 
sordid  folk;  but  the  golden  light  is  on  them,  none  the  less! 

Perhaps  in  this  transitory  sense  of  fellowship  with  all 
wanderers  we  have  a  reminiscence  of  an  ancient  nomadic 
existence,  when  the  breaking  up  of  winter  brought  the 
signal  to  move  on  to  fresh  hunting  grounds.  Terrible 
must  that  winter  have  been,  with  death  in  its  grip;  and 
spring  must  then  have  held,  not  beauty  merely,  but  the 
relief  of  horror  overpast,  the  joy  of  deliverance.  Instinct 
dies  hard:  for  still,  under  the  dust  of  uncounted  centuries, 
stirs  with  the  coming  of  spring  a  gladness,  a  mighty  and 
swelling  delight  which  nothing  in  our  present  world  is 
powerful  enough  to  account  for.  The  unthinking  rapture 
of  it  bursts  forth,  like  the  pagan  rites  which  survive  in  our 
Christian  festivals,  unrecognized  but  none  the  less  vigor- 
ously alive. 

And  so,  perhaps,  when  I  sit  on  the  ground  before  my 
fire,  and  blink  the  wood  smoke  out  of  my  eyes,  and  am 
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filled  to  the  brim  with  a  quite  incommunicable  content- 
ment, I  am  harking  back  with  the  pleasure  of  old  familiar- 
ity to  a  way  of  life  too  ancient  for  record  in  any  other 
fashion  than  by  this  primitive,  fugitive  stirring  of  the 
blood.  I  am  as  one  who,  after  long  exile,  hears  the  almost 
forgotten  language  of  his  infancy.  My  meal  in  the  open 
is  then  a  hieroglyphic  symbol  of  what  was  once  pictured 
large  and  clear  in  the  racial  consciousness.  Nature  in 
these  latter  days  is  no  longer  our  mother  nor  our  lover  nor 
our  enemy,  but  an  impersonal  stranger.  Only  when  white 
clouds  scud  along  blue  skies,  and  roads  are  beckoning 
streamers,  we  recover  for  a  day  the  old  exultant  sense 
of  escape  from  darkness,  the  urgent  joy  in  wandering, 
which  was  ours  when  the  land  was  young. 

For  such  gladness  and  freedom  and  peace,  bits  of  ash  and 
sand  in  my  food  are  a  little  price  to  pay. 


The  Joy  of  Disorder 

A  LARGE  oaken  card-index  dominates  the  study  of 
a  scholarly  friend  of  mine;  within  its  drawers  are 
eighty-six  compartments,  each  compartment  dedicated  to 
one  of  the  matters  in  which  he  is  interested.  He  has 
counted  them,  and  knows  there  are  precisely  eighty-six. 
Five  years  ago,  my  friend  sat  down,  and  he  did  not  arise 
until  he  had  carefully  roped  and  branded  every  stray 
creature  ^on  his  intellectual  range.  The  purpose  was  to 
relieve  his  memory"  —  at  least  that  is  the  purpose  which  he 
admits:  the  real  truth  was,  he  had  been  having  too  much 
fun  for  his  Puritan  conscience,  and  wanted  his  life  purged 
of  all  disorderly  nonsense.  His  card-index  was  to  set  him 
free  —  free  through  masterly  organization. 

"From  this  moment,"  he  pledged  himself,  "I  shall  use 
my  mind  to  those  ends  for  which  the  Creator  designed  it: 
properly  directed  travel,  vigorous  exploration,  invasion 
even  —  not  transportation,  not  burden-bearing."  The 
analogy  fascinated   him.     He  employs  it  yet  in  mildly 
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bragging  of  his  mental  neatness.  From  that  day  when 
at  last  he  found  his  mind  completely  entomologized  and 
each  quivering  little  idea  pinned  firmly  down  to  its 
destined  three-by-five  white  card,  no  more  memorizing  has 
he  done,  half-way  or  whole-way.  On  the  contrary,  no 
sooner  has  he  encountered  a  thing  he  would  wish  to  remem- 
ber, than  he  has  coolly  refused  to  remember  it,  and  in- 
scribed a  card.  Barbarian  matter  has  been  treated,  in 
general,  as  Sir  Willoughby  treated  his  military  cousin: 
my  Egoist  has  glanced  it  over  from  an  upstairs  window  to 
test  its  eligibility,  then  ordinarily  has  denied  it  the  priv- 
ilege of  pestering  him  further.  The  admission  of  a  new 
subhead  into  the  communion  of  his  card-system  has  al- 
ways been  something  of  a  rite.  Think  of  its  meaning  —  a 
new  interest  officially  recognized,  to  be  borne  forever  in 
living  memory,  fostered  and  fed  through  life  by  a  kindly 
stream  of  cards!  Only  after  strenuous  novitiate  should 
such  election  be  granted. 

I  asked  him:  "How  do  you  remember  your  eighty-six 
topics.^"  "That's  all  I  do  remember,"  came  the  unan- 
swerable reply,  and  he  then  proceeded  to  demonstrate 
that  I,  who  had  no  card-index,  at  that  very  moment  was 
clutching  commuter-like  in  memory  far  more  things  than 
eighty-six.  Worse,  he  said  that  my  thoughts  were  a  sort 
of  mental  Africa,  each  idea  for  itself  or  in  a  petty  group, 
with  no  more  than  the  red  outline  of  beginning  order. 
My  disorder  stirred  him  to  a  splendid  Prussian  scorn. 

His  contrast  with  myself  I  freely  admit.  If  I  should 
seek  to  start  up  a  card-index,  how  on  God's  earth  would  I 
go  about  it.^*  As  I  understand  the  matter,  a  section 
labelled  "Miscellaneous  "  would  be  altogether  against  the 
genius  of  the  plan.  Yet  it  is  precisely  under  "Miscel- 
laneous" that  my  best-loved  cards  would  go.  Things  do 
have  such  a  propensity  for  sticking  in  the  mind  when  no- 
body, least  of  all  the  stuck  one,  wants  them  to.  Having 
lodged,  their  simple  presence  seems  to  argue  there  is  some- 
thing to  them,  some  right  per  se  to  stick:  such  is  tradition. 
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How  might  one  write  romantic  flavor  and  audacious 
thought  upon  three-by-five  cards,  and  where  should  one 
file  them  if  he  did?  My  friend  has  a  compartment  for 
books  he  means  to  buy  when  he  can  afford  it,  and  cities  to 
be  visited  when  he  goes  to  Europe.  But  how  would  you 
classify  and  file  away  the  glorious  volumes  that  shall 
never  be  written?  And  as  for  travel,  I  should  need  place 
for  air  I  want  to  breathe  that  has  never  rushed  sharp  and 
sweet  into  human  lungs,  and  one  for  fields  I  would  tread 
that  never  grew  green  in  springtime. 

My  disorder,  it  will  be  perceived,  has  to  me  certain 
compensations.  Just  as  there  is  a  snobbery  of  persons, 
whereby  the  snob  cheats  himself  of  much  fine  human 
company,  so  also  there  is  a  snobbery  of  thoughts,  whereby 
the  exclusive  thinker  loses  a  lot  of  fun.  The  Prince  who 
consorts  with  loose  ideas  turns  up  a  Falstaff  now  and 
then. 

But  this  would  seem  to  bring  one  bluntly  to  autobiog- 
raphy. Have  I  turned  up  any  Fal staffs?  The  compul- 
sion to  submit  such  orderly  proof  of  a  disorderly  thesis 
is  something  one  obviously  could  not  admit.  To  use  the 
enemy's  weapons  is  here  to  dignify  the  enemy's  cause. 
Besides,  who  would  unpack  his  life  like  a  peddler's  pack, 
scatter  the  treasures  broadcast  on  the  lawn  beside  the 
public  highway,  and  invite  the  chance  pedestrian  to 
judge  between  that  confused  array  and,  say,  an  oaken 
card-index?  Each  passerby  would  pronounce  as  he  him- 
self already  believed,  and  all  that  revelation  be  suffered 
for  nothing.  These  differences  are  elemental,  and  not  to 
be  composed  by  proof. 

Some  day  my  friend  of  the  card-index  will  die,  and  one 
yet  alive  will  plough  through  its  serried  secrets  with  tears 
and  a  wrenched  faith.  So  much  that  came  to  so  little! 
Whatever  may  be  the  results  in  hand  —  and  they  may  be 
considerable  —  how  petty  their  total  beside  this  vast 
oaken  morgue  with  its  three-by-five  slabs!  Another 
man's  false  starts,  spoiled  work  and  stumped  toes  make 
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no  trace  and  are  forgotten;  his  will  leave  this  ghastly 
record  of  sterile  agonies.  So  in  the  day  to  come  will  appear 
the  fact-crammed  archives  of  a  perished  government. 

But  there  is  another,  sadder  record  which  my  friend 
does  not  leave:  the  tale  of  the  mental  life  he  might  have 
had;  the  disorder  he  could  have  attained  —  and  gloried  in. 
By  subtle  effect  his  card-system  is  his  master  —  a  city 
editor  assigning  him  ceaselessly  to  the  "covering"  of 
eighty-six  '*  stories."  Should  he  stray  for  an  instant  aside 
from  his  "beat,"  some  item  of  importance  might  be  lost. 
But  he  does  not  stray  aside  —  that  is  the  pity  of  it.  He 
pumps  through  life  dredging  data  for  his  cards.  Be  they 
never  so  brilliant-hued,  all  the  dainty  butterflies  and  one- 
foot-one  fairies  of  thought  are  met,  when  they  frolic  through 
his  windows,  with  the  same  cold  eye  of  appraisal,  and  are 
likely  to  be  headed  back  sternly  toward  fairyland  with  the 
phrase:  "You  don't  fit  my  subheads."  Now,  I  shall  never, 
I  suppose,  effect  a  single  story  properly  "covered;"  but 
the  democratic  mind  may  have  faith  in  ideas  in  general, 
just  as  it  must  have  faith  in  people  in  general;  and  when 
fairies  flutter  up  —  as  they  do  sometimes  —  they  should 
find  a  place  to  dance  in.  With  a  world  so  full  of  splendid 
ideas,  who  am  I  to  pick  and  choose.^  So  I  think  I  shall 
buy  no  filing-case,  but  simply  set  up  one  single  card  with 
one  single  heading:  Life,  leave  organization  and  sup- 
pression and  censorship  and  surgery  to  time,  and  keep  my 
disorder  and  my  joy. 


CHRONICLE  AND  COMMENT 

SINCE  our  last  issue  the  world  has  seemed  principally 
occupied  with  the  harvest  of  the  crop  of  dragons' 
teeth  sown  broadcast  by  the  Peace  Conference,  and  other 
harvests  sprung  from  dragons'  teeth  otherwise  sown. 
There  was,  for  instance,  the  Mexican  revolution  of  May. 
This  eliminated  Carranza  from  a  situation  grown  per- 
sistently worse  ever  since  that  wily  old  gentleman,  whose 
tragic  end  seemed  so  much  more  in  keeping  with  his 
country  than  his  character,  took  shelter  under  President 
Wilson's  first  experiment  in  a  foreign  policy  of  watchful 
waiting  and  benevolent  inaction.  That  was  in  1914,  an 
otherwise  memorable  year. 

The  acid  test  of  this  historic  policy  was  applied  on 
May  9.  After  keeping  his  own  country  in  turmoil  for 
five  years  and  promoting  unprecedented  disorder  and 
unceasing  military  vigilance  along  the  Rio  Grande,  this 
singular  Mexican  who  so  carefully  avoided  military  titles 
fled  from  Mexico  City.  He  left  General  Obregon  and 
others  to  dispute  the  spoils  of  office,  and  the  presidential 
succession  which  the  fugitive  had  designed  for  his  hench- 
man Bonillas,  celebrated  by  Blasco  Ibaiiez  as  the  Tea 
Flower.  According  to  the  Spanish  novelist,  it  was  laugh- 
ter stirred  up  by  the  Tea  Flower  which  finally  extinguished 
the  Carranza  regime;  but,  in  any  event,  his  exit  from 
office  was  accomplished  in  the  traditional  Mexican  man- 
ner—  by  revolution  and  assassination  —  and  not  accord- 
ing to  the  principles  of  free  government  laid  down  by  an 
eminent  author  in  that  once  popular  textbook.  The  State. 

In  Russia  and  the  Near  East,  as  in  Mexico,  the  soil 
did  not  have  to  wait  for  the  Paris  peacemakers  to  get 
busy.  But  there  also,  mixed  with  the  native  crop,  rank 
growths  have  sprung  from  seeds  planted  under  the  very 
best  Allied  and  Associated  auspices. 
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Discord  abroad  and  discord  on  the  home  acre,  little 
wars  supplemented  by  riots,  massacres,  strikes,  revolu- 
tions, and  jingo  opera  houffe  staged  by  d'Annunzio  have 
succeeded  the  Great  War  and  persisted  and  multiplied. 
That  Entente  Cordiale  which  began  so  auspiciously  with 
King  Edward  and  was  so  little  to  the  taste  of  Edward's 
then  Imperial  nephew  has  been  sorely  strained  by  French 
lone-hand  occupation  of  Rhenish  cities.  Allied  patience 
has  been  abused  by  the  testimony  of  Secretaries  of  the 
Navy  and  outspoken  Admirals  before  prying  Senate 
committees. 

Here  in  our  own  country  two  parties  were  divided  and 
demoralized,  a  Senate  and  a  President  deadlocked,  and 
presidential  campaign  preliminaries  thrown  into  a  state  of 
confusion  puzzling  to  political  wise  acres  and  distressing 
to  the  rest  of  us.  Figures  of  the  cost  of  these  preliminaries 
elicited  by  Congressional  inquisition  suggested  that 
groups  of  capitalists  were  bidding  for  the  control  of  the 
government.  But  it  is  perhaps  simpler  to  assume  that  the 
lavishness  of  candidates,  backers  and  managers  was  merely 
a  part  of  the  national  orgy  of  spending  launched  by  the 
war  and  directed  into  other  channels  by  the  enormous 
reduction  in  the  scale  of  hostilities. 

The  general  confusion  was  worse  confounded,  but 
hardly  seriously  complicated,  by  the  fact  that  the  So- 
cialists, following  the  Sinn  Fein  precedent,  had  for  the 
fifth  time  nominated  Debs  for  President  —  in  the  face 
of  the  presumed  disability  Mr.  Debs  enjoys  as  legal  resi- 
dent of  a  federal  penitentiary  under  ten  years  sentence 
for  violation  of  the  Espionage  Act.  If  his  specific  offense 
is  that  he  talked  against  the  war  after  we  had  already  em- 
barked upon  it,  that  only  puts  a  sharper  point  on  the 
topsy-turvy  moral. 

That  dragons'  teeth  rather  than  the  seeds  of  an  era  of 
good  feeling  were  sown  by  the  Peace  Conference  is  a  fact 
which  is  not  to  be  confuted  by  the  excellent  intentions  of 
good  and  hopeful  men.    Peace  had  to  be  made,  and  the 


chronicle   and   Comment       205 

continuance  of  peace,  seemed  to  demand  a  machinery  of 
international  adjustment  which  logically  required  a 
league  of  consenting  nations  to  set  it  up.  The  double  job 
was  there  to  be  done.  It  has  been  said  by  Dr.  Joseph 
Dillon,  a  well-trained  and  fearless  observer  of  world  affairs, 
that  it  was  ignorance  which  deprived  those  excellent  in- 
tentions of  the  healing  power  they  aimed  at,  —  ignorance 
on  all  sides,  aided  by  obstinate  academic  idealism  here, 
incorrigible  opportunism  there,  and  an  eye  single  to  a  par- 
ticular nation's  prime  problem  of  self-preservation  there 
again.  That,  in  substance,  was  Dr.  Dillon's  diagnosis  of 
the  matter  with  Wilson,  Lloyd  George  and  Clemenceau  as 
the  principal  architects  of  the  new  world  on  the  ruins  of 
the  old. 

As  a  mere  matter  of  record,  peace  conferences  are  not 
usually,  or  perhaps  ever,  accomplished  without  sowing 
the  seeds  of  future  trouble.  If  in  this  case  the  crop  got 
blown  to  the  four  winds,  for  the  reaping  of  whirlwinds 
all  about,  it  is  reasonable  to  remember  that  a  lot  were 
left  over  from  previous  sowings. 

Toward  the  end  of  May,  hopeful  signs  of  the  decline 
of  Bolshevist  influence  in  the  East  of  Europe  had  appeared 
in  the  Polish-Ukrainian  successes  in  the  south  of  Russia 
and  in  the  accumulation  of  seemingly  authentic  if  not 
entirely  convincing  or  complete  evidence  of  the  weakening 
of  the  Soviet  regime.  The  Baltic  states  which  had  ap- 
parently succumbed  earlier  to  Bolshevist  arts  of  penetra- 
tion were  showing  signs  of  a  returning  ability  to  hold  their 
own. 

But  early  in  February  the  outstanding  fact  seemed  to  be 
that  the  forces  of  Bolshevism  had  made  a  clean  sweep  of 
everything  in  that  part  of  the  world.  With  Judenitch 
disposed  of  on  the  Petrograd  front;  Kolchak  executed  and 
Siberia  Red  all  the  way  to  Vladivostock;  Denikin  beaten 
in  the  South,  and  his  armies  deserters  to  the  Soviet 
forces;   Esthonia    tricked    into   a    peace,   and   the   Poles 
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threatened  at  once  with  a  Red  peace  and  a  Red  invasion; 
Lloyd  George  was  apparently  coquetting  with  powers 
and  persons  in  Muscovy  not  wholly  unrelated  to  the 
Lenin  and  Trotsky  regime.  Red  propaganda  was  rampant 
and  defiant  in  this  country,  and  a  cloud  of  newspaper 
witnesses  —  visitors  from  Allied  countries  —  were  busy 
picturing  the  Bolshevik  as  so  much  better  than  he  had 
been  painted  that  he  could  easily  pass  as  a  man  and  a 
brother  of  civilized  folk.  With  all  this  array  of  circum- 
stance to  face,  no  wonder  that  the  imagination  of  the 
timid  began  to  picture  these  powers  of  darkness  as  ready 
to  make  a  clean  sweep  of  the  rest  of  us. 

The  Peace  Conference  people,  who  had  continued  the 
half-hearted  and  vacillating  policy  of  the  fighting  Allies 
toward  Russia  of  the  Soviets,  were  naturally  called  upon 
to  share  the  blame  for  this  getting  out  of  hand  of  the 
Red  Peril.  And  the  superimaginative  were  ready  to 
tell  you  that  this  Red  Peril  and  a  Yellow  Peril  of  the 
Near  East  —  a  Turkish  and  Turanian  thing  inherent  in 
the  situation  but  grown  strong  through  delays  of  the  Allies 
in  settling  matters  with  Turkey  —  that  these  two  Perils 
were  ready  weapons  to  German  organizing  genius  and 
German  appetite  for  revenge,  represented  as  ceaselessly 
and  infernally  busy  while  the  Allies'  jealousies  dead- 
locked their  counter  activities. 

We,  for  our  part  had  not  helped  matters  by  declining 
the  mandate  for  the  Ottoman  dominions,  proposed  as 
(from  Europe's  point  of  view)  the  simplest  way  of  dis- 
posing of  the  Sultan's  territories  without  setting  two 
continents  by  the  ears.  Actually  the  whole  country  was 
in  a  ferment:  Turks  massacring  Armenians  and  setting 
up  a  separate  Turkish  kingdom  in  Kurdistan;  the 
Arabs,  at  outs  with  the  French,  setting  up  another 
kingdom  in  Syria  under  that  Prince  Feisal  who  had 
been  such  a  picturesque  figure  at  the  Peace  Con- 
ference as  the  representative  of  his  father  the  King  of 
Hedjaz. 
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France,  fairly  adjusted  to  a  new  President  in  Paul 
Deschanel  and  a  new  Premier  in  Millerand,  as  substitute 
for  Clemenceau,  the  Tiger,  retired  to  his  lair,  was  strug- 
gling with  problems  of  strikes,  reconstruction  and  finance. 
But  her  worst  complication  was  an  uneasy  sense  of  the 
insufficiency  of  paper  guarantees  against  German  aggres- 
sion, and  an  equally  uneasy  sense  of  the  insecurity  of  ex- 
pectations in  money  and  material  founded  on  German 
treaty  undertakings. 

Parliament  was  opened  February  lo  with  the  ac- 
knowledgment in  the  King's  speech  of  a  *^  serious  situa- 
tion" in  Ireland,  —  a  situation  hardly  grown  less  serious 
since.  Great  Britain  had  on  her  hands  not  only  the 
riotous  and  recalcitrant  Sinn  Feiners  —  a  considerable 
batch  of  them  had  recently  been  conveyed  in  war- 
ships to  prison  in  England  —  but  labor  elements  whose 
attitude,  not  entirely  unsympathetic  with  the  Reds  of 
Russia,  seemed  reflected  in  Lloyd  George's  pretty  plan, 
imposed  on  the  Allied  Council,  for  permitting  trade  with 
the  Russian  co-operatives  without  accepting  formal 
speaking  terms  with  the  Soviets  as  such.  This  proposal, 
which  looked  to  many  like  a  long  step  toward  recognition 
of  Soviet  Russia  by  the  Allies,  had  its  logical  sequence  in 
the  actual  presence  in  Downing  Street  at  the  beginning  of 
June  of  accredited  Soviet  agents  engaged  in  discussing 
these  trade  arrangements.  At  the  time  the  move  seemed 
ominous.  Combined  with  signs  of  a  growing  disposition 
on  the  part  of  the  British  Government  to  leniency  in  the 
enforcement  of  the  peace  terms  upon  Germany,  it  served 
to  increase  those  anxieties  of  the  French  which  subse- 
quently, when  the  Ruhr  incident  arose,  led  to  the  swift 
and  separate  action  of  the  French  in  occupying  the 
Rhenish  towns.  It  was  not  to  be  concealed  that  diver- 
gence between  British  and  French  interests  was  having 
its  effect  in  rifts  in  a  hitherto  common  policy  with  regard 
to  both  Russia  and  Germanv. 
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The  hanging  up  of  the  Adriatic  question,  where  Mr.  Wil- 
son's fixed  ideas  and  European  tendencies  to  compromise 
have  not  been  happy  bedfellows,  has  been  added  in 
Europe  to  the  list  of  counts  —  already  a  long  one  — 
standing  against  this  country  for  impeding  the  progress 
of  European  readjustment,  but  here  the  blame  is  cer- 
tainly not  wholly  ours. 

Still,  in  mid-June,  the  question  remained  unsettled, 
though  reports  from  various  sources  —  including  Buenos 
Aires  —  spoke  of  agreements  between  Italy  and  Jugo- 
slavia and  the  ^'Wilson  line"  was  mentioned  as  the  pro- 
posed frontier  between  the  two  countries.  Threats  of 
blowing  up  Fiume  and  himself  rather  than  quit  the  stage 
of  his  highly  successful  international  exhibition  of  fire- 
works were  reported  from  d'Annunzio. 

For  the  present,  in  spite  of  American  official  disapproval, 
but  partly  also  because  of  American  refusal  of  responsi- 
bility in  the  matter,  the  Turk  remains  in  Europe  —  as  a 
choice  of  evils. 

Mr.  Lloyd  George's  address  to  the  House  of  Commons, 
February  26,  dwelt  especially  upon  the  risk  to  the  British 
Empire  involved  in  evicting  the  Sultan  from  his  house 
on  the  Bosphorus.  He  said  **the  belief  that  the  terms 
were  dictated  with  the  purpose  of  lowering  the  Prophet's 
flag  before  that  of  Christendom  would  be  fatal  to  the 
British  Government  in  the  East."  Also  he  coupled  with 
an  expression  of  regret  that  America  had  not  taken  a 
mandate  for  Turkey  these  words:  **For  the  moment 
America  must  be  reckoned  as  entirely  out  of  any  arrange- 
ment we  can  contemplate  for  the  government  of  Turkey 
and  the  protection  of  Christian  minorities."  A  month 
later,  March  25,  replying  again  in  the  House  of  Commons 
to  criticisms  by  iMr.  Asquith,  Mr.  Lloyd  George  asserted 
that  only  when  America  had  definitely  refused  the  man- 
date had  the  Allies  determined  to  proceed  without  her. 
England,  he  added,  could  not  send  armies  to  Armenia  and 
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other  parts  of  Asia  Minor,  and  France's  burden  in  Cilicia 
was  heavy.  The  Allies  thus  far  had  received  from  the 
United  States  only  requests  to  protect  Armenia  without 
any  offer  to  accept  responsibility. 

President  Wilson  has  since,  during  the  last  days  of 
May,  urged  upon  the  country  the  mandate  for  Armenia 
which  Congress  declines  for  us.  To  the  Allies  in  a  com- 
munication published  March  30  the  President  said  that 
the  Sultan  ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  stay  in  Constan- 
tinople. He  argued  that  the  fear  of  stirring  up  a  Moslem 
holy  war  was  a  bugbear  because  the  non-Turkish  Mos- 
lems had  not  only  seen  Turkey's  downfall  without  protest, 
but  had  given  material  assistance  to  bring  that  downfall 
about.  Among  the  President's  suggestions  was  one  giving 
to  Bulgaria  Adrianople  and  Kirk  Kilisse  in  northern 
Thrace,  partly  as  compensation  for  Bulgarian  territory 
turned  over  to  the  Jugoslavs.  The  Greeks  objected  that 
to  rob  Peter  to  pay  Paul  was  contrary  to  the  President's 
proclaimed  first  principles  of  international  conduct. 

It  was  only  on  April  3,  by  the  way,  that  publication  was 
given  to  the  report  of  General  Harbord  of  the  mission 
sent  by  the  President  to  Armenia  to  canvass  on  the 
ground  the  pros  and  cons  of  the  mandate  proposed  for  us 
with  regard  to  that  part  of  the  Turkish  domain.  The 
report  failed  to  make  recommendations  for  or  against  the 
mandate,  but  supplied  an  estimate  of  the  probable  cost  in 
time,  men  and  money  of  setting  the  country  in  order. 

Meantime  (March  16)  as  a  hint  that  massacres  of 
Armenians  (which  were  reported  on  again)  must  be  ex- 
cluded from  the  list  of  approved  Turkish  outdoor  sports, 
Allied  forces  had  landed  in  Constantinople  under  the  guns 
of  the  Allied  fleet  and  taken  possession  of  the  Ministries  of 
War  and  Marine,  with  control  of  posts,  telegraph,  and 
telephones.  The  landing  force  included  Indian  Moslem 
troops,  some  of  whom  were  killed  in  the  course  of  the 
operation. 

On  May  1 1  the  Turkish  treaty,  as  formally  handed  to 
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Tewfik  Pasha  by  Premier  Millerand  in  Paris,  provided 
that  the  Sultan  should  remain  in  Constantinople,  his  con- 
tinuance there,  however,  expressly  contingent  on  a  strict 
observance  by  the  Ottoman  power  of  the  terms  of  the 
treaty.  The  instrument  declared  the  Dardanelles,  the 
Sea  of  Marmora  and  the  Bosphorus  free,  both  in  peace 
and  war,  to  all  vessels  of  commerce,  without  distinction 
of  flag,  and  forbade  all  acts  of  war  in  these  waters  except 
when  undertaken  in  enforcing  decisions  of  the  League  of 
Nations.  Greece  got  Smyrna  and  the  surrounding  Ionian 
region,  though  it  was  humorously  provided  that  the 
Turkish  flag  was  to  fly  on  the  outer  fort  of  the  city  "as 
evidence  of  sovereignty."  Armenia  was  recognized  as  an 
independent  state,  with  the  President  of  the  United  States 
as  the  designated  arbitrator  of  boundaries.  Syria,  Meso- 
potamia, and  Palestine  were  erected  into  separate  states, 
with  mandatories  under  the  League  of  Nations  to  be 
named  by  the  Allies;  the  independence  of  the  Arab  King- 
dom of  Hedjaz  was  recognized,  and  all  Turkish  rights  in 
Egypt  renounced,  with  recognition  of  the  British  protec- 
torate on  the  Nile. 

It  seems  safe  to  say  that  the  Turkish  question  is  not 
settled  by  this  treaty.  Loud  objections  to  it  have  been 
voiced  in  many  quarters.  If  it  provides  a  machinery  of 
settlement  and  administration  under  League  supervision, 
it  is  obvious  that  this  machinery,  with  France  and  Eng- 
land in  virtual  control  of  the  League  (so  long  as  the  United 
States  stays  out  of  it)  may  be  used  with  almost  equal 
facility  for  accomplishing  that  division  of  the  spoils  which 
some  insist  is  the  real  purpose  of  these  two  powers. 

The  promising  career  of  the  government  of  President 
Ebert  as  pilot  of  the  new  German  republic  was  inter- 
rupted March  13  by  the  coup  of  Dr.  Kapp,  which  had  the 
look  at  first  of  a  Junker  counter  revolution,  and  was 
actually  hailed  as  such.  This  bit  of  tragi-comedy,  was 
preceded  by  a  rough  music  hall  turn  in  which  the  prin- 
cipal   knock-about    artist    was    the    Kaiser's    kinsman, 
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Prince  Joachim  Albrecht  of  Hohenzollern.  This  highly 
connected  personage  was  arrested  for  an  exhibition  of 
shocking  bad  manners,  politely  characterized  by  Noske, 
Minister  of  War,  as  "rowdy  patriotism/'  In  a  public 
dining  room  in  Berlin  His  Highness  threw  "bottles  and 
plates  and  other  missiles"  at  certain  French  officers  who 
failed  to  rise  when  at  his  (the  Prince's)  order  "Deutschland 
ueber  AUes"  was  being  played. 

Unreconstructed  Germans,  it  appeared,  cherished  the 
fancy  that  the  arrest  of  a  Hohenzollern  for  simple  rude- 
ness to  Frenchmen  would  fire  the  German  heart  and  warm 
it  up  to  the  old  regime.  Plots  were  already  afoot,  and 
while  Noske  was  making  tardy  dispositions  to  arrest  the 
ringleaders,  the  late  Baltic  Army,  in  camp  at  Doberitz 
and  never  staunchly  republican,  marched  upon  Berlin, 
headed  by  Dr.  Wolfgang  von  Kapp,  who  was  doubly 
honored  with  a  New  York  nativity  and  the  Presidency 
of  the  Fatherland  (or  German  Jingo)  Party.  With  the 
Doctor  was  General  Baron  von  Liittwitz.  Noske  and 
Ebert  fled  with  their  crew,  and  Kapp  proclaimed  himself 
Chancellor,  installed  Liittwitz  as  military  commander,  and 
ordered,  with  impressive  pomp  of  cavalry  parade,  the 
dissolution  of  the  National  Assembly. 

Ebert's  up-to-date  answer  —  from  the  safe  distance  of 
Dresden,  afterwards  increased  to  the  safer  distance  of 
Stuttgart,  —  was  to  call  a  general  strike.  "Cease  to 
work,"  ran  the  appeal;  "Throttle  this  military  dictator- 
ship." By  the  15th,  Berlin  was  paralyzed.  Transporta- 
tion was  at  a  standstill,  and  food  and  service  could  no 
longer  be  got,  even  in  the  hotels.  Rumor  ran  that  Luden- 
dorff  was  somewhere  behind  the  coup,  and  it  was  said  that 
Hindenburg  and  Helfl"erich  heard  loud  cries  for  help.  But 
they  remained  aloof.  Also  Saxony,  Bavaria,  Wiirttem- 
berg,  Baden,  and  South  Germany  generally,  would  have 
none  of  Kapp.  On  the  17th,  accordingly,  he  cut  short  his 
brief  authority,  and  departed  hastily  "in  a  gray  automo- 
bile,"  followed   by   the   so  dubiously   republican   Baltic 
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Army,  which  revenged  itself  for  the  jeers  of  the  populace 
as  it  passed  down  Unter  den  Linden  and  through  the 
Brandenburg  Gate  by  letting  machine  guns  play  on  the 
crowds.  People  were  killed,  including  women  and  chil- 
dren. 

More  far  reaching  consequences  of  this  fiasco  grew 
out  of  the  renewed  activities  of  the  Spartacists  and  Reds 
who  undertook  to  engineer  to  their  own  ends  the  general 
strike  aimed  by  Ebert  and  his  colleagues  at  the  head  of 
Dr.  Kapp.  Outbreaks  occurred  in  various  parts  of  Ger- 
many, not  omitting  places  bordering  upon  the  Allies' 
zone  of  occupation.  In  some  of  these  places  Red  mayors 
were  set  up  and  promptly  removed  by  the  British.  In 
making  conditions  with  the  strikers  in  Berlin,  War  Minister 
Noske  had  been  sacrificed  by  Ebert,  but  the  menace  to 
the  German  government  involved  in  these  disorders  does 
not,  in  perspective,  appear  to  have  been  serious. 

However,  the  situation  in  the  important  industrial 
district  of  the  Ruhr  valley,  in  the  zone  barred  by  treaty 
stipulations  to  German  troops,  was  such  that  the  Berlin 
authorities  asked  the  Allies  for  permission  to  send  more 
armed  forces  thither  than  had  been  allowed  in  the  special 
protocol  of  last  August.  The  French  refused  that  per- 
mission on  their  own  account  (March  23)  and,  when  the 
Germans  made  a  second  request  to  Paris  directly,  re- 
peated the  refusal.  When  on  April  4,  in  spite  of  this 
refusal,  German  Reichswehr  troops  did  enter  the  Ruhr 
region,  the  French  took  quick  action.  On  April  6  their 
troops  occupied  Frankfort,  Darmstadt,  Hanau  and  Rom- 
berg. No  clashes  with  the  population  resulted  until 
somebody  started  a  rumor  that  Great  Britain  and  Italy 
had  ordered  the  French  to  get  out  forthwith.  The  rumor 
was  false,  but  the  populace  in  Frankfort  provoked  the 
French  colored  soldiery  and  were  fired  upon,  with  several 
deaths  as  the  consequence.  More  disorder  followed,  and 
on  April  8  the  German  Government  appealed  to  the 
League  of  Nations. 
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Later  the  British  Government  disavowed  the  French 
action,  asserting  that  France,  in  occupying  the  German 
towns,  had  acted  entirely  on  her  own  initiative,  that 
Great  Britain,  the  United  States  and  Italy  had  been 
opposed  to  the  move,  and  that  the  occupation  of  the 
Rhine  towns  as  an  answer  to  the  German  invasion  of  the 
Ruhr  district,  was  an  action  of  last  resort  to  be  reserved 
for  the  combined  action  of  the  Allies. 

In  view  of  previous  signs  of  less  perfect  Anglo-French 
understanding  the  situation  thus  created  was  alarming. 
A  compromise  was  effected  by  which  France  engaged 
to  take  no  farther  action  of  the  sort  before  consulting  her 
Allies.  But  withdrawal  of  the  French  troops  from  the 
cities  already  occupied  was  not  to  take  place  until  the 
supplementary  German  troops  (asserted  by  the  French 
to  be  largely  in  excess  of  the  numbers  admitted  by  the 
Germans)  had  retired  from  the  forbidden  area.  (Both 
withdrawals  were  actually  effected  May  19.)  The  British 
engagement  in  return  was  to  press  German  disarmament, 
which,  according  to  the  French,  was  making  no  per- 
ceivable progress. 

France's  agreement  to  consult  her  Allies  before  again 
acting  separately  was  not  generally  taken  as  destroying 
the  value  of  the  precedent  she  had  set  in  taking  matters 
with  Germany  into  her  own  hands  when  serious  interests 
of  France  seemed  to  be  placed  in  jeopardy  by  flagrant 
German  disregard  of  treaty  requirements. 

These  matters  were  farther  accommodated  at  the  San 
Remo  Conference,  April  18.  There  the  Allied  premiers  — 
Lloyd  George,  Millerand,  and  Nitti  —  got  down  to  busi- 
ness in  a  manner  which  if  it  had  been  applied  to  the  Peace 
Conference  itself  might  have  produced  notable  results. 
The  Hythe  conference  of  the  British  and  French  premiers 
cleared  up  more  specifically  points  of  diff"erence  between 
the  two  countries  and  put  in  concrete  form  with  solid 
Allied  backing  the  demands  which  Germany  was  to  face 
at  Spa  June  21,  after  her  elections.    The  Hythe  conference 


2  14         The   Unpartizan    Review 

also  undertook  to  introduce  a  certain  order  into  the  confu- 
sion of  inter-allied  financial  obligations,  as  related  both 
to  German  payments  and  debts  owed  by  the  Allies  to  the 
United  States.  Resignation  of  M.  Poincare  as  head  of  the 
Reparations  Commission  under  the  Treaty  followed  a  ten- 
tative fixing  of  a  lump  sum  indemnity —  120,000,000,000 
gold  marks,  the  suggested  maximum. 

Jealousies  and  suspicions  of  England,  more  or  less 
widely  disseminated  in  this  country,  have  been  dragged 
into  the  light  by  the  controversy  between  Rear-Admiral 
Sims  and  Secretary  Josephus  Daniels.  Beginning  Jan.  17, 
with  Sims's  testimony  before  a  Senate  Sub-Committee 
concerned  with  medals  and  awards  for  naval  officers, 
evidence  has  been  piling  up  for  some  months  that  there 
are  persons  in  Washington  to  whom  it  would  have  seemed 
as  right  as  natural  to  say  to  Sims,  as  he  set  out  for  London 
to  get  in  touch  with  the  naval  aspects  of  the  war  we  were 
then  just  about  to  enter,  exactly  what  the  peppery  Ad- 
miral in  his  original  statement  reported  as  having  been 
said.  *' Don't  let  the  British  pull  the  wool  over  your 
eyes.  It  is  none  of  our  business  pulling  their  chestnuts  out 
of  the  fire.  We  would  as  soon  fight  the  British  as  the 
Germans." 

Secretary  Daniels'  testimony  in  the  second  week  in 
May,  presented  a  picture  of  Sims  as  a  hopeless  Anglo- 
maniac,  and  introduced  President  Wilson's  not  too 
flattering  expressions  with  regard  to  the  British  navy's 
conduct  of  the  war.  Recrimination  from  the  other  side 
of  the  water  was  so  obviously  invited  that  the  Secretary's 
zeal  in  making  his  case  against  the  Admiral  seemed  to 
subject  to  unnecessary  strain  an  international  amity 
which  remains  valuable  to  the  nation  even  though  by 
official  action  in  refusing  to  ratify  the  treaty  it  has 
separated  itself  from  the  concert  of  the  Allies  in  world 
afi"airs.  Otherwise  the  controversy,  like  the  hogs  the 
devil  sheared,  produced  more  noise  than  wool. 
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The  Senate's  final  rejection  of  the  Treaty  of  Versailles, 
and  with  it  the  League  of  Nations,  is,  of  course  another 
outstanding  event  of  the  period  under  survey.  That 
final  rejection  was  on  March  19  by  a  vote  of  57  for  ratifica- 
tion to  37  against,  or  seven  less  than  the  prescribed  two- 
thirds  majority.  It  occurred  after  the  country  had  been 
inexpressibly  wearied  by  the  futility  and  verbosity  of  the 
discussion  of  the  proposed  reservations,  fifteen  in  number, 
including  a  singularly  impertinent  deliverance  in  favor 
of  an  independent  Ireland. 

It  may  be  convenient  to  recall  that  the  treaty  was 
originally  laid  before  the  Senate  by  the  President  July  10, 
19 19,  that  it  was  reported  back  to  that  body  from  com- 
mittee Sept.  ID,  1919,  with  reservations  especially  re- 
garding Article  X  of  the  League  of  Nations  —  reservations 
strongly  disapproved  by  the  President,  whose  speaking 
tour  of  the  country  in  behalf  of  an  undenatured  instru- 
ment was  cut  short  by  his  illness,  Sept.  28.  With  fourteen 
of  the  Senate's  reservations  the  treaty  was  voted  on 
Nov.  19,  1919,  when  also  the  necessary  two-thirds  was 
lacking.  Many  conferences  followed  —  conferences  dur- 
ing which  it  was  freely  used  by  both  parties  as  a  political 
football.  It  was  taken  up  for  reconsideration  by  the  upper 
house  Feb.  9  and  debated  almost  daily  from  Feb.  16  to 
March  19. 

Public  opinion  seemed  reluctant  all  through  to  concern 
itself  particularly  with  the  merits  of  the  original  as  de- 
sired by  Mr.  Wilson  or  of  the  reservations  singly  or  col- 
lectively. But  according  to  the  best  observation  the 
country  was  impatient  at  the  delay  and  willing  to  accept 
with  reasonable  equanimity  a  clear  decision  either  way. 
President  Wilson's  insistence  was  on  an  essentially  un- 
modified Article  X  as  "the  very  heart  of  the  covenant." 
In  his  own  words  (written  to  Senator  Hitchcock,  March  8) 
"Any  League  of  Nations  which  does  not  guarantee  as  a 
matter  of  incontestible  right  the  political  independence 
and  integrity  of  each  of  its  members,  might  be  hardly 
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more  than  a  futile  scrap  of  paper."  The  Presidential 
insistence  encountered  the  stone  wall  of  the  Senate 
minority's  reluctance  to  commit  the  United  States  to 
responsibility  for  maintaining  other  nations,  even  friendly 
nations,  intact  by  American  arms  or  otherwise. 

While  it  seems  clear  that  the  original  trend  of  public 
opinion  was  in  favor  of  a  League  of  Nations,  as  a  general 
thing,  it  is  hardly  to  be  doubted  that  the  reluctance  of 
the  Senate  minority  in  the  matter  of  Article  X  reflected 
a  wide-spread  similar  reluctance  among  the  people  at 
large.  Viscount  Grey  of  Falloden,  in  his  letter  to  the 
London  Times ,  associated  this  reluctance  with  American 
traditional  policy  —  the  particular  tradition  ''consecrated 
by  the  advice  of  Washington  to  abstain  from  foreign  and 
particularly  European  entanglements."  Of  the  taint  of 
bad  faith  which  the  President  did  not  hesitate  to  attach 
to  the  Senate's  action  in  rejecting  or  materially  changing 
a  treaty  to  which  he  conceived  the  country  committed 
by  his  own  acceptance  of  it.  Lord  Grey  absolved  the 
Senate,  as  "by  the  American  Constitution  and  independ- 
ent element  in  the  treaty  making  power." 

Events  at  the  time  and  since  have  shown  that  Lord 
Grey's  letter,  with  its  frank  statement  of  British  willing- 
ness to  accept  the  Treaty  and  the  League  with  reserva- 
tions (growing  out  of  sentiment  for  American  traditions 
of  long  standing)  did  not  tend  to  endear  the  former 
Ambassador  of  King  George  to  the  occupant  of  the  White 
House.  But  the  letter  itself  is  notable  as  revealing  an 
understanding  of  the  American  point  of  view  and  a  dis- 
position to  go  to  meet  it  which  in  a  British  statesman  at 
this  time  may  be  regarded  as  a  very  considerable  inter- 
national asset  toward  the  maintenance  of  friendly  re- 
lations certain  to  be  rudely  jarred  from  time  to  time  by 
the  unwillingness  or  inability  of  our  own  public  men  to 
take  due  account  of  the  European  view  point. 

What  really  matters,  of  course,  is  this:  The  League  of 
Nations  is  a  fact.    It  has  been  a  fact  since  the  formal  in- 
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auguration  of  its  activities  January  i6  in  the  Clock  Room 
of  the  French  Foreign  Ministry,  *'with  only  the  chair 
of  the  United  States  empty."  That  chair  remains  empty, 
and  while  it  is  so,  the  League,  to  quote  again  from  Vis- 
count Grey's  letter,  is  ** predominantly  European  and  not 
a  world  organization,"  and  is  ''tainted  with  all  the  inter- 
racial jealousies  of  Europe."  That  is  a  condition  which 
a  separate  peace  with  Germany  by  congressional  resolu- 
tion or  otherwise  can  not  remedy,  and  it  would  be  a  some- 
what high  price,  many  will  say,  to  pay  for  the  mere 
privilege  of  clinging  to  tradition  —  even  tradition  con- 
secrated by  the  advice  of  Washington  in  very  different 
times  and  conditions.  For  Washington's  words  were 
addressed  to  one  of  the  weakest  of  the  nations  of  the  earth, 
not  to  one  of  the  strongest. 

Resolutions  like  that  of  Senator  Knox  passed  by  the 
Senate  May  15,  and  vetoed  by  the  President  May  27  as 
making  "a  complete  surrender  of  the  rights  of  the  United 
States  as  far  as  the  German  Government  is  concerned," 
had  behind  them,  obviously  and  notoriously,  a  com- 
plication of  motives.  Such  resolutions,  however,  need 
not  be  regarded  as  wholly  inspired  by  political  malice. 
The  situation  which  they  encountered,  of  a  country  still 
technically  at  war  with  the  Teutonic  Powers  more  than  a 
year  and  a  half  after  the  cessation  of  hostilities,  and  after 
the  practical  extinction  of  one  of  those  powers  by  the 
war,  was  logically  absurd  and  practically  embarrassing. 
Yet  with  a  deadlock  of  our  constitutional  treaty-making 
powers  the  theory  and  the  condition  might  conceivably  be 
permitted  to  contradict  each  other  indefinitely. 

Treaty  and  League  have  got  inevitably  mixed  up  in 
the  national  presidential  campaign  and  stick  there  like 
King  Charles'  head  in  the  mind  of  Mr.  Dick.  But  it 
cannot  be  pretended  that  the  country  is  seriously  con- 
cerned over  this  particular  one  among  the  barbed-wire 
entanglements  set  up  in  the  way  of  the  candidates.    The 
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rising  cost  of  living  and  the  rising  demands  of  labor 
for  services  reluctantly  rendered  are  paramount  considera- 
tions in  the  opinion  of  the  average  citizen,  who  seems 
curiously  unable  to  associate  our  vital  local  problems  with 
their  inseparable  European  ramifications.  Also  the  fact 
that  prohibition  was  being  realized  as  no  longer  a  legal 
fiction,  but  rather  something  not  unlikely  to  become  a 
fixed  condition  did  not  somehow  create  the  general 
satisfaction  which  it  was  proposed  to  create  by  bestowing 
upon  a  population  of  a  hundred  million  the  priceless  and 
unprecedented  blessings  of  constitutional  non-alcoholism. 
Reactionary  tendencies  toward  rum  were  observed  in 
many  quarters,  but  among  the  candidates  for  presidential 
honors  only  Mr.  Edwards  of  New  Jersey  adopted  in  the 
beginning  a  program  avowedly  wet.  Almost  all  of  the 
other  candidates  put  on  the  dry  label  as  a  matter  of 
course. 

The  demoralization  of  the  licensed  prophets  was  well 
begun  in  the  early  stages  of  the  p re-convention  campaigns 
with  General  Wood  and  Senator  Johnson  busy  rivals  in 
collecting  Republican  delegates,  and  that  demoralization 
progressed  as  an  original  long  lead  by  Wood  was  over- 
come by  unexpected  spurts  of  speed  from  the  Californian. 
Governor  Lowden  of  Illinois  and  Senator  Harding  failed 
to  justify  hopes  in  this  early  delegate-catching  game  and 
the  country  utterly  refused  to  take  fire  at  the  martial 
name  of  Pershing.  That  in  itself  was  a  startling  departure 
from  the  traditions  of  a  nation  with  a  decided  weakness  for 
military  hero-worship. 

The  case  of  Mr.  Hoover  was  curious.  An  unparti- 
zan public  opinion  gave  the  original  impulse  toward  his 
selection.  At  first  both  parties  seemed  to  have  equal 
chances  to  take  him,  although  the  politicians  of  neither 
party  took  pains  to  conceal  the  fact  they  did  not  want 
him.  It  was  not  until  he  himself  professed  a  receptive 
attitude  toward  the  Republican  nomination  only,  that 
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he  took  his  definite  place  in  the  list  offered  and  advertised 
for  the  people's  choice.  In  the  non-political  public  mind 
undoubtedly  a  greater  prestige  as  a  winner  of  the  world 
war  attached  itself  to  the  person  of  the  Food  Adminis- 
trator than  to  that  of  the  Commander-in-Chief  of  the 
A.  E.  F.  Also  the  idea  of  getting  a  successful  business 
man  on  a  job  which  was  clearly  so  important  to  every  other 
man's  successful  business  was  expected  for  once  to  set 
responsive  chords  vibrating  even  in  a  nation  so  devoted 
to  business  that  it  has  almost  always  employed  a  lawyer 
as  chief  executive,  when  there  was  not  a  victorious  general 
handy.  By  some,  of  course,  recent  experience  with  a 
college  professor  was  counted  on  to  give  a  special  appeal 
to  this  business-man  idea. 

It  was  observed,  however,  that  the  politicians  made 
prompt  and  telling  use  of  the  circumstance  that  Mr. 
Hoover  had  lived  much  in  England  —  a  country  especially 
liable  to  sap  a  sturdy  native  Americanism,  as  the  Sims 
case  abundantly  proved.  Industriously,  also,  the  tale 
was  spread  that  the  man  who  fed  Europe  during  the 
war  was  a  person  whose  business  methods,  though  ef- 
fective, were  apt  to  be  tinged  with  autocracy.  He  got 
things  done,  it  was  admitted,  but  he  seldom  asked  advice, 
and  accepted  it  reluctantly,  if  at  all.  Capital  was  even 
made  of  the  fact  that  Mr.  Hoover  knew  more  about  the 
real  situation  in  Europe  than  all  the  other  candidates 
put  together.  Somebody  discovered  that  Washington 
enjoyed  a  parallel  equipment  with  Hoover  as  an  engineer 
and  pre-eminently  successful  man  of  business,  and  that 
no  other  President  in  our  list  could  match  this  combina- 
tion. But  it  seemed  to  remain  true  throughout  the  pre- 
convention  stages  of  the  campaign  that  though  Mr. 
Hoover  was  offering  himself  as  a  candidate  of  the  Re- 
publican Party,  he  was  in  reality  the  candidate  chiefly 
of  people  who  regarded  party  as  a  secondary  consideration 
in  the  present  emergency.  Indeed,  to  the  partizan,  that 
seemed  to  be  a  main  objection  to  him. 
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Mr.  Johnson's  spectacular  career  as  a  getter  of  Re- 
publican delegates  on  an  anti-League-Europe-be-damned, 
let-the-worklng-peepul-rule  platform,  seemed  to  give  a 
hint  to  Mr.  McAdoo,  as  Democratic  candidate  —  still 
at  that  time  subject  to  final  approval  from  his  father-in 
law  in  the  White  House.  In  the  still  early  stages  of  the 
campaign  to  which  this  number  of  our  review  is  neces- 
sarily limited,  it  appeared  that  Mr.  McAdoo  had  adopted 
the  idea  of  bidding  against  Mr.  Johnson  for  the  self- 
advertised  labor  vote,  on  the  theory  that  the  contest 
between  the  two  parties  would  not  take  the  form  of  joined 
issues  —  as  radical  against  conservative,  League  against 
no  League,  or  what  not  of  clean  cut  division  —  but  would 
resolve  itself  into  a  headlong  race  for  first  place  in  meeting 
the  demands  and  desires  of  organized  labor  and  other 
importunate  clamorers  for  special  legislative  consideration 
(presumably)  at  the  expense  of  the  general  suffering  public. 
When  this  is  published,  events  —  and  the  outcome  of  the 
Chicago  convention  in  particular  —  will  have  gone  farther 
toward  proving  or  disproving  this  theory.  But  the  guess 
seemed  not  a  bad  one  at  the  time. 

The  race  of  the  radicals  for  Labor's  favor  seemed  all  the 
hotter,  because  of  a  growing  disposition  to  question  and  to 
curb  by  law  the  right  to  strike  which  in  less  than  a  cen- 
tury has  grown  to  such  full-orbed  divinity  that  it  begins  to 
threaten  the  right  to  work,  with  its  triple  sanction  of 
nature,  necessity  and  the  ages.  Mr.  Gompers  and  Gover- 
nor Allen  of  Kansas  played  hide  and  seek  with  that 
subject  recently  at  Carnegie  Hall.  Mr.  Gompers  eluded 
the  confession  of  the  obvious  mathematical  truth  that  the 
whole  is  greater  than  the  part,  but  one  lesson  of  the  war  — 
that  public  service  is  paramount  to  individual  or  class 
interest  —  has  been  driven  home  so  rudely  that  it  sticks. 

If  the  right  to  strike  was  denied  in  war  time  in  the 
general  interest,  the  right  to  strike  may  be  denied  in  peace 
time  in  the  general  interest.    It  is  merely  a  question  of  the 
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generality  of  the  interest.  And  if  the  right  to  work  means 
the  right  to  live,  for  the  community  as  well  as  for  the 
individual,  (which  starving  populations  in  Europe  stand 
ready  to  prove)  the  right  not  to  work  —  and  to  prevent 
others  from  working  —  must  be  strictly  limited. 

Even  the  Russian  Soviet  recognizes  that.  And  Amer- 
ican organized  labor,  grown  fat  on  the  jobs  which  the 
public  service  provides,  cannot  continue  to  ignore  the 
rights  of  the  public  in  its  insistence  on  its  own  rights. 
Reluctance  of  labor  leaders  either  to  admit  the  public  as 
umpire  of  disputes  with  capital  or  to  confess  that  they  do 
not  want  the  public  present  in  that  capacity,  seems  to 
argue  an  uneasy  sense  of  growing  public  consciousness  of 
power,  and  even  a  secret  fear  that  the  right  to  strike  itself 
may  not  turn  out  to  be  absolutely  sacrosanct.  Perhaps 
the  groups  of  capitalists  whose  bids  in  behalf  of  their 
candidates  have  created  such  lively  curiosity  are  also 
thinking  of  this  umpire  business  and  the  importance  of 
controlling  the  machinery  of  public  expression. 

Among  the  other  Democratic  candidates,  men  like 
Senator  Hitchcock  and  Attorney  General  Palmer  seemed 
to  command  only  a  partizan  interest,  but  a  certain 
eminence  attached  to  the  position  of  Governor  Edwards 
of  New  Jersey,  as  already  noted,  the  only  wet  candidate. 
Governor  Edwards's  slogan  was  that  of  Patrick  Henry 
considerably  modified  to  suit  the  times.  He  did  not  say 
with  the  Virginia  orator  and  fiddling  rival  of  Thomas 
Jefferson,  *'Give  me  Liberty  or  give  me  death,"  but  he 
asked  not  less  boldly  for  the  restoration  of  a  lost  liberty  — 
including  the  liberty  to  drink  beer  and  wine  without  a  vio- 
lation of  law  and  consequent  outrage  of  conscience.  Per- 
haps Mr.  Edwards's  candidacy  was  then  more  interesting 
to  sociologists  and  metaphysicians  than  to  practical  poli- 
ticians. But  undoubtedly,  there  was  a  very  considerable 
American  public  not  wholly  out  of  sympathy  with  him. 

Henry  Irving  Brock. 
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Two  volumes  of  the  most  exciting,  amusing,  and 

enchaining  narrative  of  recent  years." 

— N,  Y.  Evening  Post. 

Two  more  intensely  "human"  volumes  than  these 
can  hardly  be  conceived.  The  cheeriness,  brightness 
and  good  nature  of  the  author  break  out  everywhere. 
And  this  is  not  at  the  expense  of  the  more  weighty 
matters  of  excellent  historical  and  scientific  informa- 
tion that  really  "informs." — Literary  Digest, 

"Covering  a  period  of  eighty  years,  and  recording 
experiences  in  all  parts  of  the  world  make  a  very  un- 
usual contribution  to  the  literature  of  travel,  explora- 
tion, discovery  and  adventure  .  .  .  the  human  interest 
is  strong;  he  recalls  incidents  of  his  early  childhood, 
of  boyish  adventure  and  paternal  discipline,  of  his 
home  life  in  later  years,  and  of  his  friendships  formed 
in  all  parts  of  the  world  and  among  all  sorts  of  people. 
His  story  has  a  flavor  all  its  own,  and  is  full  of  life  and 
humor." — Living  Age, 

"A  fortunate  and  useful  life  in  which  the  usefulness 
and  the  good  fortune  are  so  mingled  that  one  does  not 
know  which  to  call  a  cause,  which  a  result,  and  in  this 
especially  fortunate  that  it  nowhere  waned  in  vigor 
and  toward  its  end  walked  nearest  to  "the  shores  of 
old  romance." — The  New  Republic, 

Two  Volumes.     Profusely  Illustrated.     $7.50  net 
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THE  MARK  OF  THE   BEAST 


ON  August  6th  of  this  20th  year  of  the  20th  century, 
came  word  that  the  League  of  Nations  had  de- 
manded from  the  Bolsheviks  beseiging  Warsaw  an  armis- 
tice, preHminary  to  arranging  a  peace,  and  that  the  Bol- 
shevists had  replied  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  make 
their  men  observe  an  armistice:  for  they  had  been  prom- 
ised the  city  to  loot. 

There  are  many  to  whom,  in  their  innocence  and  op- 
timism, this  news  was  a  sickening  surprise.  Had  the 
news  been  that  Warsaw  actually  was  looted,  it  would  have 
been  vastly  easier  to  believe,  than  that  the  soldiers  had 
been  promised  freedom  to  loot  it,  and  that  the  promise 
had  been  given  in  the  country  of  Turgenief,  Kuropotkin, 
Tolstoy,  the  Kovalevskys  and  Tschiakowsky.  For  a 
hundred  years  preceding  the  present  war,  the  looting  of 
cities  in  Europe  was  *'not  done."  Even  Germany  fifty 
years  ago,  with  France  at  her  mercy,  did  not  do  it:  it 
took  fifty  years  of  parvenu  power  and  parvenu  wealth 
to  degrade  her  to  it  in  Belgium. 

And  yet  during  the  hundred  years  when  there  was  no 
such  manifestation  of  bestiality,  it  was  to  some  degree 
latent  in  all  of  us  —  the  passion  for  conflict,  blood,  rapine, 
robbery,  destruction,  all  backed  up  by  insincerity  and  ig- 
norance. Human  nature  has  day  by  day  buried  its  bes- 
tiality deeper  under  newer  motives,  impulses,  conventions 
even;  but  in  the  vast  majority  of  men  it  is  still  there,  only 
more  force  is  needed  to  get  down  to  it. 

223 
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The  beast  comes  out  not  only  in  wars  and  revolutions. 
It  does  not  stop  at  refusing  quarter  to  prisoners,  Belgian 
infamies,  Armenian  massacres,  Russian  pogroms,  Bol- 
shevik slaughterings,  the  Guillotine,  or  even  the  Car- 
magnole: it  does  not  need  murder  to  illustrate  it.  Even 
the  passion  for  noise  is  part  of  the  passion  for  destruction. 
So  strong  was  it  that  until  its  gradual  disappearance 
within  a  few  years,  we  could  not  celebrate  the  fourth  of 
July  without  sacrificing  to  it  arms,  legs  eyes,  ears,  even 
those  of  our  children. 

The  destructive  and  predatory  Instincts  can  take  very 
subtle  shapes.  They  are  by  no  means  confined  to  soldiers, 
pirates,  highwaymen,  sneak  thieves  and  their  like.  They 
taper  down  into  legislative  halls,  labor  lodges,  ^' settle- 
ments," debating  clubs  and  even,  especially  of  late,  into 
drawing-rooms.  The  beast  often  lives  in  a  gilded  cage, 
and  is  not  recognized  as  a  beast  at  all.  But  there  is  the 
predatory  mark  in  all  the  socialistic  communistic  doctrines 
that  are  now  preached  so  widely  and  vigorously.  Even 
in  the  mild  form  of  government  ownership,  they  would 
make  the  voter  part  owner,  and  he  feels  it. 

Licentiousness  in  all  directions  always  comes  with  the 
rest.  In  the  French  Revolution  the  divorces  and  illegiti- 
mate births  increased  frightfully;  in  the  Russian  Revolu- 
tion there  are  attempts  to  nationalize  the  women  as  well  as 
the  property;  and  in  our  not  inconsiderable  upset,  the 
feminist  shrieks  even  louder  than  before.  Her  passion, 
however,  is  often  partly  maternal.  She  wants  a  baby;  if 
she  can't  get  it  with  a  recognized  father,  then  without:  in 
not  a  few  cases  preferably  without  any  such  restriction. 
Of  the  fact  that  children  without  recognized  fathers  con- 
stitute a  vastly  disproportionate  part  of  the  criminals  and 
paupers,  she  and  her  masculine  sympathizers  take  no 
account. 

The  beast  that  comes  out  in  the  Russian  revolution, 
is  of  course  the  same  one  that  showed  himself  in  the 
French  Revolution  —  predatory,  quarrelsome,  licentious, 
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murderous.  His  example  is  terribly  contagious,  too:  we 
have  not  entirely  escaped  it,  even  here,  especially  since  it 
has  been  stimulated  by  propaganda. 

Even  before  the  war,  there  was  a  predatory  element  in 
our  absurd  system  of  having  taxes  levied  by  those  who  do 
not  pay  them. 

In  some  of  us  the  mark  is  buried  so  deep  that  it  hardly 
shows  at  all,  but  no  human  being  has  yet  reached  absolute 
perfection.  Within  their  respective  spheres,  perhaps  as 
many  of  the  humblest  as  of  the  highest  approach  it  —  in 
all  but  knowledge  and  the  powers  and  the  graces.  Far 
be  it  from  us  to  ignore  that  fact,  when  we  note  the  mark 
in  the  world  that  works  with  its  hands  and  bears  with  its 
back,  and  is  poor.  But  equally  far  be  it  from  us  to  ignore 
that  the  world  that  is  poor  includes  the  world  of  the 
grosser  crimes,  or  that  the  upper  world  also  has  its  crimes. 
Least  of  all  would  we  ignore  the  idiocy  in  most  of  the  talk 
about  equality.  Nature's  way  of  evolving  homo  sapiens 
was  the  reverse  of  making  men  equal,  but  was  of  mak- 
ing a  few  to  lead  the  rest,  and  of  fixing  things  so  that  the 
few  have  got  to  lead,  whether  they  want  to  or  not.  Na- 
ture's latest  step  in  that  direction  was  this  weltering  ab- 
surdity of  democracy  and  universal  suffrage,  and  people  of 
capacity  have  got  to  take  the  absurdity  out  of  it  or  perish. 
Fortunately  it  is  not  as  absurd  as  the  autocracy  which  it 
has  replaced,  but  you  are  in  danger  until  you  get  enough  of 
those  humbler  people  intelligent  enough,  conscientious 
enough  and  rich  enough  to  vote  with  you.  You  yourselves 
have  flung  the  banner  into  the  opposing  ranks,  and  you 
have  got  to  get  it  out.  If  you  make  your  wealth  the  oc- 
casion for  mere  idleness,  not  only  do  you  die  on  your  own 
hook,  but  those  bearing  the  mark  of  the  beast  will  destroy 
you.  You've  got  to  work  to  provide  the  education  and  op- 
portunity to  erase  that  mark,  or  it  will  soon  be  placed  on 
your  own  children  —  such  of  them  as  survive.  And  for- 
tunately your  present  generation  is  realizing  all  this  to  a  de- 
gree of  which  even  your  father's  generation  never  dreamed. 
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Though  there  is  little  danger  that  America  —  a  nation 
with  self-control  enough  to  impose  Prohibition  upon 
itself,  however  she  may  suffer  in  other  ways,  will  suffer 
from  the  beast  to  the  extent  France,  Russia  and  middle 
Europe  have  done,  nevertheless  the  beast  does  bitterly 
offend  our  nostrils  and  our  pockets,  and  it  cannot  rage  in 
war,  even  elsewhere,  without  inconveniencing  us  and  being 
likely  to  draw  us  in. 

II 

To  control  these  bestial  impulses  in  individuals,  govern- 
ments have  been  evolved;  and  to  control  them  in  states, 
Amphictyonic  Councils  and  Hanseatic  Leagues  and  Holy 
Alliances.  The  latter  group  have  failed,  but  so  have  all  the 
former  that  existed  up  to  the  foundation  of  the  British 
monarchy,  and  many  since.  But  that  does  not  hinder 
men  from  continuing  to  form  governments,  and  is  no 
conclusive  argument  against  their  continuing  to  form 
confederations  and  unions  of  states.  True,  these  are  more 
difficult,  especially  with  states  differing  in  language  and 
traditions,  but  Rome  endured  for  many  centuries,  and 
Canada,  with  two  races,  Switzerland  with  three,  the 
British  Empire  with  many,  all  seem  pretty  substantial,  not 
to  include  our  own  union  of  nearly  half  a  hundred  states, 
with  many  localities  where  the  national  language  is  little 
used.  And  at  last  has  just  been  formed  at  Versailles  an 
association  attempting  to  embrace  the  civilized  world, 
and  already  embracing  a  very  respectable  part  of  it.  If 
the  United  States  were  in  that  union,  is  it  probable  that 
there  would  now  be  so  many  wars  going  on,  or  that  Russia 
would  have  returned  that  answer  to  that  demand  for  an 
armistice.^ 

The  opponents  of  our  joining  comprise  those  who  do  not 
want  this  league,  and  those  who  don't  want  any  league, 
the  latter  class  of  course  including  the  former. 

But  the  standard  argument  of  those  who  do  not  want 
this  league  seems  to  us  inevitably  to  place  them  with  those 
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who  do  not  want  any.  Their  standard  argument  is 
generally  called  forth  by  Article  X,  but  it  inevitably 
stands  against  any  article  that  may  call  for  the  use  of 
force,  and  as  no  league  is  worth  while  unless  it  has  force  to 
back  its  decisions,  any  argument  against  the  use  of  force 
is  an  argument  against  any  league.  The  argument  in 
question  runs  this  way: 

"  Do  you  want  your  boys  sent  over  to  fight  for  any  petty 
nation  whose  boundaries  are  threatened.^  If  you  enter 
this  league,  they  are  sure  to  be.  That  means  conscription. 
Our  people  won't  stand  it.     It  means  civil  war." 

Now  so  far  there  has  been  no  conscription  or  civil  war 
in  any  nation  composing  the  league,  and  we  don't  believe 
there  is  going  to  be.  We  regard  the  league  as  an  infant  in 
judicious  hands,  and  think  it  reasonable  to  hope  that  it 
will  grow  until  the  decisions  of  the  international  courts 
will  have  as  much  voluntary,  even  if  paid,  force  behind 
them  as  the  decisions  of  the  best  national  courts  have 
now. 

This  growth  will  be  slow,  will  involve  many  experimen- 
tal changes,  may  not  even  reach  effective  maturity. 
If  it  does  not,  there  seems  nothing  more  certain  in  human 
foresight  than  that  another  league  will  be  born,  out  of 
even  greater  tribulation  than  this  one,  and  if  that  fails 
still  another,  and,  if  needed,  still  others,  until  humanity's 
hopes  of  world-peace  are  realized. 

Whatever  risks,  even  to  our  boys,  may  be  involved  in 
America's  doing  the  best  we  can  with  this  league,  seem  to 
us  vastly  less  than  those  involved  in  staying  out  of  it. 
More  reasons  for  this  view  will  appear  as  we  proceed. 

Although  we  have  had  the  detailed  reasons  why  we  are 
not  in  the  League  dinned  into  us  ad  nauseam,  now  that 
election  is  at  hand  it  may  be  worth  while  to  take  a  com- 
pendious glance  at  them,  though  it  involve  the  repetition 
of  much  that  has  become  commonplace.  We  are  still  out 
of  the  League: 

I.  Largely  because  of  that  very  passion   for  conflict 
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and  grasping  and  destruction  which  is  the  mark  of  the 
beast,  and  which  the  League  is  intended  to  suppress  — 
because  the  senators  whom  Wilson  was  unwise  enough  to 
ignore  wanted  to  fight  him  and  destroy  his  handiwork, 
and  because  they  want  their  party  to  overcome  his  party 
—  because  of  partizanship,  which  is  the  greatest  obstruc- 
tion to  right  reason  in  our  country  today. 

II.  Largely  because  the  world  is  now  fuller  than  ever 
of  crazy  schemes  which  have  been  tried  and  failed,  and 
because  this  scheme  is,  by  many,  mistakenly  classed  with 
them.  This  scheme  is  in  a  category  by  itself  —  that  of 
substituting  reason  for  force.  That  scheme  has  worked 
with  increasing  success  through  all  history;  and  to  help 
it  on,  there  has  already  accumulated  a  vast  mass  of  ex- 
perience —  classified  and  digested  experience,  and  of 
burning  enthusiasm  on  the  part  of  the  wisest  men. 

It  seems  apparent  that  no  attempt  for  a  League  in  the 
past  has  ever  been  undertaken  under  auspices  as  favorable 
as  those  before  us  now.  Until  Napoleon  sickened  a  larger 
proportion  of  people  with  war  than  ever  had  been  sickened 
before,  war  was  a  thing  generally  taken  for  granted  and 
widely  lauded.  Since  then  it  has  declined  in  prestige. 
Nobody  now  mentions  "the  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
glorious  war."  Its  gorgeous  uniforms  have  faded  into 
khaki,  and  by  the  nations  that  lead  civilization,  and  even 
by  the  greatest  generals,  it  is  looked  upon  with  horror. 

Yet  there  are  still  people  who  believe  war  to  be  for  the 
good  of  the  race.  This  was  preached  loudly  a  few  years 
ago,  but  the  rate  at  which  the  preachers  have  lately  been 
shutting  up  is  most  significant.  Since  the  discussion  of 
the  League  began,  we  don't  recall  a  case,  even  among 
its  opponents,  where  anybody  has  dared  to  preach  that 
doctrine. 

The  idea  of  conquest,  as  between  civilized  nations, 
seems  also  to  have  had  its  last  gasp  in  Germany's  suicidal 
attempt  to  exercise  it,  though  it  will  probably  survive  as 
part  of  Nature's  merciless  method  of  civilizing,  or  rather 
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supplanting,  barbarous  peoples.  And  yet  even  in  this  re- 
gard the  mark  of  the  beast  is  still  on  Poland  in  her  idea 
of  conquering  a  buffer  region  beyond  the  boundaries  as- 
signed by  the  League  between  her  and  Russia.  But  even 
here,  considering  what  the  Bolsheviki  are,  it  may  be 
questioned  whether  Nature's  old  way  of  supplanting  sav- 
agery is  not  in  operation.  It  has  often  been  said  that 
there  is  no  mercy  in  Nature,  though  an  exception  must 
certainly  be  made  in  her  giving  man  a  second  chance,  and 
often  later  ones,  after  his  deliberate  violations  of  her  laws. 
She  also  gives  him  the  constantly  increasing  ability  to 
evolve  a  control  over  her  unchanging  laws,  and  turn  them 
to  his  service.  He  is  even  now  taking  hold  of  the  terrible 
law  of  evolution  by  conquest,  and  in  spite  of  Senators 
Borah,  Johnson,  and  their  kind,  will  soon  make  such  raven- 
ings  of  the  beast  as  have  taken  place  in  Armenia  and  the 
Congo,  not  to  speak  of  Belgium  and  desolated  France, 
things  of  the  past. 

III.  Largely  because  of  parochial  so-called  patriotism, 
which  refuses  to  contribute  a  part  of  national  sovereignty 
to  create  a  greater  sovereignty  that  can  control  the  na- 
tions into  peace  —  precisely  the  same  state-patriotism 
that  made  the  formation  of  our  Union  so  difficult,  and 
the  Civil  War  necessary  to  maintain  it.  Was  there  ever 
a  step  in  civilization  that  did  not  involve  giving  up,  for 
the  sake  of  it,  some  independence  —  from  the  coming 
to  live  together  of  two  solitary  savages,  through  the 
formation  of  families,  tribes,  clans,  partnerships,  corpora- 
tions, even  base-ball  and  foot-ball  teams,  up  to  courts, 
armies,  navies,  cities,  states,  nations  and  empires.'* 

Social  peace  can  be  had  only  under  government.  The 
same  is  true  of  international  peace.  Social  peace  was  at- 
tained, so  far  as  attained  at  all,  by  the  power  of  controlling 
individualities;  and  the  transfer  of  that  power  to  the  com- 
munity has  been  an  accompaniment  of  the  slow  upward 
evolution  of  the  community.  Similarly,  international 
peace,  so  far  as  yet  attained  —  the  Pax  Romana  —  came 
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from  the  power  of  a  controlling  individuality;  and  it  was 
what  Napoleon  professed  to  be  aiming  for,  and,  to  some 
degree,  Wilhelm  II. 

IV.  Largely  because  of  lack  of  vision  —  the  vision  of 
poets  and  great  statesmen.  We  need  at  least  two  words 
each  to  perform  the  services  now  done  by  vision,  imagina- 
tion, dream  and  their  kind:  for  they  all  make  for  both 
good  and  evil.  As  most  frequently  used,  they  mean  a 
destructive  ignoring  of  the  real  and  necessary,  and  a  ten- 
dency to  follow  will-o'the-wisps.  On  the  other  hand,  they 
are  often  used  to  express  that  without  which  we  should 
not  have  any  science,  invention,  poetry.  All  three  are 
essential  to  the  highest  statesmanship,  and  they  were 
never  more  needed  than  regarding  the  League  of  Nations. 

The  foregoing  had  barely  been  written,  when  along  came 
a  letter  from  a  critic  of  the  first  eminence,  which,  speak- 
ing of  the  muddle  the  English  have  made  of  Irish  affairs, 
said: 

English  statesmen,  guided  by  the  experts  they  have  selected 
In  history,  economics,  sociology  ...  in  my  humble  judgment 
might  have  foreseen  most  of  It,  If  they  had  learned  any- 
thing of  the  nature  of  man  from  the  only  true  masters  of  wis- 
dom —  the  great  poets.  But  we  study  the  poets  now  as  ex- 
perts In  psychology,  and  so  misunderstand  life  hopelessly. 
Perhaps  some  day  we'll  stop  being  experts,  and  cultivate  love 
and  commonsense. 

This  is  not  the  whole  truth,  but  it  is  a  large  and  neg- 
lected part  of  it. 

V.  America  is  still  out  of  the  League  also  largely  be- 
cause of  the  widespread  desire  to  eat  one's  cake  and  have 
it.  Hosts  of  people  would  like  to  have  reduction  of  arma- 
ments and  taxes,  and  of  the  fear  of  war  and  the  disturb- 
ance of  prosperity  which  such  fears  bring,  but  they  are 
reluctant  to  face  the  immediate  and  new  responsibilities 
by  which  alone  such  relief  can  be  secured  —  if  it  can  be 
secured  at  all. 

VI.  One  of  the  strongest  Influences  keeping  us  out  is 
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of  course  the  traditional  dread  of  complications  with 
Europe,  and  respect  for  the  caution  of  the  Fathers  against 
them.  But  that  advice  was  given  when  we  were  thirty 
days  from  Europe,  and  we  are  now  not  thirty  minutes: 
to  cite  it  now  savors  of  imbecility  or  dishonesty.  The 
complications  exist,  and  the  question  is  no  longer  how  to 
avoid  them,  but  how  to  handle  them;  and  the  only  visible 
way  is  to  substitute  courts  for  camps.  Courts  have  grad- 
ually taken  away  the  necessity  for  individuals  going 
armed.  They  alone  can  be  hoped  to  do  the  same  for 
nations,  and  in  fact,  Armageddon  notwithstanding,  they 
have  already  done  it  to  a  hopeful  extent  and  for  increasing 
periods,  and  that  without  anything  more  than  interna- 
tional morality  —  and  that  of  a  very  primitive  kind  — 
to  enforce  their  decisions. 

VII.  The  fear  of  the  unknown  has  done  much  to  keep 
us  out.  It  is  one  of  the  most  widespread  of  our  inherited 
bestial  attributes.  Even  as  highly  evolved  a  beast  as 
man's  close  friend  the  horse,  is  a  pitiful  victim  of  it.  To 
both  him  and  his  master,  it  is  not  only  a  distress  but  a 
danger.  Many  people  would  rather  risk  the  tried  dangers 
of  familiar  war  than  the  untried  ones  of  enforcing  the  de- 
cisions of  international  courts.  And  yet  these  untried 
dangers,  if  collateral  experience  is  to  be  respected,  are 
enormously  exaggerated.  Where  the  decisions  of  estab- 
lished courts  are  to  be  carried  out,  though  competent 
force  is  at  hand,  it  is  not  needed  in  one  case  out  of  a  thou- 
sand. In  the  other  cases,  the  knowledge  that  the  force 
is  there,  is  all  that  is  needed.  As  men  progress  In  the  es- 
tablishment of  international  courts  backed  by  interna- 
tional forces,  —  and  progress  they  certainly  will,  whether 
they  embrace  the  present  opportunity  or  wait  for  a  cost- 
lier one;  whether  they  do  it  with  some  effectiveness  in 
five  years  or  in  five  hundred,  the  need  of  using  the  force 
will  decrease  geometrically,  as  it  has  in  national  courts, 
and  the  habit  of  obedience  without  it  will  increase.  Does 
anybody  doubt  that  if  the  United   States  were  in  the 
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League  of  Nations,  Germany  would  be  living  up  to  her 
obligations  much  quicker  and  better  than  she  is;  that 
much  of  the  blood  that  has  been  spilt  since  the  armistice, 
not  to  speak  of  the  treasure,  would  have  been  saved,  and 
that  the  questions  over  which  they  have  been  spilt  would 
have  been  much  nearer  settlement,  and  all  that  without 
our  having  one  more  soldier  in  the  field? 

VIII.  Then  there  is  the  large  and  ancient  body  of  the 
doubting  Thomases.  Many  people  won't  vote  for  any- 
thing whose  success  they  doubt,  and  one  strong  reason 
for  doubting  that  of  the  League  is  the  selfishness  of  man- 
kind. But  to  ensure  peace  it  is  not  necessary  entirely  to 
do  away  with  human  selfishness,  but  merely  to  make  it 
more  enlightened.  In  recent  times  the  commercial  way 
of  looking  at  things  has  been  growing  respectable.  All  the 
nations  that  have  got  as  far  as  a  literature,  even  Germany, 
have  for  some  time  had  their  selfish  instincts  turned  from 
the  pursuit  of  glory  and  dominion  to  the  pursuit  of 
wealth.  The  world  is  now,  especially  of  late,  well  and 
understandingly  convinced  that  war  does  not  pay^  and 
the  world's  selfishness,  outside  of  the  German  military 
class  and  other  barbarians,  is  well  drilled  to  seek  what 
does  pay. 

All  these  considerations  hold  against  the  doubting 
Thomas's  plea  that  man  is  a  fighting  animal.  Civic  man 
is  no  longer  so.  It  is  not  true  that  he  wants  war  for  war's 
sake.  Outside  of  the  German  brutes  who  drank  to  ^'Der 
Tag,"  and  possibly  the  rich  cousins  of  the  Bolsheviks  in 
the  Russian  court,  nobody  wanted  the  recent  war.  The 
greatest  modern  generals  —  Grant,  Sherman,  Roberts, 
and  for  all  we  know,  Foch,  have  hated  war  or  at  least 
professed  to,  and  they  were  very  honest  men.  And  yet, 
to  speak  candidly,  it  is  a  psychological  puzzle  how  a  man 
can  hate  doing  what  he  does  extremely  well.  The  ques- 
tion is  at  least  complex. 

IX.  People  who  want  to  upset  the  imperfect  order  so 
laboriously  established  in  the  past,  and  substitute  some 
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scheme  suggested  by  their  lengthy  experience,  or  by  no 
experience  at  all,  hate  the  League  because  they  recognize 
it  as  a  conservator  of  established  order.  Here  is  an  ex- 
pression from  one  of  them: 

You  have  not  even  touched  upon  the  cause  for  opposition 
held  by  most  of  my  generation:  that  this  League  of  Victorious 
Powers  stands  for  war,  not  peace;  that  if  it  ever  does  get  going 
it  will  become  the  Cossack  of  Europe  —  the  big  policeman  to 
crush  all  labor  and  revolutionary  movements.  It  has  already 
amply  demonstrated  that  its  propensities  lie  in  that  direction 
and  has  done  nothing  constructive,  so  far  as  I  know,  for  the 
establishment  of  international  comity  or  economic  rehabilita- 
tion. 

The  writer  is  young.  We  wonder  if  she  has  estimated 
her  generation  correctly!  She  is  a  bit  impatient  (isn't 
she.^)  considering  how  long  the  League  has  been  in  opera- 
tion. 

X.  Then  there  are  those  —  a  great  many  of  them,  and 
some  very  intelligent  ones  too,  with  whom  it  is  simply  a 
case  of  Dr.  Fell,  and  who  give  the  funniest  ''reasons." 

It  is  with  the  League,  much  as  in  the  conflict  of  long  ago 
over  Civil  Service  Reform:  nearly  everybody  wanted  it, 
but  at  first  few  wanted  ''this  particular  measure,"  what- 
ever the  proposed  measure  might  be,  until  Godkin,  be- 
ginning almost  alone,  converted  enough  people  to  see  a 
"particular  measure"  through.  He  was  an  Englishman 
(though  his  family  had  been  for  some  generations  in  Ire- 
land) and  brought  the  reform  from  England.  We  were 
living  under  Jacksonian  doctrine,  and  hardly  knew  any- 
thing about  the  reform. 

Those  who  have  vision  enough  to  appreciate  a  great 
reform  are  not  halted  by  defects  in  the  initial  measures. 
Faith  that  the  reform  is  natural,  is  faith  that  it  is  inevitable; 
and  faith  that  it  is  natural  and  inevitable,  is  faith  that 
Nature  herself  will  help  cure  the  defects  in  the  initial 
measures  when  experience  demonstrates  defects. 
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III 

To  come  to  the  two  platforms.  Both  profess  to  favor 
some  sort  of  a  league,  but  one,  for  pretty  obvious  reasons, 
objects  to  '^this  particular  measure". 

Brought  down  to  its  lowest  terms,  the  plan  for  a  League 
devised  at  Versailles  by  the  best  statesmen  the  world, 
outside  of  Germany,  Austria  and  Russia,  could  get  to- 
gether, and  now  found  good  enough  for  the  adhesion  of 
England,  France,  Italy  and  a  score  of  minor  peoples,  is  not 
good  enough  for  Senators  Lodge,  Knox,  Johnson,  Borah 
and  a  following  of  lesser  lights  in  the  same  party  in  our 
senate.  Whatever  may  be  the  motives  of  these  men,  there 
can  be  little  reasonable  doubt  that  among  them  is  a  per- 
sonal desire  to  thwart  President  Wilson,  and  to  secure  for 
their  own  party  the  credit  of  making  the  United  States 
a  member  of  some  League  of  Nations.  To  do  this  they 
propose  that  that  eminent  international  jurisconsult  Sena- 
tor Harding  shall  instigate  and  supervise  the  creation 
of  a  new  league  superior  to  the  one  devised  at  Versailles. 
Whatever  the  capacity  and  the  motives  of  the  men  who 
devised  that  league,  there  can  be  no  question  that  they 
were  the  best  men  that,  under  the  conditions,  could  be 
got  together;  and  the  assumption  that  under  present  con- 
ditions, with  a  League  already  formed  and  the  best  na- 
tions outside  our  own  already  in  it,  a  better,  or  as  good, 
a  set  of  men  could  be  got  together  to  make  a  new  League, 
is  too  silly  to  be  accounted  for  by  anything  but  the  char- 
acteristic imbecility  of  partizanship.  And  as  to  the  mor- 
ality of  professing  such  an  assumption,  it  simply  bears  the 
mark  of  the  beast. 

It  is  all  very  well  for  this  man,  that  man  or  the  other 
man  to  exercise  his  imagination  and  constructive  powers 
over  a  better  League  than  the  existing  one,  but  there  is  no 
other  one  in  the  cards.  It  is  either  this  one,  with  such  in- 
terpretations or  modifications  as  its  members  will  accept, 
or  none  at  all  unless  and  until  a  new  world-explosion  de- 
mands   a    new   arrangement.     That   this   League,    even 
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with  us  in  it,  may  inaugurate  conditions  that  will  prevent 
such  an  explosion,  may  be  a  large  assumption;  but  it  is 
small  beside  the  assumption  that  anything  short  of  such 
an  explosion  —  even  anything  devised  by  the  senate 
group  and  executed  by  Mr.  Harding,  can  bring  about 
another  League.  The  mere  statement  of  such  an  assump- 
tion, like  the  one  already  described,  discredits  the  honesty 
or  sanity  of  anybody  making  it,  and  bears  the  mark  of  the 
beast. 

We  believe  that  efforts  to  suppress  the  beast  will  suc- 
ceed better  under  the  principle  of  a  tariff  for  revenue  only, 
and  our  belief  in  that  reminds  us  of  the  Irishman  who  said 
to  his  opponent:  "What  I  want  from  you  is  silence,  and 
dom'd  little  of  that."  We  believe  in  a  protective  tariff 
as  we  believe  in  defensive  warfare,  but  it  is  warfare,  and 
like  warfare  of  all  kinds,  it  soon  becomes  a  manifestation 
of  the  beast  —  sooner  even  than  defensive  military  war- 
fare. On  the  part  of  many,  but  by  no  means  all,  of  its 
most  active  advocates,  it  is,  ah  initio,  itself  a  manifesta- 
tion of  the  beast. 

Well,  we  seem  to  have  indicated  with  which  side  in  the 
present  campaign  our  judgment  lies.  But  even  while  we 
have  been  writing,  the  Republican  attitude  regarding  the 
League  seems  to  have  been  improving,  and  the  issue  to 
have  been  more  and  more  narrowing  down  to  the  tariff. 
That  old  cat  has  been  killed  more  than  once,  but  it  seems 
to  have  started  with  nine  lives. 

The  Editor. 
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This  article  was  written  in  the  summer  of  1920  before  the  recent  westward 
sweep  of  the  Russian  Bolshevik  armies, — The  Editor. 

OUR  attention  has  been  so  fixed  upon  the  strategic 
value  of  the  vast  Polish  plains,  we  have  been  forced 
so  long  to  follow  the  desolating  wash  of  armies  eastward 
and  westward  over  them,  that  I  had  all  but  forgotten 
the  passionate  portrayal  of  their  beauty  by  such  poets 
as  Mickiewicz  and  such  novelists  as  Sienkiewicz.  So  that 
it  was  with  genuine  surprise,  as  I  journeyed  slowly  north- 
ward in  mid-summer  over  fields  of  ancient  glory  and 
recent  agony,  stretching  green  and  limitless  under  a 
brilliant  atmosphere,  and  finally  at  the  end  of  a  day  caught 
sight  of  the  curious  towers  of  the  great-plains  capital, 
Warsaw,  gleaming  in  the  distance,  and  then  of  the  his- 
toric Vistula  as  it  sweeps  broadly  by  them,  that  I  began 
to  sense  the  strange  fascination  of  these  prodigious  north- 
ern reaches,  which  hold  much  of  the  appeal  of  the  desert. 
*'Do  not  be  too  sure  you  are  going  to  dislike  these  difficult, 
monotonous  plains,"  an  American  working  there  had  said 
to  me,  '*I  have  ended  by  loving  them." 

After  some  days  in  the  northern  lowlands,  covered  with 
their  endless  fleece  of  summer  green,  suggesting  what  must 
be  the  strange  splendor  of  the  endless  winter  fleece  of 
snow,  I  turned  again  south  to  higher  Galicia,  that  beau- 
tiful region  lifting  to  the  Southern  Carpathians,  and,  in  a 
doughty  army  reconnaissance  car,  rode  on  hour  after 
hour,  from  the  low  western  hills  about  lovely  old  Cracow, 
across  billowy  regions  swelling  on  toward  Lemberg.  The 
narrow-strip  green  fields,  each  heaped  up,  or  rounded  high, 
along  its  middle  line,  gave  the  slopes  and  flats  the  look 
of  being  carpeted  with  corduroy.  From  Lemberg  (Lwow), 
that  surprising  cosmopolitan  city  where  East  meets  West, 
I  kept  on,  but  now  over  seemingly  interminable  areas  of 
desolation,  where  by  sad  reversal  the  sight  of  the  normal 
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cottage  or  field  gave  the  shock  of  surprise,  —  over  the 
great  way  of  the  Russian  retreat,  and,  with  never  a  visible 
barrier,  looked  forward  across  the  everlasting  plains 
sweeping  ever  farther  and  farther  eastward,  where  one 
feels  there  is  ^'only  wind  and  rivers,  life  and  death." 
I  wondered  what  Stevenson,  who  felt  and  so  remarkably 
expressed  the  power  to  win  and  to  hold  inhering  in  our 
plains  of  the  Middle  West  —  what  Stevenson  would  have 
said  about  this  earth-stage  set  for  the  play  of  Protean 
forces. 

From  these  far  outposts  the  advancing  enemy  is  sighted 
on  the  still  more  distant  plain.  From  here,  where  the 
Pole  must  first  thrust  forward,  or  hold  fast  against  in- 
vading hordes,  families  clustered  in  partly  protected 
town-groups,  or  were  isolated  on  widely  separated  estates, 
some  of  them  of  kingdom  size.  These  latter  look  upon  the 
inhabitants  of  such  cities  as  Tarnapol  and  Lemberg  as 
passing  restricted  and  colorless  years  in  an  interior  safety- 
zone  where  life  has  lost  its  precious  savor  of  responsi- 
bility and  adventure.  A  slight  blonde  mother  of  eight, 
once  the  mistress  of  a  handsome  chateau,  and  now  the 
lucky  possessor  of  four  small  rooms  in  the  picturesque 
Kamieniec-Podolski  familiar  to  readers  of  Sienkiewicz's 
*'Wolodigowski,"  was  one  of  several  to  express  just  such 
a  feeling  of  half-pity,  half-contempt  for  all  persons  choos- 
ing to  settle  west  of  the  shore  of  the  plains.  In  this  one- 
time Turkish  stronghold,  with  its  population  of  Ukrain- 
ians, Jews  and  Poles,  she  was  working  cheerfully.  Having 
added  eight  orphans  to  her  own  brood  of  eight,  she  directed 
besides  a  Hoover  kitchen  for  eighty  children,  and  rejoiced 
in  the  sense  of  being  on  the  beach-line,  where  she  must 
struggle  with  the  ebb  and  flow  tides. 

On  the  return  journey  I  had  time  for  more  attention  to 
the  details  of  the  picture.  For  forty  kilometers  west  from 
Tarnapol,  in  the  region  of  Galician  Podolia,  once  the  feed- 
ing-ground for  Vienna,  there  is  practically  nothing  planted. 
Only  sparse  wild  plains'  grasses   ripple  past  shell-holes 


238        The   Unpartizan    Review 

and  dugouts  and  rusting  wire  entanglements.  The  people 
from  the  little  brown  villages  stringing  out  along  the  low 
sweeps  of  hill  were  evacuated  during  the  war  to  Moscow 
or  to  Vienna :  now  they  have  returned  in  common  misery, 
and  have  planted  occasional  adjacent  grain-strips,  but 
it  will  take  years  to  restore  this  vast  section  to  produc- 
tivity. Today  most  of  the  villages  are  without  seed  or 
implements;  a  pair  of  horses  which  once  cost  a  derisive 
500  kronen,  now  costs  a  quite  unobtainable  40,000  marks. 
And  moreover,  though  sterile  in  other  ways,  these  re- 
gions are  fertile  typhus  fields:  only  a  few  months  ago  in 
Tarnapol,  their  nearest  sizable  city,  fourteen  physicians 
died  within  fifteen  days.  A  little  Polish  countess  who 
worked  in  a  Lemberg  typhus  clearing-house  for  the  front, 
confessed  to  me  her  anxiety  during  the  first  days  after  she 
had  volunteered  for  this  service. 

'^When  I  found  the  first  louse  on  my  arm,''  she  said, 
*'I  carefully  counted  ten  days  from  then  as  the  day  to 
expect  the  infection;  but  in  two  days  I  found  another 
louse  and  had  to  count  again,  and  in  five  a  third,  and  then 
more,  until  my  arithmetic  problem  got  hopelessly  com- 
plicated, and  I  decided  the  only  thing  to  do  was  to  forget! 
Nurses,  anyway,  seemed  always  to  stand  a  better  chance 
than  physicians." 

In  these  poor  white-washed  brown-hooded  adobe  vil- 
lages of  the  northern  Carpathian  plains,  one  extraordi- 
nary daily  event,  a  free  mid-day  meal  for  all  hungry  chil- 
dren, daily  rekindles  hope.  Clearly  someone,  somewhere 
in  America,  is  interested  enough  to  wish  that  these  far- 
away boys  and  girls  may  be  fed,  and  powerful  enough 
to  insure  the  fulfillment  of  the  wish.  This  knowledge 
has  been  a  stabilizing  force  in  a  chaotic  world. 

In  one  village  which  I  visited,  the  American  kitchens 
can  shortly  close  because  the  big  estate  nearby  is  nearly 
ready  to  supply,  reasonably,  the  necessary  food.  But 
the  position  of  this  estate  is  exceptional,  for  most  large 
properties  are  still  incapable  of  producing  much.     In  all 
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the  fighting  they  have  served  as  requisitioning  and  ravag- 
ing points.  In  Galicia  alone,  of  the  four-hundred  thousand 
hectares  arable  before  the  war,  only  one-fifth  are  now  cul- 
tivated. And  this  is  exclusive  of  any  of  the  new  lands  of 
the  Ukraine  or  White  Russia,  those  contiguous  regions 
awakening  to  independent  national  consciousness.  The 
estates  not  too  completely  ravaged  are  trying  desperately 
to  be  able  to  market,  but  it  is  a  vastly  more  difficult  thing 
to  restore  a  great  property  than  it  is  to  rehabilitate  a 
peasant  holding.  Give  a  peasant  the  wood,  and  with  his 
two  hands  he  sets  about  rebuilding  his  little  hut  and  pre- 
paring his  field  for  his  personal  use;  but  the  problem  of 
a  destroyed  estate  is  staggering. 

Everywhere  in  Poland  one  is  face  to  face  with  the  funda- 
mental land  question.  Are  the  great  estates  to  be  divided.^ 
How.''  When.^  What  will  be  the  immediate  result  in 
increase  or  decrease  in  production.^  We  know  that  the 
immediate  result  in  Roumania  has  been  a  lowering  of 
production.  The  Polish  Diet  has  already  committed 
itself  to  a  program  of  land  division,  but  it  cannot  say 
when  that  program  will  be  accomplished.  For  one  thing, 
it  will  take  years  to  secure  merely  a  proper  land  survey. 
Where  is  the  personnel  for  the  making  of  such  a  survey  to 
be  found,  when  hands  and  brains  are  wanting  in  every  de- 
partment.^ Where  the  money  .^  Intelligent  land-holders, 
whether  they  desire  it  or  not  —  and  some  of  them  do 
desire  it  —  know  that  partition  must  come.  With  them, 
it  is  now  chiefly  a  question  of  how  rigorously  the  pro- 
gram can  be  carried  out,  and  whether  they  will  actually 
receive  a  just  compensation.  They  are  not  impatient  for 
the  settlement,  and  experience  in  Bolshevism  has  made 
even  the  peasants  glad  to  maintain  the  status  quo  a  little 
longer. 

And  it  is  perhaps  fortunate  that  in  this  perilous  tran- 
sition moment  the  big  estates  are  being  held  together. 
Their  business  is  to  sell;  they  are  organized  to  sell;  while 
it  is  still  practically  impossible  to  induce  the  peasant  with 
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a  small  farm  to  plant  more  than  enough  to  supply  his 
own  wants.  If  he  sells  to  the  town,  he  will  at  best  receive 
only  paper  money,  and  has  he  not  already  stored  away 
rolls,  possibly  literally  sackfuls,  of  one  or  another  worth- 
less kind  of  paper  money?  What  has  the  town  to  offer  his 
family  in  their  tiny  thatched  hut?  If,  in  time,  he  learns 
to  want  a  phonograph  or  a  piano,  he  will  try  to  raise 
enough  grain  to  pay  for  it. 

I  was  not  for  the  moment  concerned  with  the  political 
aspect  of  these  east  Galician  plains,  though  even  a  special- 
ized interest  in  child-feeding  forces  an  immediate  general 
orientation:  for  there  must  be  absolutely  distinct  kitchens 
for  Ruthenian  (the  name  given  the  Ukrainian  who  has 
lived  under  Austrian  rule),  Jew,  and  Pole.  Each  local 
committee  struggles  with  its  particular  difficulties  of  dis- 
tribution. But  for  the  most  part,  to-day,  these  groups 
are  living  quietly  enough  side  by  side,  and  if  let  alone  by 
exploiters  and  politicians,  would  probably  continue  to  do 
so.  I  saw  Ukrainians,  to  be  sure,  who  in  December,  1919, 
in  a  certain  district,  had  gouged  out  the  eyes  and  pulled 
off  the  nails  of  Poles,  but  they  seemed  intent  now  on  try- 
ing to  get  back  to  normal  work  on  their  farms.  Leave  the 
peasant  alone  with  his  land,  and  he  is  pretty  apt  to  keep 
quiet.  However,  the  question  of  the  real  assimilation  by 
the  new  Polish  state  of  the  Ruthenians,  or  Austrianized 
Ukrainians  of  East  Galicia,  that  is,  of  Galicia  between 
the  eastern  frontier  and  the  San  River,  where,  though  the 
cities  are  strongly  Polish,  the  peasants  on  the  land  are 
largely  Ruthenian,  is  one  of  Poland's  serious  problems, 
and  the  activity  of  the  Ruthenian  priests,  often  chau- 
vinists, renders  it  peculiarly  difficult.  It  is  to  be  hoped 
that  the  sympathetic  attitude  of  the  present  Polish  govern- 
ment toward  the  proposed  Ukrainian  state  farther  East, 
will  insure  peace  within  its  own  borders.  The  memory  of 
Germany's  long  effort  to  establish  a  hostile  Ukrainian  State 
on  the  Polish  frontier,  makes  it  particularly  pleasing  to  see 
the  present  cooperation  between  these  two  Slavic  peoples. 
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From  the  great  sad  plains  over  which  the  Russians  re- 
treated, part  of  the  devastated  area  stretching  all  the  way 
from  Riga  to  Roumania,  we  regained  Lemberg,  the  first 
sight  of  which  had  been  so  surprising.  Having  thought 
of  it  chiefly  as  a  point  of  defense  against  the  human  in- 
vader from  farther  east,  and  as  an  unsuccessful  defender 
of  the  west  against  the  more  mahgn  bacilli  of  the  fertile 
typhus-propagating  areas  of  Russia,  I  found  it  an  impor- 
tant cosmopolitan  city  of  about  a  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  inhabitants,  with  many  impressive  buildings, 
several  big  hotels,  and  above  all,  with  an  important  uni- 
versity. From  Lemberg  the  eye  follows  with  fascination 
the  long  white  road  cutting  southeast  across  the  plain, 
the  imperial  highway  linking  Vienna  with  this,  her  ap- 
pointed governing  head  of  Galicia. 

Apart  from  many  evidences  here  of  the  proximity  of 
the  far  east,  such  as  the  commonly-worn  Persian  shawls, 
other  unfamiliar  sights  are  very  young  boys  wearing  the 
military  cross  and  groups  of  armed  young  women.  The 
crosses  are  bona  fide  decorations,  won  by  boy  defenders 
of  the  city  against  the  furious  attacks  of  the  Ukrainian 
army  early  in  191 9.  The  young  women  in  the  straight 
short  khaki  skirts,  with  weapons  in  their  belts,  are  of  the 
now  famous  band  of  woman  soldiers,  the  Legionistes, 
whose  founders  leaped  to  the  defense  of  Lemberg  in 
November,  191 8.  The  Legionistes  were  still  over  a 
thousand  strong  in  July,  still  in  uniform,  and  still  re- 
cruiting, though  their  present  work  is  chiefly  guard  and 
convoy  duty,  for  which,  because  of  their  strict  discipline 
and  efficiency,  they  are  greatly  in  demand. 

I  doubt  if,  outside  certain  university  circles,  any  west- 
erner thinks  of  Lemberg  as  distinctly  a  university  town. 
And  yet  a  visit  to  East  Galicia  at  once  reveals  the  fact 
that  the  people  of  the  region  look  to  it  as  their  educational 
center.  Cracow,  in  West  Galicia,  has,  to  be  sure,  the  oldest 
and  most  famous  university  of  the  country,  and  has,  as  a 
city,  long  been  counted  the  cultural  center  of  Poland. 


242        The  Unpartizan    Review 

But  Lemberg  University,  though  young,  is  vigorous  and 
forward  looking,  and  holds  itself  in  the  front  line  of  Polish 
educational  effort.  Before  the  war  it  had  six  thousand 
students;  directly  after  the  armistice  twelve  hundred 
quickly  applied  for  admission;  today  there  are  three 
thousand,  about  one-half  of  whom  are  women. 

Though  the  Austrian  occupation  policy  prevented  in- 
tellectual freedom,  it  yet  permitted  the  use  of  the  Polish 
language,  and  was  in  other  ways  less  oppressive  than  the 
Russian  or  German  rule.  Of  the  five  Polish  universities, 
two,  those  in  Vilna  and  Warsaw,  suffered  Russian  op- 
pression, the  third,  in  Posnan,  was  German-controlled, 
while  those  more  fortunate,  or  rather  less  unfortunate,  in 
Cracow  and  Lemberg,  were  left  in  more  liberal  Austrian 
hands.  That  is  why  the  rest  of  Poland  to-day  draws 
heavily  on  Galicia  for  its  trained  workers  in  education. 
And  Galicia  is  proud  to  supply  them. 

I  talked  many  hours  with  Dr.  Halban,  the  present 
brilliant  rector  of  Lemberg  University,  about  his  univer- 
sity's aims  and  needs.  And  once  again  I  was  struck  with 
the  close  relation  between  our  own  most  pressing  problems 
and  those  of  nations  as  yet  almost  unknown  to  us.  How 
often  during  discussions  I  have  heard  Serb  or  Montenegrin 
or  Hungarian  or  Ukrainian  exclaim  with  surprise,  ''Mais, 
Madame,  c*est  la  meme  chose!  "  I  had  not  realized  that 
many  of  our  problems  are  identical.  Sometimes  the  dis- 
covery depressed  him,  for  the  thought  of  America,  free 
from  his  alarms  and  all-powerful  to  help  him,  had  been 
cheering.  At  other  times  his  reaction  was  the  reverse. 
It  encouraged  him  to  know  that,  after  all,  even  so  great 
and  favored  a  nation  as  the  United  States  had  to  grapple 
with  difficulties  like  his  own. 

These  are  simple  and  very  real  proofs  of  brotherhood. 
For  example,  when  I  left  America,  press  and  pulpit,  from 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  were  sounding  the  warning  that 
our  educational  system  is  threatened  at  its  very  founda- 
tions, because  our  teachers  are  not  earning  a  living  wage. 
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Through  propaganda  and  appeal,  universities  and  col- 
leges were  doing  their  utmost  to  prevent  disaster.  Here  in 
Lemberg,  Dr.  Halban's  first  remark  was  that  it  is,  after 
all,  rather  futile  to  discuss  educational  development  for 
the  new  Poland,  or  even  the  maintenance  of  what  at 
present  exists,  unless  one  recognizes  at  the  start  that  all 
will  be  lost  unless  teachers  can  somehow  be  assured  a  liv- 
ing wage!  Everyone  recognizes  that  while  there  is  abun- 
dant intelligence  in  Poland,  there  is  not  enough  trained 
intelligence.  According  to  one  authority,  even  among  the 
teaching  corps  of  sixty  thousand,  about  sixty  per  cent 
might  be  called  unqualified  because  of  inferior  training, 
and  the  sixty  thousand  represent  only  a  fraction  of  the 
number  desperately  needed  in  that  country,  which  for 
the  first  time  in  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  is  able  freely 
to  try  to  educate  itself.  But  what  will  be  the  use  of  trying 
to  improve  and  to  increase  normal  training  schools,  unless 
one  can  persuade  prospective  teachers  to  enter  them,  or 
to  talk  about  building  new  schools,  while  teachers  all 
along  the  line  are  being  forced  to  quit  the  old  ones.f^ 

We  went  into  the  matter  of  agricultural  schools,  the 
paramount  practical  problem  in  education  which  Poland 
faces  to-day.  The  government  has  sketched  the  broad  plan 
of  placing  an  agricultural  school  for  boys,  and  a  second  for 
girls,  in  each  country,  but  it  recognizes  a  paralyzing  hand- 
icap in  lack  of  funds. 

^'If  America  will  send  us  books  of  science"  said  Dr. 
Halban,  '^we  will  be  happy  to  return  in  exchange,  just  as 
soon  as  we  are  able,  what  we  will  have  to  off"er  in  Polish. 
We  have  been  very  much  pleased  with  France's  recent 
ofi"er  to  sell  Polish  universities  books  on  a  pre-war  ex- 
change basis. 

From  the  impoverished  university  I  went  to  the 
smashed-up  village  school,  or  rather,  to  a  temporary 
substitute  building,  where  a  worn  patriot  teacher  was 
perhaps  running  three  school  shifts  a  day,  so  that  every 
child  might  have  at  least  some  fraction  of  opportunity. 
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No  map,  no  chart,  no  equipment  of  any  sort.  Sometimes 
there  was  nothing  but  the  floor,  the  four  bare  walls,"  the 
valiant  teacher,  and  the  pathetic  eager  little  crowded 
company.  As  in  Serbia  and  elsewhere,  I  rebelled  against 
the  isolation  that  prevented  my  getting  swift  word  to 
some  of  our  finely  sympathetic  teachers  at  home,  of  what 
one  of  their  spare  maps  or  animal  or  industry  charts, 
even  with  their  English  lettering,  or  a  simple  laboratory 
appliance,  would  mean  here.  As  I  listened  to  the  eager 
questions  of  these  brave  teachers  reaching  out  to  America 
for  cooperation,  from  their  isolated  posts  on  the  frontier 
I  remembered  the  superfluous  duplicate  Department  of 
Agriculture  instruction  pamphlets  and  seed  packages  that 
have  arrived  in  our  California  post-box. 

It  was  refreshing  to  begin  traveling  again  across  the  lush 
territories  between  Lemberg  and  Cracow.  The  road  lay 
between  fields  sown  with  myriad  wild  flowers,  where 
sleek  cattle  grazed,  and  past  clumps  of  birch  and  alder, 
and  stretches  of  low  pine  forest,  and  quaint  villages  of 
low-hooded  thatched  cottages,  white-washed,  and  fre- 
quently showing  bits  of  bright  tile  imbedded  in  the  walls 
or  roof,  or  perhaps  a  Cimabue-like  madonna  painted 
beside  the  door  to  indicate  a  Christian  household.  I  had 
not  seen  elsewhere  in  Poland  such  stoutly  wattled  fences, 
occasional  huts  themselves  were  woven  of  withes  —  or 
such  extremely  long,  cradle-like,  withe-plaited  wagons. 
Most  of  the  women  and  children  were  barefoot,  with  their 
skirts  tucked  up  in  front  to  their  knees,  as  they  followed 
the  cattle  in  the  flowery  fields,  or  scrubbed  and  beat  their 
freshly  woven  linen  strips  on  the  banks  of  ponds  and 
streams,  or  stretched  them  along  the  green  grass  to  bleach 
and  dry  in  the  strong  sunlight. 

It  is  with  regret  that  one  leaves  the  hills  and  flowery 
fields  about  Cracow,  its  magnificent  tree-canopied  walks, 
its  mediaeval  market  place,  and  the  Westminster  where 
the  makers  of  Poland's  history,  the  Jagiellos  and  Sobieskis, 
lie  in  austere  sarcophagi.    Above  all,  one  regrets  to  leave 
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the  intellectual  groups  of  men  and  women  of  this  charming 
old  university  town.  The  women  patriot  leaders  alone, 
indefatigable  in  their  work  with  day  nurseries,  working- 
girls'  homes,  cooperatives,  trade  schools  and  kindred 
enterprises,  present  a  formidable  list,  including,  as  they 
do,  such  women  as  Mme.  Sienkiewicz,  widow  of  the  novel- 
ist, Mme.  Puget,  wife  of  the  sculptor,  and  Mme.  Kostan- 
iche,  wife  of  the  anatomist. 

After  five  years  in  Europe,  Americans  are  more  or  less 
surfeited  with  expressions  of  gratitude.  However,  even 
the  most  blase  could  hardly  have  remained  indifferent, 
had  he  stopped  with  us,  on  the  way  from  Lemberg  to 
Cracow,  at  the  badly  damaged  town  of  Grodek.  The 
American  captain,  hoping  to  prevent  any  preparation  for 
our  visit,  had  sent  word  only  the  night  before  that  we 
were  coming.  But  that  had  afforded  the  Prefet  and  his 
charming  wife,  devoted  directress  of  all  the  child-kitchens 
there,  time  to  prepare  a  delicious  luncheon  for  us.  They 
had  caught  a  fish  in  a  nearby  pond,  brought  out  some 
specially  prepared  prune  and  apricot  brandies,  and  the 
Countess  herself  had  superintended  the  baking  of  a  cake 
whose  recipe  she  had  learned  in  happier  days  in  a  Cracow 
school  of  domestic  science,  and  had  exquisitely  arranged 
the  table  with  iris  and  other  spring  flowers.  The  white- 
haired  mother  seated  at  my  right  wore  the  military  cross 
for  having,  at  seventy,  played  a  brave  part  in  the  defense 
of  Lemberg.  They  were  not  yet  in  any  sense  settled  in 
their  few  rooms  (the  first  cook  had  quickly  succumbed 
to  typhus)  but  I  doubt  if  any  luncheon  could  be  served 
with  more  simple  and  ceremonious  beauty. 

Immediately  after  lunch  we  started  for  the  Polish 
children's  dining  room,  where  a  crowd  of  parents  waited 
beside  the  double  line  of  boys  and  girls  to  call  to  us  and 
try  to  kiss  our  hands.  The  children  had  theirs  full  of 
field  flowers,  with  which  they  filled  our  arms.  Inside  the 
spotless  kitchen,  the  cook,  tearful  with  excitement,  waited 
with  her  arms  folded  over  her  best  apron,  to  offer  her  stove 
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and  kettles  for  inspection.  The  walls  were  garlanded  with 
peonies  and  marguerites,  and  the  corners  heaped  with  wild 
flowers  from  every  field  in  the  neighborhood.  Clear 
voices  sang  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  in  English,  and  the 
baby  came  forward  with  the  big  bouquet  and  the  lisping 
presentation  speech.  We  may  not  wish  expressed  grati- 
tude, or  we  may  be  weary  of  it,  but  we  forget  that  when 
we  see  the  children's  faces  and  their  mothers'  faces. 

We  went  on  to  the  packed  Jewish  kitchen,  also  clean 
and  flower-filled.  And  from  there  to  the  Ruthenian  one, 
if  possible  even  more  shining  and  flower-decked  than  either 
of  the  other  two.  And  there  above  a  rose-built  altar,  as  a 
pendant  to  the  little  oil  painting  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  was 
set  a  page  from  the  Literary  Digest  bearing  President 
Wilson's  photograph.  It  seems  that  the  villagers  had  sent 
in  all  haste  to  Lemberg  for  a  picture  of  Mr.  Hoover,  and 
failing  to  find  one  (which  is  rather  pleasing  to  those  who 
like  the  modesty  with  which  Mr.  Hoover  works)  had 
offered  us,  and  the  Holy  Virgin,  their  best  substitute,  in 
the  Literary  Digest's  photograph  of  the  President! 

In  the  public  square  we  found  a  final  surprise  awaiting 
us,  and  the  entire  village  gathered  to  enjoy  our  pleasure  in 
it.  Our  motor-car  had  been  literally  ensheathed  in 
flowers,  hung  with  veils  and  garlands  of  grasses  and  flowers. 
There  were  hurrahs  for  America  and  Mr.  Hoover,  more 
bouquets  thrust  into  our  arms,  and  then  with  a  hand  wave 
of  farewell  we  were  off,  and  they  stood  looking  after  us 
from  the  plain  where  everything  is  yet  to  be  worked  out. 

Warsaw  lies  to  the  north,  halfway  between  Cracow 
and  Danzig,  and  quite  lacks  the  appeal  of  the  quaint 
university  town.  However,  it  is  a  handsome,  brilliant  city, 
and  as  I  swung  around  it  again  on  the  burning  summer 
plain,  toward  its  curious  towers,  and  past  its  shabby  sub- 
urbs, and  finally  across  the  river  and  through  its  dusty 
squalid  ghetto  hives,  and  on  to  the  cooler  park-relieved 
residential  section,  I  felt  once  more  its  seductive  charm, 
akin  to  the  fascination  of  a  desert  city. 
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This  capital  is  still  a  uniformed,  spur-clicking  city. 
To  realize  how  truly  so,  one  should  go  to  it  from  Vienna; 
from  the  dead  civilian  city  to  the  dynamic  military  center. 

And  to  Poland,  facing  forward  means,  first  of  all,  facing 
eastward.  Lacking  there  a  natural,  logical  frontier,  either 
in  rivers  and  mountains,  or  religion  or  language,  or  in 
economic  variation,  her  eastern  boundary  is  her  problem 
line,  her  danger  line,  her  patriotism  and  energy  line.  And 
however  disquieting  to  the  Allies,  she  has  been  since  the 
armistice  passionately  bent  on  clearly  setting  her  stakes 
along  it.  She  sees  a  safe  —  though  safe  can  be  at  best  yet 
but  a  relative  term  —  she  sees  a  safe  eastern  frontier  as 
one  protected  by  the  buffer  states  of  White  Russia  and 
Ukrainia.  As  we  know,  the  government  declared  its  inten- 
tion of  supporting  Ukrainian  national  aspirations,  and  its 
purpose,  moreover,  to  relinquish  a  section  of  territory  it 
might  have  been  expected  to  try  to  hold,  namely  that  sec- 
tion lying  beyond  Galicia,  between  the  rivers  Zbrucz,  Loryn 
and  Styr.  How  literally  Poland  would  have  fulfilled  these 
promises  to  Ukrainia,  remains  of  course,  a  question,  but 
there  seems  no  reason  to  doubt  her  good  faith.  The  situa- 
tion bristles  with  difficulties,  but  what  situation  in  the 
troubled  Near-East  does  not.^  Especially  wherever  the 
Allies'  blundering  hand  has  sought  to  resolve  it.  Among 
the  complicating  elements  in  this  particular  problem,  one 
of  the  most  serious  is  the  question  of  Poland's  future 
attitude  to  the  Ukrainians  numerous  throughout  the 
country  districts  of  her  own  East  Galicia. 

The  Poland-White  Russia  relations  are  less  clear 
than  those  between  Poland  and  Ukraine;  though  even 
there  one  still  looks  for  a  solution.  But  before  the  Lithua- 
nian question,  recently  more  hopelessly  complicated  than 
ever,  the  bravest  simply  throws  up  his  hands.  Even  the 
Pole,  important  as  this  matter  is  to  him,  is  apt  to  say: 
"Lithuania.^  That  will  simply  have  to  work  out  as  best 
it  can.  With  the  far  more  vital  problems  of  the  White 
Russian  and  Ukrainian  states  on  our  hands,  we  cannot 


248         The    Unpartizan   Review 

now  cope  with  the  bewildering  intricacies  of  the  Lithua- 


nian situation." 


That  small  territory —  after  all,  it  holds  but  about 
5,000,000  people  —  has  been  the  ground  of  recent  inter- 
national competition  for  the  position  of  protecting  power 
and  chief  encourager  of  national  aspirations,  amusing 
enough  to  follow,  if  one  has  time.  On  the  whole,  England 
seems  rather  to  have  won  out,  since  she  holds  at  present 
a  contract  for  some  3  5  per  cent  of  the  timber  output. 

The  eastern  boundary  question,  though  her  chief 
frontier  concern,  is  by  no  means  Poland's  only  one.  There 
are  the  thorny  plebescite  problems,  no  less  than  five  in 
number,  four  of  which  are  to  be  decided  between  Germany 
and  herself,  and  the  fifth,  a  triplicate  one,  with  Tzeko- 
Slovakia.  To  these  questions  she  has  really  not  time  to 
devote  proper  attention,  nor  can  she,  unfortunately,  rely, 
as  she  might  wish  to,  on  the  wisdom  of  the  allied  missions 
appointed  to  secure  justice  in  these  sections.  However, 
she  is  practically  sure  of  the  most  important  district  in 
question,  that  of  the  immensely  valuable  coal  region  of 
High  Silesia,  where  through  long  years  Germany's  educa- 
tion has  forged  excellent  weapons  against  itself.  The 
western  mines  of  this  strongly  Polish  area  (80  to  85  per 
cent  of  the  population  are  Poles)  produce  the  precious  coke 
coal,  and  with  these  High  Silesian  fields,  and  a  just  share 
in  the  Teschen  mines,  Poland  will  be  able  to  take  her 
place  as  the  third  coal-producing  country  in  Europe,  and 
fourth  in  the  world. 

In  the  Teschen  area,  despite  recurring  flurries  of  feeling 
and  stormy  encounters,  it  seems  probable  that  a  satis- 
factory Polish-Tzeck  solution  will  be  reached. 

The  situation  in  the  north  is  far  less  promising,  where 
the  loss  of  the  East  Prussia,  AUenstein  and  Masuria 
plebescites  seems  probable.  Its  chief  significance  will 
be  that  there  cannot,  then,  be  a  short  direct  all-Polish 
railroad  to  Danzig.  The  practical  aspects  of  the  plebiscite 
theory  would  furnish  a  sardonically  humorous  volume. 
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The  Pole,  then,  has  neglected  the  plebiscite  points  in 
order  to  concentrate  on  his  eastern  front,  where  he  has 
spent  his  patriotic  ardor.  No  words  can  measure  his 
elan^  or  the  mounting  flame  of  his  national  aspiration. 
Whatever  we  may  believe  about  our  ability  to  analyze  or 
tabulate  this  force  we  call  patriotism  (I  found  it  in  Jugo- 
slavia making  men  still  willing  to  die  that  their  children 
may  write  ^* bread"  in  Cyrillic  rather  than  in  Latin  letters) 
all  must  recognize  that  it  has  been  a  swift  and  powerful 
means  of  unification.  The  passionate  focussing  of  the 
determination  and  hope  of  a  yet  inchoate  mass  of  popu- 
lation which  for  over  150  years  has  been  brutally  held 
apart  and  subjected  to  three  varieties  of  slavery  has  a 
fusion  value  of  highest  importance. 

This  advantage  must  be  set  against  the  loss  in  the  de- 
flection of  energy  from  vital  social  and  economic  and  in- 
dustrial problems,  and  also  from  the  overwhelming  social 
one  of  arriving  at  a  safe  and  just  living  arrangement  with 
the  despised  eighth  of  her  population,  the  Polish  Jews, 
the  problem  that  made  my  Zurich  to  Warsaw  compart- 
ment mate,  exclaim  suddenly,  '^ Poland  is  the  most  dis- 
couraging country  in  Europe!" 

It  is,  naturally,  in  a  short  space,  impossible  to  do  more 
than  hint  at  the  colossal  task  Poland  faces  to-day.  Though 
she  has  as  yet  no  constitution,  she  has  swiftly  set  up  a 
democratic  structure  of  government  in  whose  Diet  of 
one  Chamber  five  women  sit.  The  composition  of  the 
present  Diet  (July)  is  150  peasants,  100  intellectuals,  and 
30  workmen,  with  the  great  burden  of  work  falling  on 
the  100  intellectuals,  among  whom  most  of  the  committee 
business  must  be  divided  and  again  and  again  divided. 
The  new  state  has,  so  far,  given  a  remarkable  and  surely 
an  encouraging  demonstration  of  its  power  to  unite  oppos- 
ing political  elements  on  a  common  constructive  program. 
The  head  of  the  government  is  the  Chief  of  State,  for  in 
name,  there  is  as  yet  no  President.  "A  republic  without 
a  President!    What  a  delightful  idea,"  a  well-known  dip- 
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lomat  recently  remarked:  "I  had  somehow  not  realized 
it  before,  but  of  course  that  is  the  only  kind  of  republic 
to  have!"  With  their  beloved  Paderewski,  who  rendered 
such  signal  service  in  the  first  months,  retired  to  Switzer- 
land, General  Pilsudski  has  remained  the  dominating  force 
in  Polish  policy,  and  the  support  of  his  military  policy 
has  been  the  first  concern  of  the  government. 

One  of  the  first  matters  to  which  the  new  government 
had  to  give  its  attention  was  that  of  establishing  a  uni- 
form currency.  Prior  to  the  deliverance,  the  present  popu- 
lation used,  depending  upon  the  occupied  zone  it  inhabited, 
the  Russian  rouble,  the  German  mark,  the  Austrian  crown, 
and  later,  after  Germany  recognized  Polish  independence, 
the  Polish  mark.  To-day,  we  find  the  uniform  Polish 
mark,  whose  value  depends  entirely  on  the  government's 
power  to  continue  as  a  going  concern.  The  unit  of  the 
next  currency  issue  will  be  a  new  denomination,  the 
zloty,  a  revival  of  an  old  Polish  denomination,  and  the 
equivalent  of  the  franc. 

Similarly,  the  inhabitants  of  each  of  the  three  occupied 
divisions  have  used  distinct  law  codes.  And  here  con- 
solidation would  be  a  much  more  complex  task,  and  of 
doubtful  advantage.  At  present,  Poland  is  actually 
working  under  five  sets  of  laws,  exclusive  of  the  military 
code.  In  Posnania,  there  are  the  Imperial  German  law 
and  the  Prussian  state  law;  Congress  Poland,  including 
the  capital,  Warsaw,  uses  the  Napoleonic  code;  while 
Galicia  has  the  Austrian  code.  There  is,  besides,  for  all 
Poland,  the  set  of  new  laws  passed  since  the  present  state 
was  founded.  But  the  legal  problem  of  paramount  im- 
portance which  the  government  faces,  is  the  writing  of  the 
Constitution  of  the  new  state. 

The  multiform  problems  of  Poland's  resources  and  in- 
dustries bewilder  and  fascinate  the  student.  In  passing, 
one  can  do  little  more  than  name  a  few  of  them.  Of  her 
seven  principal  activities,  but  two  are  purely  industrial, 
those  of  the  cotton  and  woolen  mills  of  Lodz  —  the  Man- 
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Chester  of  Polaod — and  the  woolen  mills  of  Bielostock, 
the  most  important  center  for  woolen  manufacture  in  the 
former  Russian  Empire.  Today,  Lodz  is  operating  about 
one-third  of  its  cotton  mills.  The  other  chief  resources  are 
either  agricultural  or  mining,  or  such  industries  born  of  the 
grain  and  beet  fields,  as  brewing  and  sugar-making. 

Poland  has  always  been  considered  as  preeminently  an 
agricultural  country,  a  grain  country,  though  under  the 
repressive  policy  of  the  Russian  and  Austrian  usurpers, 
including  differential  customs,  she  had  no  chance  fully  to 
test  her  productive  capacity.  In  Posnania  alone,  where 
the  Germans  encouraged  agricultural  training  and  de- 
velopment, has  the  Pole  had  the  opportunity  to  prove 
what  he  can  do  with  his  land;  and  there  the  result  has  been 
signally  encouraging.  The  wheat  production  ratios  in 
1910,  for  instance,  stood  as  20  (Posnania)  to  13  (Congress 
Poland)  to  12.8  (Galicia). 

Everywhere  I  traveled  I  saw  proofs  of  the  importance, 
not  only  of  the  grain  fields,  but  of  the  younger  sugar- 
beet  fields.  Unfortunately,  some  sections  of  the  fields, 
especially  in  Galicia,  have  been  devastated,  but  this  in- 
dustry can  soon  retrieve  its  old  position  and  advance  be- 
yond it.  At  the  beginning  of  the  war,  the  greater  number 
of  sugar-mills,  49,  were  in  Congress  Poland,  46  were  in 
High  Silesia,  20  in  Posnania,  and  three  in  Galicia.  Today, 
though  she  needs  sugar  for  her  own  consumption,  the 
young  state  is  exporting  it;  for  to  her  sugar  is  gold. 

Many  Poles  believe  that,  with  a  just  settlement  of  the 
western  and  southwestern  boundaries,  their  country's 
potential  mineral  wealth  will  almost  balance  its  potential 
agricultural  wealth.  Whether  the  future  will  support 
this  belief  or  not,  it  is  undisputed  that  the  chief  mineral 
asset  promises  to  make  Poland  one  of  the  world's  great 
coal-producing  countries;  and  it  will  hold  a  very  important 
place  in  the  petroleum  world,  because  of  the  famous  oil 
region  about  Boryslaw  on  the  northern  slope  of  the  Car- 
pathians, in  Galicia.    At  present,  however,  only  enough 
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oil  is  being  exported  to  return  first  necessities,  and  of  this, 
France  has  secured  the  next  three  months'  output.  The 
development  of  the  pure  crystal  salt  deposits  in  West 
Galicia  holds  big  possibilities,  as  yet  unmeasured,  because 
the  Austrian  policy  was  to  prevent  any  such  development. 
In  East  Galicia,  there  is  great  wealth,  too,  in  the  potasswm 
salt  mines,  one  of  the  only  three  known  deposits  m  the 
world.  There  is  iron  ore  in  Silesia  and  southwest  Con- 
gress Poland,  but  not  in  conspicuous  amounts,  which 
necessitates  the  importation  of  iron  from  Sweden  and 
Russia.  The  zinc  deposits  in  upper  Silesia  and  Congress 
Poland  are,  on  the  contrary,  especially  rich. 

Timber  forms  the  brightest  spot  in  Poland's  present 
commercial  horizon.     Its  price  in  the  forest,  in  actual 
marks,  is  roughly  only  two  or  three  times  greater  than  its 
pre-war  price,  though  it  is  ten  and  twelve  times  that  where 
laid  down.    However,  the  foreigner's   advantage  in  ex- 
change overcomes  the  second  increase,  so  that  the  demand 
continues  greater  than  Poland  can  meet.    Her  aspen  is 
bought  for  matches;  her  fir  and  spruce  for  paper  pulp;  her 
furniture  oak  is  especially  valuable  in  French,  English  and 
Belgian  markets,  and  the  pine  of  her  northern  forests  finds 
a  constant  sale.   But  she  has  neither  railroads  nor  animals 
sufficient  to  get  out  the  quantities  she  could  sell,  and  be- 
sides, she  is  in  desperate  need  of  timber  for  her  own  use. 
Unfortunately,  the  development  of  these  vast  agricul- 
tural and  mineral  resources  can  go  only  hand  in  hand  with 
the  development  of  an  adequate  system  of  transport.    And 
here  the  task  is  a  staggering  one,  involving  as  it  does,  the 
building  of  railways  in  every  direction,  of  a  canal  system, 
and  of  port  facilities.     And  at  every  point  is  the  tragic 
lack  of  funds  to  finance  such  projects.    However,  already 
there   have  been   little   beginnings.      For   instance,   one 
hundred  Baldwin  locomotives  have  been  delivered      lo 
the  traveler  in  the  shattered  world-area  to-day,  the  figure 
of   Mr.    Vauclain    of   the   Baldwin    Locomotive   Works 
looms  everywhere  as  a  practical  and  beneficient  coopera- 
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tor  and  friend,  where  friendly  cooperation  is  so  direly 
needed.  The  government  has  bought  20,000  railway  cars 
from  Austria,  and  4900  cars  from  the  surplus  stocks  of  the 
United  States.  And  one  hopes  there  is  truth  in  the  rumor 
that  American  capital  is  committed  to  sharing  in  the 
building  of  a  canal  system  that  will  link  the  Vistula  with 
the  Dneiper,  which  means  the  Baltic  and  the  Black  Seas. 
Thoroughly  discouraged  over  the  Allies'  handling  of  the 
Danzig  port  question,  the  Diet  has  decided  to  develop  an 
independent  port  on  the  Vistula,  on  the  Polish-Danzig 
frontier,  the  Polish  port  of  Tczewo  (Dirchan).  But  all 
these  brave  projects  cry  for  money,  for  energy  and  time. 

That  there  is  an  ample  supply  of  intelligence  to  carry 
them  out,  there  is  no  doubt,  especially  in  the  engineering 
and  business  world  of  Congress  Poland.  For  experience 
and  training  the  great  development  areas  of  Russia  were 
open  to  the  men  of  this  Russian-ruled  territory. 

In  each  of  the  three  regions  of  the  dismembered  Poland 
the  Poles  have  developed  a  special  capacity  which  they 
are  now  contributing  to  their  reunited  state.  In  Pos- 
nania  they  had  opportunities,  denied  elsewhere,  for  agri- 
cultural training,  for  civic  progress,  and  for  the  develop- 
ment of  the  cooperative  idea.  Posnania  has,  indeed,  been 
called  the  cradle  of  the  new  state,  because  the  power- 
ful peasant  element  elsewhere,  which  would  have  had 
little  trust  in  the  new  Poland  to  be,  if  it  was  to  be  a  Poland 
ruled  by  the  intellectual  group,  found  confidence  in  the 
demonstration  in  German-ruled  Posnania  of  the  power  of 
the  properly  trained  or  educated  peasant  successfully  to 
develop  and  direct  government;  Posnania  stood  for  con- 
servative democracy,  and  was  a  warrant  for  confidence  in 
a  future  democracy.  And  they  set  themselves  toward 
achieving  it.  During  the  long  separation  years,  Galicia 
was  allowed  the  use  of  the  Polish  language,  and  was  in 
general  permitted  more  liberty  in  education  than  the 
other  sections :  so  she  has,  among  her  other  gifts,  the  par- 
ticular one  of  a  trained  teaching  force. 
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One  hesitates  to  speak  in  so  fragmentary  a  manner  of,  or 
even  to  refer  to,  the  mighty  currents  at  work  over  the  wide 
territories  of  the  resurrected  Poland,  and  of  their  vast  po- 
tential wealth  and  the  opportunity  they  offer  for  intelligent 
and  practical  cooperation.  When  there,  one  falls  under  the 
spell  of  her  vast  monotonous  plains;  one  becomes  a  part  of 
the  play  of  the  great  forces  determining  their  destiny.    In- 
stead of   questioning  the   concentration  of  thought  and 
energy  on  the  eastern  frontier,  he  concentrates  his  own 
thought  and  hope  upon  it.    He  believes  in  the  power  of  that 
unanalyzable  and  supreme  emotion,  the  patriotism  of  the 
Pole.  He  cheers  himself  with  the  knowledge  of  the  marvelous 
potential  wealth  of  the  young  state;  of  the  past  demonstra- 
tion in  each  of  the  three  separately  enslaved  divisions,  of 
an  encouraging  development  —  in  each  according  to  the 
opportunity  —  of  an  intelligence  and  ability  on  which, 
now  reunited,  they  may  depend.    He  looks  to  the  brilliant 
leaders  that  have  already  arisen,  both  men  and  women,  and 
he  believes  others  will  appear.    He  rejoices  that  through 
Mr.  Hoover's  daily  feeding  of  1,300,000  children,  through 
the  constructive  work  of  the  Red  Cross  and  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and 
the  Jewish  Distribution  Committee  a  nd  other  organizations, 
American  support  has  acted  as  a  unifying  and  stabilizing 
force,  when  such  an  influence  was  most  needed.    He  can- 
not contemplate  the  withdrawal,'  for  some  months  at  least, 
of  such  sorely  needed  encouragement  and  practical  help. 

In  whatever  way  the  present  tangled  skein  of  Russo- 
Polish  relations  may  be  straightened  out,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  new  Poland  is  simply  an  old  Poland  which  has 
never  been  dead,  however  brutally  strangled  and  mutilated. 
The  Poles,  whether  Russian,  Austrian  or  German  ruled, 
have  remained  Poles  during  1 50  years  of  attempts  to  make 
them  over  into  something  else,  and  now  Poland  as  a 
nation  and  a  country  has  begun  in  struggle  and  stress  a 
new  history;  my  belief  is  that  it  will  be  an  important 
historv. 

Charlotte  Kellogg. 


THE  COUNTER-REVOLUTIONISTS 

IQUIS  KARASSY  walked  down  the  steep  hill  that 
^  leads  from  a  district  back  of  the  royal  palace  in 
Buda.  He  was  on  his  way  from  one  momentous  interview 
to  another,  and  the  blood  flowed  swift  in  his  veins.  He 
had  just  come  from  an  interview  with  a  man  whom  Louis 
hoped  to  see  crowned  with  the  Iron  Crown  of  Saint  Ste- 
phen. 

During  the  brief  life  of  the  Communists  in  Hungary 
there  was  a  plentiful  number  of  Pretenders.  The  man 
Louis  wished  to  see  on  Hungary's  throne  had  a  greater 
claim  to  it  than  many  other  aspirants.  He  was  said  to  be 
a  direct  descendant  of  King  Bela,  and  the  group  of  young 
royalists  who  supported  him  called  themselves  the  Sons  of 
Bela. 

Louis  up  to  the  time  of  the  war,  had  lived  with  eyes 
fixed  on  Hungary's  past,  and  no  disturbing  breath  of  a 
mechanistic  world  ever  intruded  on  him.  Of  what  was 
happening  now  to  Hungary  Louis  understood  nothing. 
He  was  a  gallant  simple  lad  who  had  spent  the  years  of  his 
life  from  eighteen  to  twenty-two  in  fighting. 

Louis  walked  down  through  the  silent  gray  streets 
where,  in  his  fancy,  the  red  banners  dripped  down  like 
blood.  It  was  a  week-day,  but  the  streets  were  as  empty 
as  though  it  was  a  holiday  with  every  one  gone  to  the 
country.  True  to  their  old  habit,  a  few  people  were  walk- 
ing up  on  the  promenade  by  the  Danube.  They  wandered 
to  and  fro  aimlessly,  sheep  of  pleasure  without  their 
shepherd,  their  old  amusements  lopped  from  them  by  the 
relentless  hand  of  Communism. 

Louis  turned  into  the  street  leading  to  the  Soviet  House 
where  the  Communist  leaders  lived.  It  had  been  the 
Hotel  Hungaria,  a  first-class  hotel,  though  even  in  the 
hey-dey  of  its  prime  a  gloomy  spot.    The  four  lofty  pillars 
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in  front  were  wound  around  with  scarlet  bunting.  Red 
banners  were  suspended  from  the  windows  and  hung  like 
red  tongues  against  the  gray  walls.  On  either  side  were 
machine  guns  and,  sitting  beside  them,  the  machine  gun- 
ners, good-tempered  looking  boys  of  Louis's  age. 

They  stopped  him.  No  one  could  enter  the  Soviet 
House  without  permission.  There  was  a  form  and  a  stern- 
ness to  this  which  made  for  dignity.  At  least,  Louis 
thought,  there  was  not  in  this  Communist  Government 
the  levity  and  vacilation  of  a  republic. 

Louis  was  received  at  last  by  an  intellectual  young  Jew 
who  looked  ill  and  starved,  and  who,  while  he  never 
stared  at  Louis,  gave  the  uneasy  impression  of  having 
minutely  registered  Louis's  every  detail. 

Exactly  how  this  official  conveyed  his  meaning,  Louis 
could  not  afterwards  tell  himself.  It  was  done  with 
masterful  finesse  and  infinite  indirection.  But  as  clearly 
as  though  he  had  it  flashed  to  him  by  semaphore,  Louis 
understood  he  was  to  change  his  room  for  the  purpose  of 
watching  the  acts  of  the  young  man  who  had  been  as- 
signed to  him  as  his  roommate  in  one  of  the  newly  **pro- 
letarianized "  houses. 

*^This  work,  you  understand,  it  is  quite  necessary," 
the  official  let  fall  in  an  accent  of  apology  as  Louis  left. 
This  was  the  most  direct  reference  that  was  made  to  its 
tragic  nature. 

Once  out  in  the  street,  Louis  wondered  by  what  in- 
tellectual sleight  of  hand  he  had  been  informed  that  his 
new  roommate  was  suspected  of  belonging  to  a  group  of 
extremists  reputed  to  be  prepared  to  upset  the  present 
Government  as  one  of  compromise.  They  were  supposed  to 
support  Szammuelly  as  a  successor  to  the  mild  Bela  Kun. 

"Two  of  us!"  he  thought.  '*What  a  joke."  He  took 
to  wondering  who  the  people  could  be  who  looked  on  Bela 
Kun  as  a  reactionary.  He  found  it  a  strange  thought 
that  both  he  and  his  roommate  were  working  to  undermine 
the  present  government. 
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p  Louis's  new  room  was  In  what  had  formerly  been  a 
fashionable  part  of  town.  Their  dwellings  had  been  par- 
celled out  among  the  refugees  who  had  fled  to  Budapest 
at  the  advance  of  the  Rumanian  armies.  The  janitress 
recognized  Louis's  name  as  belonging  to  the  caste  which 
she  had  always  delighted  to  serve.  She  grumbled  in  his 
ear  that  the  world  had  come  to  a  pretty  pass  when  God 
knows  what  riffraff  was  sleeping,  yes  sleeping,  in  the  draw- 
ing room  of  the  Herr  Graf! 

**See  for  yourself,"  she  cried.  "Not  even  the  drawing 
room  would  they  leave!" 

She  flung  open  the  doors.  The  room  was  furnished  in 
gilt  furniture  upholstered  in  a  rich  red  satin  brocade. 
Large  paintings  adorned  the  wall  in  ugly  expensive  gold 
frames.  The  lusters  of  the  chandeliers  were  carefully 
enveloped  in  cheesecloth  and  there  was  netting  before 
the  paintings  and  slips  over  the  furniture.  In  the  midst 
of  this  pretentious  splendor  were  two  small  and  meager 
iron  beds  set  down  by  the  hand  of  Communism  —  in  the 
midst  of  the  Count  Karem's  drawing  room. 

"And  your  room  is  the  Herr  Graf's  library  —  thank  God 
they  have  locked  the  bookcases  and  taken  the  keys  away! 
There  is  a  third  gentleman  who  occupies  the  bedroom 
beyond,  which  the  Herr  Graf  occasionally  used  when  he 
worked  late." 

She  was  a  powerful  and  impressive  woman,  a  suitable 
flunky  for  important  personages,  and  not  one  of  her  mas- 
sive curves  or  angles  but  expressed  resentment  at  this 
dictatorship  of  the  people.  She  knew  how  the  people 
should  be  treated,  —  they  should  be  kicked  if  they  did 
not  get  out  of  the  way  of  their  betters  fast  enough. 

The  room  was  occupied  by  two  young  men.  One  was  a 
man  inclined  to  stoutness  with  good-humored  eyes  peer- 
ing intelligently  from  behind  a  wide  spectacled  lens,  with  a 
shock  of  blonde  hair  flung  back  from  his  high  forehead. 

"Welcome!"  he  called  out. 

The  third  occupant  who  was  in  the  shadow,  arose  and 
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saluted  and  cried  out  in  a  voice  in  which  joy  and  surprise 
fought: 

My  Captain!" 

You,  Simeon!"  cried  Louis.  ''I  thought  you  dead." 
Hey,  my  friends,"  jeered  the  young  man  with  the 
glasses,  **what  is  all  this  of  captain  and  saluting;  don't 
you  realize  that  this  is  a  Communist  State  .f*  Don't  you 
know  we  are  all  Comrades?" 

They  paid  no  attention  to  him,  lost  in  their  discovery. 
They  prattled  on  while  Andreas  Freud  pieced  out  from 
the  bits  of  history  which  they  threw  to  him,  that  Simeon's 
father  had  been  haus  hesorger  for  the  Karassys,  and  as 
boys  they  had  played  together.  Then  had  followed  the 
war  when  Simeon  had  served  as  Louis's  orderly,  and  that 
each  had  thought  the  other  dead. 

"This  is  like  Damon  and  Pythias,  or  better  yet,  Scylla 
and  Charybdis,"  said  Andreas. 

"Scylla  and  Charybdis.^"  asked  Louis. 

"The  old  and  the  new,"  Andreas  explained,  "for  you 
meet,  do  you  not,  coming  from  the  ends  of  the  earth  .^ 
Since  you  were  boys,  one  of  you  started  east  and  the 
other  west,  and  here  you  are,  —  equally  dangerous  to 
stability." 

Simeon  met  his  eyes  with  a  sparkle  of  swift  intelligence, 
Louis  with  a  smile  of  inquiry. 

"From  the  ends  of  the  earth .^"  he  asked.  "From  the 
east  to  the  west.^" 

"Look  for  yourself,"  said  Andreas.  With  a  gesture  that 
carried  the  charm  of  impulse  he  dragged  them  before  the 
gilt  framed  pier  glass. 

They  stood  there,  Louis  slender  and  dark  and  taller  by 
three  inches  than  Simeon,  who  was  wide-shouldered  and 
deep-chested;  Simeon's  large  head  was  covered  with  soft 
red  hair,  his  near-sighted  eyes  bulged  a  little.  His  full 
lips  were  sensitive  and  sensuous,  and  there  was  in  his 
aspect  intelligence  and  intensity. 

Freud  was  older  and  shorter  than  either  of  them,  his 
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face  sensitive  also,  audacity  in  his  gaze,  and  mulishness  in 
his  expression. 

^^Look  at  them!"  he  cried,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand. 
*^The  three  fanatics!    The  white  and  the  red  and  myself." 

*^You  are  not  a  Communist  then,"  inquired  Simeon. 

*^No,  my  friend,  nor  a  Buddhist.  I  am  a  scientist. 
Systems  of  government  have  no  interest  for  me.  They  are 
irrelevant  to  the  serious  business  of  life." 

"Which  is.^"  asked  Louis  politely.  He  had  liked  Freud 
on  sight  and  wanted  to  hear  him  talk. 

**  Which  is  the  conquest  of  nature.  As  reasonable  men, 
I  ask  you  what  other  thing  is  important  to  the  human 
race.^  By  what  other  means  does  it  advance.^  Certainly 
not  by  government." 

Simeon  did  not  hear.  He  too  had  been  yesterday  at  the 
Soviet  House,  and  he  had  been  told  to  watch  the  young 
man  who  was  to  room  with  him,  since  he  was  suspected  of 
counter-revolutionary  activities.  Now  he  found  that  this 
roommate  was  his  friend  Louis  Karassy  and  this  thought 
shut  out  all  else.    He  was  here  to  spy  on  his  friend. 

**Come,"  Freud  cried  genially,  "Let  us  celebrate  the 
forming  of  this  quaint  household.  My  aunt,  God  bless 
her,  has  a  piece  of  meat  and  some  wine.  She  told  me  to 
bring  home  some  hungry  boys." 

They  walked  along  the  ordered  streets.  The  flags  of  red 
flayed  themselves  into  one's  brain.  There  was  a  solemnity 
about  these  flags  which  made  the  tricolors  of  other  nations 
seem  like  the  trivial  decorations  of  a  girl's  dress. 

"God,  what  streets!"  cried  Freud.  "What  a  life!  You 
know,  my  friends,  how  Communism  came  to  be.^  The 
God  of  Abraham  mated  with  the  bitter  God  of  the  Puri- 
tans and  the  offspring  of  this  unnatural  union  was  Com- 


munism." 


"You  don't  approve,  then,  of  the  cleaning  up  of  Buda- 
pest.^" asked  Simeon  seriously,  for  in  common  with  many 
young  Jews,  the  vice  of  the  rich  has  always  been  a  stench 
in  his  nostrils. 
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"I  cannot  say,"  said  Andreas,  ^'that  after  a  day's  hard 
work  in  the  laboratory  to  be  met  with  a  sumptuary  law 
on  every  street  corner  cheers  me.  I  am  but  human,  Com- 
rade. I  like  swank  and  sparkle  and  glitter  even  though  I 
know  it  is  meretricious.  One  likes  to  know  that  one  can 
have  pleasure  for  the  asking.  A  man  of  my  profession 
needs  at  least  the  notion  of  relaxation." 

^'Pleasures  have  to  take  the  back  seat  while  society  is 
being  reconstructed  on  a  reasonable  basis,"  said  Simeon 
sententiously. 

'^Yo'u  are  barking  up  the  wrong  tree,  my  friend.  You 
think  it  is  the  social  system  that  is  at  fault.  Cure  it  and 
we  have  Utopia.  You're  wrong.  What  is  the  matter  with 
the  world  is  human  nature;  men  have  never  been  able  to 
agree  on  any  course  of  action.  Look  at  us:  We  are  of  the 
same  nationality  and  generation,  and  we  can  agree  on 
nothing." 

''But  there  must  be  some  fundamental  theories  on  which 
we  agree,"  Simeon  protested. 

''There  would  be  if  you  admit  what  most  of  you  for- 
get —  that  man's  only  real  business  is  to  get  a  living,  and 
that  it  is  to  be  got,  in  the  last  analysis,  by  raising  plants 
and  procuring  animals  and  finding  minerals  such  as  man 
can  use,  —  not  by  brokerage,  or  interest  or  by  speech 
making,  or  by  divergent  systems  of  government.  Neither 
Bela  Kun  nor  Karolyi,  neither  a  king  nor  a  parliament  in 
the  place  of  Bela  Kun  will  cure  society." 

In  the  bright  mirror  of  Andreas'  skepticism  all  the 
interests  for  which  Simeon  was  striving  and  for  which  he 
was  willing  to  die,  seemed  like  the  playthings  of  children. 

Simeon  believed  in  the  extermination  of  all  the  enemies 
of  the  people.  He  believed  that  by  a  fruitless  compromise 
with  any  element  of  the  bourgeoisie  the  Revolution  would 
be  sacrificed.  His  life  in  his  own  eyes  was  as  nothing,  nor 
were  the  lives  of  others.  He  did  not  want  bloodshed;  but 
bloodshed  in  his  mind  was  inevitable.    This  was  a  philos- 
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ophy  which,  if  it  were  to  be  tenable,  had  to  be  as  sure  on  its 
foundations  and  as  fixed  as  the  stars  in  their  orbits.  Now 
the  disintegrating  reasonableness  of  Andreas  had  made 
Simeon  question. 

"You  must  admit  that  Communism  is  an  advance  on  the 
capitalistic  system,"  Simeon  would  persist. 

"How  do  I  know.^"  Andreas  returned.  "I  have  not 
seen  it  tried  under  normal  circumstances.  Probably  its 
greatest  defect  is  its  idealism.  It  pre-supposes  voluntary 
and  harmonious  cooperation." 

"You  seem  not  to  have  a  high  belief  in  human  nature." 

"God!"  cried  Andreas,  "Why  should  U  One  of  the 
few  things  which  one  needs  no  laboratory  to  prove  is  the 
vileness  of  the  human  animal.  At  every  dinner  time  in 
Budapest  you  can  prove  the  hideous  cupidity  of  man  on 
the  one  hand,  and  his  savage  cruelty  on  the  other  by  what 
we  will  not  be  able  to  get  to  eat.  And  I  assure  you  if 
we  do  not  get  more,  the  flu,  which  is  raging,  will  get  us." 

There  was  something  about  Andreas  blithely  disin- 
tegrating. He  belonged  to  another  time  and  to  another 
world.  It  was  as  though  he  were  a  visitor  from  a  serener 
future.  He  did  not  argue,  he  asserted.  It  was  his  equable 
security  that  so  disturbed  Simeon. 

-  What  further  disturbed  him  was  his  acquaintance  with 
Louis.  Under  the  old  regime  he  had  never  seen  Louis 
closely.  He  had  seemed  like  a  dashing  splendid  young 
lord  of  creation.  Stripped  by  Communism,  Louis  was 
only  a  romantic  boy,  strayed  out  of  the  age  of  the  Crusade 
with  enough  stupid  integrity  to  attempt  turning  back  the 
hand  of  time.  In  this  modern  world  he  was  helpless. 
Simeon  no  longer  admired  Louis;  he  pitied  him,  and  his 
pity  bred  love. 

So  Simeon  became  a  prey  of  the  two  destructive  forces  — 
love  and  doubt;  doubt  in  a  better  tide  invaded  Simeon. 
He  knew  that  he  should  find  out  more  about  Louis,  yet 
from  day  to  day  he  put  it  ofi^,  from  day  to  day  he  shrank 
back  from  any  further  knowledge  of  his  friend. 
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'*I  must  decide,"  he  repeated  to  himself.  "I  must  de- 
cide." His  conflict  drove  him  from  the  house.  He  walked 
through  the  stern  order  of  the  quiet  streets,  and  he  felt  as 
though  the  posters  made  a  pattern  like  a  kaleidoscope  be- 
fore him  and  as  though  the  red  banners  were  tongues  red 
with  the  blood  which  they  had  licked  up.  A  distrust  of 
himself  rushed  over  him  in  a  black  nausea. 

''Truth!"  he  said  to  himself.  "I  must  have  the  truth!" 
He  demanded  it  of  the  universe,  of  Andreas,  of  the  red 
flags.  He  walked  along  the  Danube  where  a  discontented, 
aimless  crowd,  the  meaningless  flotsam  of  war  and  revolu- 
tion, ebbed  and  flowed  like  refuse  in  a  tepid  tide.  Success 
depended  in  some  measure  on  these  supine  jellyfishes. 
They  were  very  numerous. 

It  seemed  to  Simeon  as  though  Andreas  Freud  was  walk- 
ing invisible  beside  him  saying: 

"Consult  history,  Simeon,  you  can  read.  Look  back 
and  see  the  fight  over  religious  opinions;  it  bathed  the 
world  in  blood  for  centuries.  Chimera  fought  chimera. 
I  assure  you  that  the  fight  whether  man  shall  live  under 
Capitalism  or  Communism  is  as  unimportant." 

To  this  Simeon  responded  aloud: 

"Exploitation  must  die!" 

"You  have  a  dictatorship  of  the  people.  Well,  what 
then.'*  The  workman  has  power,  he  is  well  paid,  but  he 
still  has  the  dirty  work  to  do,  and  I  assure  you  he  must  do 
plenty  of  it  if  the  state  of  Hungary  is  to  survive;  do  mo- 
notonous work,  and  this  is  the  true  exploitation  of  the 
human  spirit.  What  is  to  prevent  his  saying,  'Well,  this 
is  a  hell  of  a  dictatorship.'"  His  voice  buzzed  this  last 
venomously. 

Everything  was  now  black  before  Simeon's  eyes.  He 
felt  weak  with  the  weakness  of  his  long  and  slow  starva- 
tion. He  could  not  see  the  people  who  walked  be- 
side him,  but  he  could  feel  them;  they  flowed  past  like 
a  heavy  sullen  river.  He  heard  Freud's  voice  buzzing 
insistently: 
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"For  a  complete  change  of  the  system  you  must  wait  for 
the  scientists:  we  hold  the  ultimate  key." 

Thin  and  penetrating  came  Andreas'  voice  —  it  came 
mockingly: 

** There  is  an  immense  force  with  which  you  have  not 
grappled.  I  know  it,  for  I  belong  to  it.  It  is  the  middle 
class.  It  hates  good  music,  good  art,  good  architecture. 
It  is  ignorant,  greedy,  petty;  but  it  had  the  might  of  mil- 
lions—  millions  of  krone  and  millions  of  people,  and  it  is 
tenacious  of  every  possession." 

Presently  Simeon  was  home.  He  walked  up  the  stairs 
as  though  out  of  a  dark  fog.  He  sat  down  limply  and 
looked  out  upon  the  peaceful  garden,  transfigured  in  the 
moonlight.  Then  as  he  sat  there  it  seemed  to  him  that 
he  looked  out  upon  life  as  through  a  crystal  ball. 

He  saw  men  planting  and  reaping.  He  saw  them  in  the 
bowels  of  the  earth,  toiling;  he  saw  them  fight  the  hot 
blasts  of  furnaces  hammering  on  metal;  he  saw  them  weav- 
ing tissues  and  fabrics,  and  carving  objects  from  wood  and 
working  upon  precious  metals. 

All  these  things  which  they  made  converged  always  to  a 
market  place  where  the  people  also  sold  what  they  had 
made.  Always  they  made  these  things  to  sell  that  they 
might  buy  other  things  in  exchange.  Ever}^  man  sold 
something  that  he  might  buy  something  with  the  gold 
which  he  had  wrought.  The  earth  was  full  of  it,  there  was 
no  end  to  it. 

Birth  and  death,  love  and  hate,  waited  upon  selling 
and  buying.  War  was  only  the  hand-maid  and  serv^ant 
of  this  great  game,  this  pervading  traffic  which  went  on 
without  ceasing.  Mosque  and  market  place,  market 
place  and  mosque.    They  spanned  life  between  them. 

Again  like  the  whining  of  a  bee  came  the  voice  of  An- 
dreas Freud. 

*'This  is  the  truth,  my  friend,  that  you  see  at  last. 
Getting  more  is  what  fills  men^s  lives  —  nothing  but  getting 
more.     You  limit  this.     You  presuppose  that  men  will 
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work  voluntarily  for  the  common  good.  Consider,  I  beg 
of  you,  what  you  are  requiring  of  poor,  paltry  human 
nature." 

Behind  him  some  one  had  come  in.  He  walked  with 
noisy  footsteps  that  shattered  Simeon's  vision.  It  was 
Freud.    He  seemed  twice  his  usual  size.     Simeon  got  up. 

He  held  on  to  himself  because  he  had  something  which 
he  felt  was  of  intense  importance  which  he  must  tell 
Andreas.  —  ^' You  were  right  when  you  said  —  " 

''  I  was  right  when  I  said  that  you  have  a  high  fever," 
Freud  answered. 

Then  for  some  time  Simeon  knew  no  more.  Influenza 
had  him;  for  a  moment  at  rest,  there  was  nothing  now  he 
could  do.  He  could  delay  decision.  At  last  he  was  well 
enough  to  go  out  into  the  sunshine  again,  and  again  doubt 
began  to  wear  on  him. 

He  was  saved  again  from  his  torment  of  doubt. 

An  opportunity  presented  itself  for  Louis  to  leave  for 
Vienna.  The  mission  was  a  dangerous  and  delicate  one. 
The  man  who  undertook  it  would  be  marked.  He  would 
be  permitted  to  go  only  that  he  might  be  watched.  Louis 
volunteered. 

As  Louis  was  leaving  Simeon  walked  out  of  the  house 
with  him.  He  had  come  to  a  partial  decision.  In  the  iso- 
lation of  the  square  Simeon  said  in  a  low  voice: 

'* Comrade,  do  not  return  to  Budapest." 

Louis  turned  upon  him  and  they  exchanged  a  long  look. 

At  first  Vienna  seemed  to  Louis  a  land  of  lost  content. 
Money  could  buy  something  again,  and  Louis  was  hun- 
gry. He  went  to  see  his  aunt  Helena.  She  was  living  in  a 
magnificent  apartment.     She  embraced  him  fondly. 

"Heavens!"  she  cried.    "How  thin  you  look,  my  boy." 

She  was  a  woman  of  middle  age  and  still  handsome, 
with  beautiful  dark  eyes,  and  she  was  fighting  a  losing 
and  tragic  battle  with  time.  This  was  no  new  thought  to 
Louis.    He  had  often  heard  good-natured  laughter  about 


The   Counter-Revolutionists    265 

Helena's  unwillingness  to  yield  to  the  implacable  inroads 
of  her  unseen  adversary. 

In  the  urgencies  of  today's  affairs  the  sight  of  her  ap- 
palled Louis.  There  was  something  wrong  in  making  up 
one's  face  so  meticulously  when  the  last  trump  is  blowing. 

"When,"  she  wailed,  ''are  we  going  to  see  an  end  to 
this.^  Tell  me  about  the  executions,  Louis!  They  say  no 
one  is  safe.    I  fear  so  for  you,  my  boy." 

"She  wants  me  to  tell  her  about  corpses  popping  into 
the  Danube  like  schooling  porpoises,"  he  thought. 

There  was  a  silence. 

"Louis,  did  you  get  my  letter?" 

"Yes,  Aunt  Helena,"  he  replied  dutifully. 

"Well,  is  it  safe.^"  she  asked  eagerly. 

"Is  what  safe.^"  asked  Louis. 

His  aunt  wrung  her  hands. 

"He  asks  'is  what  safe?'"  she  cried  to  the  universe.  "I 
wrote  you  didn't  I?  You  got  my  letter,  my  child.  I  wrote 
you  to  go  and  find  out  if  the  vandals  had  made  off  with 
my  Sevres.  You  cannot  mean  you've  neglected  that! 
Why,  Louis,  the  Sevres  is  priceless!" 

His  Cousin  Linda  Karassy  came  in. 

"Louis,  our  unfortunate  country  —  tell  me  about!" 
she  cried.  "Is  it  true  that  there  is  a  filthy  rabble  sleeping 
in  our  house?"  She  was  exquisitely  groomed,  perfection 
in  every  detail.  In  appearance  she  and  his  aunt  differed 
very  little  from  the  women  who  had  remained  behind. 
But  it  seemed  to  Louis  as  though  adversity  had  ennobled 
these  others.  He  liked  to  think  that  there  was  a  dignified 
serenity  in  their  acceptance  of  the  inevitable.  Then  he 
remembered  that  Budapest  was  full  of  elderly  ladies  of 
more  or  less  noble  lineage  who  spent  their  days  and  nights 
in  telling  one  another  of  their  past  glories  and  lying  about 
how  much  jewelry  the  Communists  had  stolen  from 
them. 

These  were  his  people.  It  was  to  reinstate  these  that 
there  was  to  be  a  counter-revolution.     To  please  such 
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women  Simeon  had  to  die.  He  went  away  abruptly. 
He  passed  the  day  in  business  and  in  the  evening  he  had 
supper  with  some  of  his  friends.  In  the  air  was  talk  of 
compromise.  If  you  couldn't  get  one  king,  well  then  an- 
other form  of  government  would  do.  What  Louis  under- 
stood with  luminous  clarity  was  what  they  wanted  — 
their  privileges.  In  the  end  they  all  got  drunk  and  danced 
around  a  table,  shouting,  ^'Hang  Bela  Kun!  Hang  Bela 
Kun!"  Louis  went  away  with  disillusion  enthroned  in 
his  heart. 

As  he  lay  in  his  bed  sleepless  that  night  it  seemed  to  him 
that  he  was  alone  in  the  world  with  his  friend  who  was 
to  have  been  King  of  Hungary.  He  saw  them  as  through 
the  disillusioned  and  humorous  eyes  of  Andreas  Freud, 
and  as  though  this  king  was  only  a  follower  of  the  great 
Quixote,  and  the  Sons  of  Bela  a  force  of  young  and  well 
born  Sanchos.  There  was  something  wrong  with  almost  all 
of  them,  and  what  was  wrong  with  them  was  that  they  had 
relatives  like  his  Aunt  Helena. 

There  were  hundreds  of  these  ladies,  yes,  thousands, 
who  all  wanted  to  know  what  had  become  of  their  Sevres 
or  their  jewels.  Women  who  moaned,  *'But  what  shall  we 
do?  There  won't  be  any  jewels!  There  won't  be  any 
servants!" 

Louis  did  not  see  the  kingdom  of  Hungary,  for  which 
he  was  willing  to  die,  in  terms  of  elderly  painted  ladies 
moaning  about  the  absence  of  servants. 

This  searing  hate,  this  appetite  for  horror,  these  pranc- 
ing drunken  young  men  shouting  ^'Hang  Bela  Kun,"  — 
they  meant  one  thing.  White  Terror  was  what  they 
meant,  and  he  saw  this  terror  as  a  questing  animal,  an 
animal  with  a  deformed  face  which  resembled  his  Aunt 
Helena's,  a  blind  face,  a-slaver  with  blood. 

Suddenly  he  saw  his  revolution  as  something  inglorious, 
blood-spilled,  so  that  pretty  greedy  women  might  get 
back  their  priceless  Sevres.  And  because  he  was  still 
weak  from  his  fever,  and  because  he  had  been  partly 
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starved  for  a  long  time,  his  disillusion  stabbed  him  to  the 
heart  and  he  threw  himself  on  his  bed  and  wept. 

Next  day  he  walked  along  the  Ring-Strasse  to  discuss 
certain  matters  in  private  with  one  of  his  friends. 

*^0h,  by  the  way,"  the  friend  remarked,  ^^the  accomplice 
of  Szammuely,  who  was  living  with  you  has  been  arrested, 
hasn't  her' 

"Arrested  —  accomplice  "  —  Louis  began. 

"He  must  be  denounced  to  the  Commissar  of  Justice 
at  once.  You  haven't  found  out  anything  about  him,  but 
he  may  have  found  something  out  about  us  —  and  any- 
way —  he  has  seen  us  together." 

It  flashed  through  Louis's  mind,  "If  I  don't  go  back 
myself  to  warn  him,  they  will  kill  Simeon.  I  must  go 
back.  He  warned  me.  They  may  kill  me,  but  I  must  do 
what  I  can  for  him." 

"I'm  going  back  tomorrow,"  Louis  answered.  His 
friend  raised  his  eyebrows. 

"You  know  the  risk  you  run.^" 

Louis  nodded.  He  no  longer  cared.  Life  had  lost  its 
savor.  The  thing  for  which  he  had  been  living  did  not 
exist.  He  had  seen  himself  as  he  was,  as  Freud  saw  him, 
as  Simeon  saw  him  and  he  felt  that  there  was  no  longer 
any  room  for  him  in  the  world. 

He  went  back  to  Budapest  by  motor.  The  city  had  an 
ominous  quiet.  Rumor  was  flying  from  mouth  to  mouth. 
Other  forces  had  been  disintegrating  the  Bela  Kun  gov- 
ernment. The  Trade  Unionists,  with  Peidl  at  their  head, 
were  stronger  counter-revolutionaries  than  any  Royalists, 
and  Hunger  was  their  ally,  and  there  was  food  at  hand  for 
a  compromise  government. 

Freud  was  radiant. 

"Now,"  he  cried,  "we  may  have  the  promise  of  a  little 
stability.  The  middle  class,  God  bless  it,  has  faults,  but  it 
has  certain  elements  of  basic  good  sense.  My  dear  friends, 
both  of  your  little  experiments  have  two  little  defects  — 
the  people  were  not  for  it  and  the  Entente  was  against  it." 
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Their  household  was  broken  up.  Almost "  as  though 
by  magic,  the  Graf,  the  Grafin  and  their  three  plain 
daughters  arrived  complaining.  The  government  pro- 
ceeded to  fulfill  the  terms  of  armistice  which  was  to 
recall  its  victorious  troops.  The  victorious  Red  Guards 
were  turned  into  straggling  bands.  They  were  now  no 
longer  soldiers,  but  disgruntled  men  without  employment. 

The  Rumanians  advanced.  And  while  the  Entente 
made  futile  gestures  to  stop  them,  the  victorious  Ru- 
manian troops  were  in  Budapest  streets. 

The  ill-fated  moderate  government  of  Peidl  lasted  but 
a  week.  The  Arch  Duke  Frederick  succeeded  it  —  it 
was  rumored  —  with  the  help  of  the  Rumanians.  The  hunt 
of  the  Communists  began,  and  Louis  sheltered  Simeon  in 
his   home. 

One  day  they  met  Andreas  Freud  on  the  corner  of  the 
Wilhelm  Strasse.  Together  they  walked  along  the  street. 
As  if  by  magic,  the  dripping  blood-red  flags  had  vanished. 
The  city  was  transformed  overnight.  It  was  as  if  a  stern 
and  war-like  woman  whose  virtue  and  whose  courage 
alike  were  unassailable,  had  overnight  gone  mad  and  be- 
come a  wanton. 

Wine  was  being  sold  again,  people  were  getting  drunk. 
Where  had  they  come  from,  the  women,  flaunting  their 
painted  bloodless  faces  on  the  Budapest  streets.^  And 
through  it  all  stalked  the  White  Terror.  And  through  it 
all  rioted  the  joy  of  killing.  It  seemed  as  if  some  ghastly, 
blood-stained  carnival  were  in  progress. 

Everywhere  Rumanian  troops  were  swaggering  down 
the  streets;  dark,  handsome  men  playing  the  part  of 
victor  with  the  naive  abandon  of  children. 

The  three  former  roommates  tried  to  talk  together 
naturally.    But  at  last  there  burst  from  Freud : 

''My  God,  I  can't  bear  their  insolence!'' 

Louis  looked  at  the  ground.  He  could  not  bear  it  either. 
Despair  had  his  heart  in  its  hand.  They  were  all  silent 
again  until  at  last  Freud  spoke  with  slow  bitterness. 
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"It  is  my  middle  class  that  has  done  this,  damn  them! 
Neither  the  Communists  nor  your  people,  Comrade 
Karassy,  would  have  withdrawn  victorious  troops,  neither 
the  Communists  nor  your  people  would  have  gone  whin- 
ing for  bread  to  the  Entente  like  hungry  curs." 

"They  have  not  taken  your  laboratory  from  you,  you 
can  work,"  Simeon  reminded  him.  "The  government 
does  not  matter  to  you," 

"They  have  taken  worse,"  said  Andreas  Freud.  "They 
have  taken  my  peace  of  mind,  for  I  see  the  faces  of  the 
Rumanians  in  my  sleep.  In  my  sleep  I  see  them  looting 
and  thieving  and  taking  from  us  even  the  little  that  we 
have." 

A  Rumanian  officer,  walking  ahead  of  them,  turned 
abruptly. 

"I  heard  you,"  he  said.  "You  are  under  arrest.  A 
woman  in  Debrezcen  got  fifty  lashes  for  less  than  that." 

Freud's  heart  had  become  light.  "Come  on.  Com- 
rades!" he  cried.  "Here  is  something  at  last  on  which 
we  agree."  He  leaped  on  the  officer  with  his  bare  hands, 
the  others  following.  In  the  sudden  fury  of  his  assault 
he  had  overpowered  the  officer.  Before  a  shot  was  fired 
he  had  the  supreme  joy  of  feeling  his  hands  at  his  throat. 
Shots  rang  out;  the  Rumanian  guard  hurried  up. 

"What  is  it.^"  they  asked  looking  at  the  three  figures 
lying  motionless  on  the  pavement. 

"They  attacked  me  with  their  bare  hands,"  the  officer 
muttered.  His  tunic  was  awry  and  torn  at  the  neck. 
"If  you  hadn't  come  they  would  have  killed  me.  They 
jumped  at  me  —  "  He  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the 
surprise  of  it. 

They  looked  at  the  three  young  men  curiously.  It 
seemed  incredible  that  any  one  should  value  life  so  lightly 
as  to  attack  armed  men  without  arms. 

"Fanatics,"  he  pronounced  at  last.     "Communists!" 

Mary  Heaton  Vorse. 


POT  GOLD 

(To  Robert  Frost) 

'  I  "^HE  pot  of  gold  at  the  rainbow  end 
Ji_     is  a  pot  of  mud,  gold  mud, 
slippery  shining  mud. 

Pour  it  on  your  hair  and  you  will 

have  a  golden  hair. 
Pour  it  on  your  cat  and  you  will 

have  a  golden  cat. 
Pour  it  on  your  clock  and  you  will 

have  a  golden  clock. 

Pour  it  on  a  dead  man's  thumb  and 

you  will  have  a  golden  thumb 

to  bring  you  bad  dreams. 
Pour  it  on  a  dead  woman's  ear  and 

you  will  have  a  golden  ear 

to  tell  hard  luck  stories  to. 
Pour  it  on  a  horse  chestnut  and  you 

will  have  a  golden  buckeye 

changing  your  luck. 

Pour  it  in  the  shape  of  a  holy  cross, 
give  it  to  me  to  wear  on  my  shirt, 
and  I  will  have  a  keepsake. 

I  will  touch  it  and  say  a  prayer  for  you. 

Carl  Sandburg. 
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MY  excuse  for  reviewing  a  subject  as  familiar  as 
important  is  merely  the  hope  of  bringing  a  new 
point  of  view.  In  college  teaching  I  am  both  an  insider 
and  an  outsider,  or,  frankly  to  confess  the  worst  of  my- 
self, several  sorts  of  each.  Beginning  at  Williams  Col- 
lege as  a  teacher  of  English  literature  in  elective  courses, 
I  soon  drifted  into  that  immense  organization  that 
teaches  collegiate  French.  That  meant  wholesale  di- 
visional work  —  the  hard  labor  of  the  profession.  In  six 
years  I  wearied  of  such  well-doing  and  escaped  into  New 
York  journalism.  There  followed  ten  years  of  writing 
on  politics,  letters,  and  art,  at  the  end  of  which  time  I 
completed  a  vicious  academic  circle  by  accepting  a  pro- 
fessorship in  art  at  Princeton,  retaining  certain  journal- 
istic relations.  Such  episodes  as  foreign  residence  and 
an  obscure  eighteen  months  in  the  American  Navy, 
where  sometimes  my  associates  were  men  almost  without 
letters,  may  have  helped  to  abate  the  professor  in  me. 
I  mention  a  record  vagrant  enough,  and  perhaps  in  these 
days  of  specialization  inherently  discreditable,  because  it 
after  all  has  left  me  in  the  college  but  not  wholly  of  it.  And 
if  the  taunt  be  true  that  your  best  critic  of  painting  is  a 
peintre  manque,  then  I  may  fairly  claim  a  favored  position 
as  a  critic  of  the  aims  and  works  of  my  academic  betters. 
My  total  impression  gained  from  fourteen  years  of 
college  teaching  is  cheerful  rather  than  satisfactory. 
May  I  sum  it  up  as  follows,  premising  that  the  remarks 
apply  to  a  region  on  the  nether  side  of  the  watershed 
between  undergraduate  seriousness  and  unseriousness  — 
the  New  England  and  Middle  Atlantic  States.  I  have 
found  that  a  faithful  professor  may  hope  to  do  much 

*  An  address  to  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  of  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  delivered  April  15, 
1920. 
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good  to  a  few  students,  that  he  may  so  conduct  himself 
as  to  do  no  palpable  harm  to  the  rest,  and  that  they  all 
quite  apart  from  lectures  and  classes  do  a  lot  of  good 
to  each  other.  My  first  misgivings  as  to  the  results  of 
collegiate  education  came  in  newspaper  days  when  I 
met  familiarly  hundreds  of  college  alumni.  As  a  class 
they  seemed  to  me  to  possess,  in  Matthew  Arnold's 
fine  sense,  only  the  barbaric  virtues.  They  were  well- 
groomed,  forthright,  effective,  companionable  men,  but 
quite  indifferent  to  the  things  of  the  mind.  In  their 
agreeable  barbaric  way  they  were  highly  trained;  edu- 
cated they  were  not.  Their  minds  had  settled  com- 
fortably within  those  limits  which  the  American  gentle- 
man imposes  upon  himself.  In  later  years  I  felt  that 
perhaps  half  of  our  Eastern  college  graduates  get  out 
of  their  four  years  at  college  no  more  nor  less  than  could 
be  got,  given  the  same  company,  out  of  a  summer  of 
Plattsburg  Camps.  It  does  not  behoove  a  pioneer 
graduate  of  Plattsburg  to  speak  lightly  of  his  military 
Alma  Mater.  Indeed  as  a  school  of  the  indispensable 
barbaric  virtues,  it  is  incomparable.  My  real  point  is 
simply  that  many  college  graduates  could  get  cheaply 
and  swiftly  at  Plattsburg  or  its  equivalent  the  moral 
and  social  training  which  at  college  requires  four  years 
of  time  and  some  thousands  of  dollars.  So  for  years  I 
have  felt  that  while  the  colleges  were  doing  good,  they 
were  doing  so  with  enormous  wastefulness  of  effort  on 
the  part  of  the  faculty,  of  time  on  the  part  of  the  student, 
and  of  money  on  the  part  of  parents  and  trustees. 

I  was  perfectly  aware  that  the  difficulty  could  be 
smiled  away.  So  can  anything  by  a  sufficiently  beamish 
person.  An  impossible  woman  once  smiled  clear  through 
my  senior  oration  on  Jonathan  Swift  as  an  Exemplar 
of  the  Literary  Misanthropy  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
I  have  heard  at  no  less  a  solemnity  than  a  Johns  Hopkins 
commencement  thoughtless  girls  giggling  at  the  reading 
of  the  topic  of  a  doctor's  thesis,  namely  —  The  Effect  of 


Aims   in   College   Education     273 

Methyl  Alcohol  on  the  Isolated  Mammalian  Heart. 
Smiling,  then,  settles  nothing  that  wants  thinking  out. 
Only  an  emeritus  professor  can  repeat  with  gusto  the 
late  Professor  Lounsbury's  laudation  of  the  student's 
lifesaving  resistance  to  useful  knowledge.  And  even  an 
emeritus  professor  might  hesitate  to  emphasize  Emerson's 
dictum  that  the  professors  call  boys  to  college  in  order 
that  they  may  educate  themselves.  Acccordingly  while 
I  have  often  smiled  over  the  existing  collegiate  situation, 
I  have  also  tried  to  think  it  out. 

Year  by  year  the  conviction  has  grown  that  our  trou- 
ble is  lack  of  a  central  aim.  We  do  not  know  what  we 
should  teach  our  students,  nor  yet  what  may  be  reasonably 
expected  of  them  after  they  have  been  taught.  Mean- 
while, to  conceal  our  essential  aimlessness,  we  pursue 
confusedly  a  variety  of  minor,  competitive  and  largely 
imcompatible  aims.  Before  discussing  the  aims  under 
which  the  college  is  actually  working  today,  an  anomaly 
on  the  side  of  results  should  be  noted.  Our  college 
degrees  imply  absolutely  nothing  about  the  knowledge 
possessed  by  their  holders.  What  does  an  American 
A.  B.  know.^  It  would  be  very  hazardous  to  answer 
that  question  specifically.  He  may  know  almost  any- 
thing, and  he  may  know  almost  nothing.  Nor  is  this 
due  to  our  great  diversity  of  courses  under  the  group 
or  elective  system.  You  might  painfully  investigate 
the  twenty  courses  or  credits  the  individual  student 
has  absorbed  for  his  degree,  and  still  be  far  from  know- 
ing his  available  store  of  learning  on  graduation.  He 
would  be  aghast  and  offended  at  such  questions  as.  Do 
you  know  mathematics?  Any  ancient  language  and 
literature.'*  Any  modern  language  and  literature.^  Any 
considerable  period  of  history.^  His  mind  doesn't  work 
in  greater  branches  of  human  knowledge,  but  in  far 
smaller  units  called  courses,  which  half  year  by  half 
year  he  has  duly  passed,  and  in  the  poet's  expressive 
words  "shoved  behind  him."      Once  finding  a  student 
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could  not  read  French  in  my  art  course,  though  he  had 
taken  courses  in  the  subject  for  several  years,  I  asked 
him  what  he  knew  after  these  prolonged  studies.  He 
answered  unhesitatingly  that  he  knew  French  literature. 
The  case  is  precious  as  showing  the  very  working  of  the 
average  undergraduate  mind.  My  pupil  of  course  had 
formerly  known  the  French  language,  in  school,  but 
having  passed  it  on  entering  college,  had  dismissed  it 
from  mind  and  memory  while  pursuing  the  less  taxing 
courses  in  French  literature.  Clearly  when  a  great 
variety  of  courses  are  pursued  by  our  undergraduates 
and  most  courses  forgotten  within  a  few  months,  it  will 
be  impossible  to  answer  the  question.  What  does  a 
college-educated  man  actually  know?  I  suppose  most 
alumni  and  many  professors  would  resent  the  blunt 
question.  Our  academic  tree  is  unwilling  to  be  known 
by  its  scholastic  fruit. 

On  the  part  of  a  Spanish  or  Italian  professor  or  bache- 
lor of  arts  or  what  not,  there  would  be  no  such  feeling. 
The  question  would  seem  unreasonable  only  because 
it  was  assumed  that  everybody  knew  the  answer.  Every 
bachelor  of  arts,  letters  or  sciences  would  possess  respec- 
tively much  the  same  body  of  knowledge.  To  a  professor 
in  these  Latin  regions  it  would  seem  derisory  to  hold 
that  a  student  had  got  substantial  benefit  from  studies 
he  had  promptly  forgotten.  If  a  student  has  studied 
Greek,  he  knows  it;  if  a  modern  language,  he  can  read 
it  fluently  and  probably  speak  it  a  little;  if  mathematics, 
he  can  use  them.  The  State  sees  to  it  that  he  does  know 
what  he  has  studied,  by  subjecting  him  to  thorough  and 
comprehensive  examinations  before  giving  him  his  de- 
gree. If  he  failed,  it  would  be  useless  for  him  to  protest 
that  his  professors  had  duly  granted  him  twenty  credits 
for  courses  satisfactorily  completed,  or  «to  plead  that  he 
had  known  at  the  proper  moments  the  subjects  required 
for  the  baccalaureate  examinations,  but  now  no  longer 
knew  them.    In  short  the  European  academic  tree  expects 
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nothing  else  than  to  be  known  by  its  scholastic  fruits. 
The  practical  convenience  of  the  European  educational 
situation  as  compared  with  ours  requires  no  argument. 
The  three  standard  degrees  correspond  to  three  distinct 
trainings,  in  the  humanities  including  classics,  in  the 
newer  humanities,  and  in  mathematics  and  science. 
Every  year  thousands  of  young  men  of  tested  and  known 
attainment  offer  themselves  for  the  callings  for  which 
their  training  has  fitted  them.  Without  being  specifi- 
cally vocational,  the  European  collegiate  education 
admirably  meets  the  needs  of  the  vocations.  In  com- 
parison our  system  is  an  anarchy.  Our  degrees  have 
no  sure  connotation,  our  vocations  can  merely  guess  at 
the  actual  qualifications  of  applicants  from  our  colleges. 

That  our  topsyturveydom  has  compensating  ad- 
vantages of  a  moral  and  social  order  may  readily  be 
maintained.  Certainly  a  wholesale  imitation  of  the 
European  plan  is  not  to  be  considered.  We  should  rather 
seek  an  equal  clarity  of  aims  and  efficiency  of  methods 
along  the  line  of  our  own  tradition  and  needs.  The 
difficulty,  I  am  certain,  is  not  with  our  students,  but 
with  the  way  we  treat  them.  In  part  simple  administra- 
tive reforms  would  tell  us  what  our  students  know.  We 
need  only  add  to  the  examinations  on  courses,  broader 
examinations  on  entire  subjects.  We  are  the  only  civil- 
ized nation  that  does  not  impose  such  tests,  and  our  col- 
leges did  hold  annual  examinations  up  to  about  fifty  years 
ago.  Harvard  has  reintroduced  general  examinations, 
and  the  move  is  a  wise  one.  But  so  obvious  a  reform 
takes  us  only  a  little  way  in  the  right  direction.  The 
trouble  lies  deeper.  If  our  students  are  far  less  serious 
in  their  studies  than  those  of  Europe,  it  is  because  we 
their  teachers  give  them  less  to  be  serious  about.  The 
French  lyceen  respects  the  system  because  he  sees  it  is 
based  on  coherent  ideals.  Our  student  quite  rightly 
declines  to  take  seriously  the  mere  show  of  a  system 
which   shifts   and   totters   under   the   successive   impact 
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of  ideals  at  once  conflicting  and  incoherent.  The 
same  students  show  an  extraordinary  industry  and 
contentment  in  oflicers'  camps,  ensign  schools,  and  in 
the  professional  schools  generally.  Their  indifference 
or  discontent  in  the  college  corresponds  with  the  cer- 
tainty of  nemesis  to  the  hesitation  and  confusion  in  the 
minds  of  most  college  professors  and  administrators. 
We  don't  know  precisely  why  we  are  teaching  them, 
nor  yet  what  we  should  teach  them,  and  they,  with  the 
sure  divination  of  youth  for  force  and  sincerity,  know 
we  don't  know. 

Having  feeble  aims  of  our  own,  we  make  the  best  terms 
we  may  with  the  strong  aims  that  beset  our  college  gates. 
The  students  themselves,  the  alumni,  most  trustees, 
know  exactly  what  they  want  of  the  Eastern  college. 
They  want  it  to  be  a  finishing  school,  an  opportunity 
for  campus  life.  Since  the  poorest  students  are  those 
who  profit  most  by  campus  life,  things  must  be  made 
easy  for  them.  If  you  drop  an  idle  freshman,  you  may 
be  unwarily  depriving  your  alumni  roll  of  a  great  evan- 
gelist or  of  a  corporation  president.  The  job  of  the 
faculty  then  is  flexibly  to  uphold  mild  standards  which, 
while  exceptionally  permitting  the  pursuit  of  scholar- 
ship, shall  not  unduly  obstruct  the  joyous  self-develop- 
ment of  successive  generations  of  young  gentlemen,  who 
study  with  something  less  than  ease.  All  Eastern  col- 
leges are  constantly  under  pressure  to  accept  this  aim. 
It  will  soon  be  felt  strongly  throughout  the  country. 

I  am  the  last  man  to  decry  the  ideal  of  making  the 
gentleman.  Oxford  and  Cambridge  have  long  given  it 
countenance  in  that  merciful  dispensation  known  as 
the  Pass  Degree.  But  the  English  universities,  while 
living  on  the  pass  men,  do  not  regard  them  as  their 
jewels.  Their  pride  is  in  their  honor  men.  They  would 
be  appalled  at  the  thought  of  graduating  only  pass  men, 
of  failing  to  challenge  superior  diligence  and  intelligence 
by   fitting   tests.      We    have    so   far   out-Englished    the 
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English  that  all  our  college  graduates,  with  the  negli- 
gible exception  of  those  who  have  taken  special  examina- 
tions for  honors,  are  pass  men.  Our  highest  honor  men 
are  merely  such  as  have  done  pass  work  brilliantly.  In 
short  we  let  our  poor  students  set  the  pace  for  the  best. 
The  remedy  is  such  honor  schools  as  Harvard  has  recently 
instituted,  and  Princeton  and  Columbia  have  attempted 
organizing.  As  to  making  the  gentleman,  it  is  a  process 
that  will  take  care  of  itself.  Our  task  as  college  teachers 
and  administrators  is  to  keep  our  heads  against  alarmist 
agitation  in  influential  quarters.  Let  us  oppose  to  the 
panic  fear  that  campus  life  will  wane,  the  robust  faith 
that  it  will  flourish  mightily  despite  all  scholastic  ob- 
stacles of  our  framing.  Let  us  regard  a  good  fellow 
dropped  for  cause,  not  so  much  as  a  loss  to  the  campus 
but  as  one  more  gentleman  restored  with  special  expedi- 
tion to  the  wide,  wide  world. 

Indeed  the  college,  instead  of  furtively  resisting  as 
best  it  may  the  dogma  of  the  almost  unlettered  gentle- 
man, might  well  make  definite  terms  with  it  after  the 
British  precedent.  Let  us  concede  that  while  four  years 
spent  mostly  in  rubbing  one's  shoulder  against  college 
walls  is  an  unjustifiable  waste  of  time,  two  years  might 
profitably  so  be  spent.  Give  the  undergraduate  two 
years  under  the  old  system,  to  loaf  and  invite  his  soul, 
thereafter  require  him  to  cease  loafing,  and  invite  his 
mind.  The  late  President  Harper  invented  a  degree, 
Associate  in  Arts,  the  usefulness  of  which  might  be 
indefinitely  extended.  It  was  to  be  taken  voluntarily 
at  the  end  of  the  second  year.  I  would  propose  conferring 
it  imperatively  upon  all  passed  Sophomores  whose  work 
gave  no  assurance  that  they  could  or  would  spend  their 
two  upperclass  years  in  work  of  honor  grade.  And  I 
believe  if  we  applied  the  standard  strictly,  the  mortality, 
always  considerable  midway  in  the  undergraduate  path, 
would  not  be  inordinately  increased.  What  is  necessary 
is  to  stop  the  undignified  running  fight  between  college 
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faculties  and  their  alumni  and  students  by  a  fixed  and 
reasonable  treaty  of  peace  —  the  terms  naturally  to  be 
dictated  by  the  faculty. 

But,  as  usual,  the  more  formidable  foes  are  those  of 
our  own   household.     As   all   the   old   clear   educational 
values  vanished  in  a  haze  of  relativity,  and  the  great 
romantic.  President  Eliot,  persuaded  us  that  the  student 
was  properly  the  captain  of  his  own  academic  fate  —  as 
the  old  ideals  of  general  culture  vanished,   a  new  and 
potent  ideal  entered  and  dominated  the  collegiate  con- 
fusion, namely,  the   ideal   of  vocationalism.      It   is   the 
single  living  academic  ideal  today.     Its  exponents  have 
behind  them   the  weight  of  conviction,  and   those  who 
are  by  no  means  convinced  of  its  universal  validity  have 
been   constrained   to  grasp   at  it  as   the   only   practical 
offset   to   the   theory   of  making   the   almost  unlettered 
gentleman.      With   the   vocational    idea    in    itself,    there 
should  be  no  quarrel.    Most  people  must  take  short  cuts 
to  their  work  in  the  world.     All  intelligent  makers  of 
such  short  cuts,  from  the  wizard  who  develops  your  will 
power  in   three    lessons    to   the   correspondence   schools 
which  will  make  you  a  mining  engineer  in  twenty,  de- 
serve well  of  the  republic.     But  the  moment  the  liberal 
college  engages  to  provide  such  short  cuts,  it  is  untrue 
to    its    genius,    challenges    impossible    competitions,    and 
imperils   its   very   existence.     As   a   matter  of   fact   the 
vocational    pressure    is    constant.      Harvard    long    ago 
yielded  to  it  in  the  matter  of  time,  permitting  graduation 
in  three  years,  and  Columbia  soon  thereafter  paid  more 
dearly  yet  in  studies,  allowing  admission  to  her  profes- 
sional schools  at  the  end  of  the  Junior  year.    This  was  as 
much  as  to  admit  that  for  a  professional  man,  a  quarter, 
and   the  best  quarter,   of  a   liberal  education   is   super- 
fluous.    In  various  ways  all  the  colleges  are  yielding  to 
this  pressure.    Having  no  clear  idea  of  what  is  necessary 
for   all    liberally   educated    young   men,    the    college,    as 
represented  by  dean  or  advisor,  particularizes  the  prob- 
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lem  —  discovers  that  the  student  is  headed  towards  law 
or  medicine  or  banking,  and  prescribes  jurisprudence, 
biology  or  finance.  From  the  point  of  view  of  one  who 
believes  in  liberal  education,  this  is  a  homeopathic  heresy 
of  the  rankest  sort.  What  the  lawyer  really  needs  to 
quicken  his  imagination  and  liberate  him  from  his  shop, 
is  letters,  science,  mathematics;  what  the  budding 
doctor  really  needs  is  letters,  art,  history,  and  the  un- 
biological  sciences;  what  the  prospective  banker  needs 
is  letters,  history,  art,  and  science.  To  admit  any  other 
theory  is  eventually  to  undermine  the  colleges  and  to 
debase  the  learned  professions  themselves.  Since  Plato's 
tim.e  until  yesterday,  nobody  has  questioned  that  the 
business  of  liberal  education  is  precisely  to  furnish  the 
information  and  inspiration  that  the  vocational  life 
is  unlikely  to  afford.  If  this  be  not  true,  the  college 
has  little  excuse  for  being.  The  professional  schools  may 
fairly  claim  its  later  years,  and  the  preparatory  schools 
will  not  long  be  denied  the  lower  years,  while  both  pro- 
fessional and  preparatory  schools  may  carry  the  college 
down  with  them,  leaving  the  convinced  exponents  of 
intensive  vocational  training,  the  correspondence  schools, 
in  sole  and  justified  possession  of  the  field.  Such  is  the 
danger  —  a  Bolshevism  of  higher  education  in  the  name 
of  economy  and  efficiency.  We  professors  are  playing 
the  vocationalist's  game  today,  not  from  conviction, 
but  because  we  have  no  equally  clear  formula  to  oppose 
to   his. 

The  only  competing  ideal  that  I  see  today  is  that  of 
social  service.  It  is  that  which  drives  two-thirds  of  our 
undergraduates  into  very  recent  history,  contemporary 
politics,  recent  economics,  latter-day  finance.  They 
feel  that  thereby  they  are  equipping  themselves  for 
service,  taking  the  world's  measure.  I  have  noted 
hordes  of  enthusiastic  and  eminently  undiligent  students 
endeavoring  to  enhance  their  social  sympathy  and 
strengthen   their   minds   by   personally   conducted   tours 
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to  epileptic  villages.  I  would  give  something  for  the 
opinion  of  the  epileptics  on  their  young  visitors.  I  do 
not  question  the  educational  value  of  these  studies  in 
themselves.  Only  from  the  point  of  view  of  liberal 
education  these  would  be  studies  for  men  intending  to 
lead  guarded  lives  apart  from  the  active  world  —  for 
scholars,  teachers,  men  of  letters.  Nor  do  I  fail  to  see 
the  element  of  generosity  in  the  ideal  of  social  service. 
Only  I  see  that  the  ideal  is  actually  often  reducible  to  a 
vague  and  undirected  sympathy.  The  business  of  a  col- 
lege should  be  to  show  the  man  who  wishes  to  serve,  first 
what  service  he  is  competent  to  render,  next  what  sort 
of  service  the  world  needs.  This  informing  act  of  criti- 
cism I  seldom  see.  And  perhaps  these  necessary  lessons 
are  better  learned,  and  these  delicate  adjustments  better 
made,  in  the  face  of  practice.  Perhaps  the  servant  of 
society  will  be  all  the  more  serviceable  when  the  time 
comes,  if  we  do  not  prematurely  define  his  own  vision 
of  his  function  and  reduce  the  great  world  to  cate- 
gories acceptable  to  the  undergraduate  mentality.  Again 
the  ideal  of  services  imposes  itself  unduly,  not  merely 
because  of  its  warmth  and  magnanimity,  but  because 
we  professors  have  nothing  better  to  put  in  its  place. 
We  shall  be  liberated  from  partial  ideals  only  by  attain- 
ing to  some  ideal  which  is  really  comprehensive. 

I  think  the  finer  ideal  exists,  indeed  that  it  has  existed 
for  centuries,  is  only  temporarily  obscured,  and  may  be 
recovered.  So  much  to  assure  you  that  I  shall  not  inter- 
minably play  the  ungracious  role  of  destructive  critic 
of  my  own  profession.  But  before  we  approach  con- 
structive theory,  it  is  necessary  to  achieve  a  practical 
view  of  the  position  of  the  college  in  the  far  larger  world 
of  education.  I  feel  we  shall  get  nowhere  until  we  admit 
with  complete  candor  that  a  liberal  education  is  a  luxury. 
Such  it  has  always  been,  such  it  remains.  It  is  properly 
accessible  only  to  a  few  who  command  either  exceptional 
leisure   or   exceptional    abilities.     The    college    does    its 
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peculiar  work  alongside  a  dozen  other  equally  worthy 
educational  institutions,  mostly  vocational.  It  does 
not  compete  with  them,  it  directly  supplements  them 
and  incidentally  aids  them.  It  has  its  own  aims,  which 
are  not  immediately  practical,  vocational,  or  material. 
It  is  even  willing  to  reduce  the  practical  efficiency  of 
some  of  its  alumni  for  good  cause. 

A  charming  story  is  told  of  Frederick  the  Great  by 
the  French  critic  Stendhal,  who  had  it  from  a  hearer 
of  the  royal  utterance.  Stendhal  writes,  "The  king, 
having  learned  that  the  foreign  sovereigns  blamed  his 
taste  for  literature,  said  one  day  to  the  diplomatic  corps 
united  at  an  audience,  ^  Tell  your  masters  that  if  I  am 
less  a  king  than  they  I  owe  it  to  the  study  of  letters.'  " 
In  the  spirit  of  this  saying  I  should  like  to  see  inscribed 
over  our  college  portals: 

"Generous  Youth!  Enter  at  your  peril.  We  may  so 
quicken  your  imagination  as  to  bring  you  loss  as  the  world 
counts  it.  There  may  be  a  great  inventor  in  you  now, 
there  may  be  only  a  poet  in  you  when  you  leave  us;  the 
captain  of  industry  in  you  may  give  place  to  some  ob- 
scure pursuit  of  philosophy;  you  are  literary,  we  shall 
leave  you  forever  incapable  of  best-sellers;  you  are 
philanthropic,  we  may  develop  the  detached  critic  in 
you;  you  are  politically  shrewd  and  practical,  we  may 
bring  out  the  Utopian  visionary  in  you.  For  our  values 
are  not  those  of  the  world  of  work,  with  which  we  can 
only  incidentally  help  you  to  make  terms,  —  our  values 
are  those  of  the  world  of  thought.  We  shall  make  you 
contemporary  of  all  ages,  and  since  you  must  after  all 
live  in  this  age,  such  extension  of  your  interest  and 
imagination  may  make  you  an  exile  in  your  own  day 
and  place.  We  offer  you  no  material  reward  of  any  sort 
for  your  effort  here,  we  may  even  diminish  the  rewards 
you  would  enjoy  if  you  kept  away  from  us.  We  offer 
you  nothing  but  what  we  ourselves  most  treasure  —  the 
companionship    of    the    great    dreamers    and    thinkers. 
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Enter  if  you  dare.  Should  you  enter,  this  college  will 
be  indeed  to  you  Alma  Mater.  All  that  we  have  shall 
be  yours." 

Does  not  the  meaning  of  collegiate  education  emerge 
from  this  fantastic  inscription.'^  In  the  simplest  words 
the  aim  of  college  training  is  orientation,  and  only  that. 
Our  task  is  to  give  the  student  his  bearings.  To  sketch 
vividly  for  him  the  high  roads  of  mental  endeavor,  and 
help  him  to  find  his  own  place  and  path.  But  to  do  this 
we  must  first  know  ourselves  what  has  been  central  in 
past  thought,  and  what  promises  centrality  in  the  future. 
Above  all  we  must  liberate  the  student  from  near- 
sighted and  mean  views.  And  while  teaching  him  to 
find  and  assert  main  values  in  the  life  of  thought  and 
action,  we  must  also  teach  him  to  hold  such  judgments 
with  flexibility,  knowing  the  magnitude  of  the  thing 
judged,  and  the  limits  of  any  individual  capacity.  Thus 
we  shall  wish  for  our  students  both  the  audacities  and  the 
modesties  of  the  mind.  The  whole  matter  has  been 
admirably  set  forth  by  the  best  educated  man  I  have 
ever  been  privileged  to  know  —  the  late  John  La  Farge. 
He  writes: 

''The  noblest  of  all  the  gifts  of  the  great  institutions 
of  learning  is  a  certain  fostering  of  elevation  of  mind. 
It  is  not  so  much  by  what  he  knows  that  the  man  brought 
under  the  trainings  of  the  great  academies  is  marked; 
it  is  by  his  acquaintance  with  the  size  of  knowledge; 
with,  if  I  may  say  so,  the  impossibility  of  completing 
its  full  circle;  with  the  acquaintance  of  the  manners  of 
enlarging  his  boundaries;  with  the  respect  for  other  knowl- 
edge than  his  own;  with  a  certain  relative  humility  as 
compared  with  the  narrower  pride  of  him  who  knows 
not  the  size  of  the  spaces  of  the  world  of  knowledge." 

La  Farge's  statement  of  the  scope  of  academic  edu- 
cation would  have  seemed  indisputable  up  to  the  Civil 
War  or  thereabouts.  The  colleges  simply  gave  students 
their  bearings,  offered  for  purposes  of  orientation  some- 
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thing  of  the  main  branches  of  knowledge  as  then  under- 
stood, put  their  student  in  touch  with  the  human  endeavor 
in  literature,  mathematics,  the  natural  sciences,  philos- 
ophy, and  history.  They  gave  some  grudging  acknowl- 
edgment to  the  claims  of  the  modern  literatures.  They 
felt  that  men  trained  in  the  classics  of  Greece  and  Rome 
would  incidentally  be  oriented  towards  the  classics  of 
England,  France,  Italy  and  Germany.  And  the  event 
justified  that  confidence.  The  generations  that  groaned 
under  imposed  Homer  and  Horace  were  better  read  in 
English  literature,  if  diaries  and  publishers'  lists  mean 
anything,  than  the  present  generation  which  is  being 
personally  conducted  by  our  academic  Thomas  Cooks 
to  the  contemporary  novel  and  the  recent  stage.  The 
merits  of  the  old  system  were,  to  be  sure,  largely  tradi- 
tional. The  colleges  still  taught,  confessedly  by  sample, 
that  sum  of  knowledge,  —  omne  scihile  —  which  had  been 
the  ideal  of  the  old  Trivium  and  Quadrivium.  Doubt- 
less there  was  bad  teaching,  as  there  has  been  at  all 
times.  Mark  Hopkinses  are  as  rare  as  Abelards.  And 
the  students  of  nearly  a  century  ago  were  not  always 
mindful  of  their  advantages.  They  never  have  been. 
In  1839  one  of  the  literary  societies  at  Williams  College 
solemnly  resolved  that  the  curriculum  does  not  tend  to 
develop  the  mental  powers.  Against  this  we  may  set 
the  grateful  utterance  of  David  Wells,  later  the  famous 
economist,  who  graduated  from  Williams  in  1847.  Only 
eight  years  after  that  damaging  resolution  of  no  confidence, 
he  writes: 

"I  believe  I  have  gained  some  facility  in  directing  and 
fixing  my  powers  on  a  specific  object.  .  .  I  can  look 
longer  and  steadier  than  I  could  four  years  ago.  I  have 
not  richly  freighted  my  ship,  but  I  trust  I  have  acquired 
some  little  skill  in  managing  its  helm  and  sails,  I  know 
where  the  freight  is,  where  my  course  lies,  where  the  rocks 
are  hid,  and  I  humbly  hope  I  may  reach  the  port  towards 
which  I  steer." 
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Could  there  be  a  clearer  or  richer  perception  that  the 
aim  of  a  college  education  is  just  orientation,  than  this 
Williams  senior  had  seventy- three  years  ago? 

How  the  American  college  lost  this  lucid  and  eminently 
practical  ideal  is  a  somewhat  melancholy  story  which 
here  need  be  touched  only  in  outHne.  Within  Dar- 
win's generation,  knowledge  seemed  to  ramify  infinitely. 
Each  subdivision  imposed  itself  as  a  division.  Thus 
the  conception  of  a  whole  region  of  knowledge  got  con- 
fused with  that  of  so  many  courses  on  the  smaller  town- 
ships and  bailiwicks.  These  scholastic  subdivisions  soon 
became  vocationally  useful  and  could  further  magnify 
claims  originally  excessive.  The  omne  scihile  was  no 
longer  the  simple  and  compact  thing  it  had  been,  but  a 
various,  shifting,  growing  and  confusing  thing.  It  be- 
came bewildering  and  unmanageable,  just  as  the  new 
industrial  order  was  beginning  to  become  unmanageable 
from  its  swift  expansion;  or  democracy  itself  from  the 
creation  of  new  problems  and  the  influx  of  a  variegated 
world  of  new  immigrants  with  citizens'  rights.  And  the 
emergency  of  the  sixties  caught  the  colleges  a  little 
numb  in  their  tradition.  The  omne  scihile  had  been  so 
long  defined  for  them  that  they  were  staggered  at  the 
sudden  need  of  redefining  it  for  themselves.  The  nec- 
essary work  of  criticism  and  selection  was  evaded  in 
favor  of  vague  enthusiasms. 

Meanwhile  President  Gilman  at  Johns  Hopkins  had 
been  working  out  the  classic  compromise  between  the 
Wayland-Eliot  formula  of  free  election  and  the  old 
ideal  of  a  well-balanced,  imposed  curriculum.  Enter 
the  group  system.  It  is  not  unfair  to  a  revered  memory 
to  say  that  the  animus  of  the  group  system  was  negative 
as  regards  the  mediocre  student.  The  theory  was  that 
if  you  tied  your  courses  up  into  coherent  bundles,  al- 
most any  bundle  will  be  a  good  enough  choice.  The 
elective  system  is  to  be  made  foolproof.  Your  student 
who   has   early   developed   a   vocation   will   know   what 
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group  to  take,  while  the  student  who  chooses  casually 
will,  getting  a  considerable  body  of  coherent  teaching, 
be  none  the  worse  off.  Between  1890  and  1905  the 
group  system  took  possession  of  the  colleges,  and,  I 
suppose,  still  has  the  approval  of  most  faculties.  Natu- 
rally the  colleges  are  under  pressure  to  give  up  the  rather 
slight  requirements  they  have  ventured  to  retain. 

Such  is  the  present  uneasy  equilibrium,  and  we  are 
today  hardly  better  off  with  the  group  system  than  we 
were  with  its  predecessors.  What  has  actually  happened 
is  that  the  students  flock  into  the  historical,  economic 
and  English  groups.  Probably  two-thirds  of  our  under- 
graduates are  thus  pursuing  academic  lines  of  least 
resistance.  The  scientific  groups  are  small  and  vocational. 
Scientists  are  being  made  without  the  necessary  liberal- 
izing studies.  Students  are  no  more  intelligently  choosing 
groups  than  they  did  single  courses.  Again  the  faculty 
advisor,  that  sinister  plumber  or  undertaker  of  the 
academic  underworld,  makes  his  ill-omened  appearance. 
Lacking  the  ability  to  choose  for  them,  we  will  persuade 
our  students  to  choose  wisely  for  themselves. 

Just  a  word  on  the  fundamental  fallacy  on  which  the 
group  system  is  based.  It  assumes  that  the  student  at 
eighteeen  or  nineteen  has  clearly  marked  intellectual 
preferences  for  one  or  another  set  of  studies,  whereas 
only  a  small  minority  have  such  preferences  and  many 
have  a  wholesome  aversion  to  all  study  whatsoever.  It 
also  assumes  that  the  college  underclassman  has  a  suffi- 
ciently clear  view  of  his  future  vocation  to  choose  his 
group  intelligently.  Only  a  small  minority  again  is  in 
this  favored  state  of  mind.  It  further  assumes  that  the 
student  is  likely  to  follow  some  branch  of  postgraduate 
study,  and  the  courses  are  mostly  conducted  on  that 
false  expectation.  As  a  matter  of  fact  only  a  minority 
of  our  graduates  attend  any  graduate  school.  Their  formal 
studies  terminate  with  the  college.  The  college  actually  is 
for  most  of  its  students  a  finishing  school.    The  group  sys- 
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tern  in  its  very  organization  and  as  administered  fails  to 
conform  to  this  central  fact. 

Here  we  touch  an  essential  Issue  of  spirit  and  aims  in 
teaching.  A  Latinist  needs  to  know  Latin  in  a  way  that 
ill  befits  a  mere  gentleman.  The  introduction  to  physics 
that  is  right  for  a  physicist  may  be  quite  wrong  for  a 
layman.  At  all  points  this  difference  of  needs  between 
the  future  specialist  and  the  generally  educated  man  holds 
good.  Let  me  illustrate.  Undergraduate  physics  left 
me  intellectually  unscathed.  But  a  few  years  ago  I  saw 
Dean  Magie  repeat  with  Joseph  Henry's  crude  apparatus 
the  fundamental  experiments  in  electrical  induction. 
There,  with  the  pickle  pots  borrowed  from  Mrs.  Henry's 
pantry,  and  wire  insulated  with  strips  from  her  discarded 
dresses,  I  saw  a  great  principle  triumphantly  demon- 
strated. It  was  the  most  genuinely  educational  hour  I 
have  ever  spent  in  the  scientific  field.  It  put  before  me 
the  whole  struggle  to  wrest  from  nature  her  essential  and 
abiding  truths.  It  once  for  all  humanized  what  I,  with 
the  Philistinism  of  the  student  of  art,  had  imagined  to 
be  a  somewhat  inhuman  pursuit.  Now  it  seems  to  me 
from  the  point  of  view  of  general  education  it  is  far  more 
important  that  the  student  of  physics  should  grasp  the 
quality  of  the  endeavor  of  Galileo,  Newton,  Faraday 
and  Helmholtz  than  it  is  for  him  to  memorize  the  latest 
formulation  of  the  ionic  theory  or  the  newest  lore  con- 
cerning the  alpha  and  beta  particle.  And  in  my  own  field 
it  is  more  valuable  for  the  student  to  sense  the  creative 
endeavor  of  a  Giotto,  a  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  a  Rem- 
brandt or  a  Rubens,  than  it  is  to  cope  in  the  first  instance 
with  the  latter  day  vorticists  and  synchronists. 

Here  and  there  I  have  tried  to  touch  the  weaknesses 
of  our  present  collegiate  order,  and  I  have  tried  also  to 
suggest  a  constructive  ideal  —  in  orientation  and  its 
practical  implications.  It  is  not  the  time  to  express  such 
general  ideas  in  terms  of  courses  and  curriculum.  First 
the  ideas  themselves  must  be  weighed.    Their  practical 
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application,  however,  is  not  difficult.  We  have  to  cor- 
rect a  delusion  of  size.  We  are  meeting  insistent  claims 
from  new  studies,  and  are  tempted  to  believe  that  there 
are  many  more  needs  in  a  body  of  two  thousand  students 
than  there  were  among  two  hundred.  Sheer  delusion 
in  both  instances.  The  great  divisions  of  knowledge 
have  not  changed  since  Aristotle,  ten  thousand  young 
men  represent  no  more  needed  types  of  education  that 
do  one  hundred.  Indeed  their  need  to  cultivate  a  certain 
elevation  of  mind  and  to  acquaint  themselves  with  the 
best  that  has  been  thought  and  said  and  done  in  the 
world,  is  absolutely  uniform.  We  have  largely  turned 
over  to  their  untrained  judgment  the  choice  of  a  path 
towards  this  end,  and  they  are  wandering  in  confusion. 
The  moment  requires  that  faculties  resume  their  duty 
of  leadership.  It  is  our  task  to  choose  the  most  eligible 
knowledge  for  our  students,  and  their  part  to  trust  our 
judgment.  They  will  do  '  so  when  we  show  ourselves 
capable  of  that  act  of  selection  and  criticism  which 
underlies  all  education.  They  will  welcome  required 
courses  which  are  complete  and  informing  in  themselves, 
and  not  merely  prerequisite  to  special  study.  They 
will  respond  to  instruction,  which,  whether  in  the  liter- 
ary or  scientific  side,  is  humanistic  and  exemplary  of 
great  historic  and  personal  endeavors. 

Frank  Jewett  Mather,  Jr. 


"DORA" 

WHEN  the  news  comes  from  America  that  Johnson, 
the  "Pussyfoot"  one,  has  again  been  prophecying 
a  dry  England  within  ten  years,  the  Englishman  in  the 
club  and  the  man  in  the  pub  are  equally  hot  and  emphatic 
in  declaring  that  someone  must  have  been  "spoofing" 
him,  but  that,  unlike  the  gentleman  in  "The  Earl  of 
Pawtucket,"  he  is  quite  unconscious  of  the  fact.  The  man 
in  the  club  has  arguments  and  figures  with  which  to  back 
his  contention;  the  man  in  the  pub  falls  contentedly 
back  on  the  line  of  "Rule,  Britannia,"  to  the  effect  that 
"Britons  never,  never,  shall  be  slaves."  Right  or  wrong, 
each  is  stolidly  wedded  to  certain  convictions.  Each  holds 
stubbornly  that  the  said  Johnson  is  a  dominating  figure, 
the  dominating  figure  for  that  matter,  in  the  United 
States;  and  that  throughout  our  land,  from  Atlantic  to 
Pacific,  Canadian  border  to  Gulf,  the  word  "Pussy- 
footism"  is  being  daily  hymned  or  execrated  by  every 
tongue.  Venture  the  information  in  England  that  prob- 
ably ninety-five  out  of  every  hundred  Americans  never 
heard  of  the  said  Johnson  until  the  news  of  his  activities  in 
England  was  cabled  over  to  the  papers,  and  that  the  word 
"Pussyfootism"  is  not  at  all  of  common  usage,  and  the 
smile  is  one  of  pity  and  patronage.  It  is  simply  as  it 
always  has  been.  Once  upon  a  time  the  English  papers 
were  referring  to  all  the  tall  buildings  of  American  cities  as 
"flatirons."  An  American  then  living  in  London,  who 
should  have  known  better,  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Times 
pointing  out  that  the  term  in  actual  use  was  "Skyscrap- 
ers," and  that  "flatiron"  referred  to  a  particular  edifice  at 
a  particular  corner  of  New  York  City.  The  Times  printed 
his  letter,  crushingly  informed  him  that  he  was  entirely 
in  error,  and  went  on  blithely  to  tell  of  American  "flat- 
irons"  of  forty  stories.    A  conspicuous  advertising  poster 
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of  the  present  hour  shows  an  English  soldier  offering  a 
French  soldier  a  beverage.  ''  Magnifique!^^  cries  the 
poilu  after  tasting.  ''Of  course.  It's  British!"  explains 
the  Tommy.  The  point  of  the  matter  is  not  that  the 
drink  in  question  really  happens  to  be,  not  English,  but 
Argentinian.  Simply  these  English  have  not  changed; 
they  never  will  change.  So,  to  maintain  amicable  rela- 
tions, and  to  convince  them  that,  when  at  home,  I  do  not 
live  in  a  tree,  I  concede  that  ''Pussyfootism"  and  ''Anti- 
pussyfootism"  are  now  our  national  slogans,  and  that 
the  said  Johnson  looms  taller  than  the  Washington  Monu- 
ment, and  makes  a  louder  splash  than  Niagara. 

England  Forewarned 

Yet  England,  pretending  to  flout  the  ''danger,"  and 
swearing  she  will  ne'er  consent,  realizes  and  fears.  Fore- 
warned by  what  has  happened  in  the  United  States,  she 
is  not  going  to  be  caught  napping.  The  Englishman  may 
be  a  peculiar  animal;  but  he  is  not  without  intelligence. 
" Afraid  .f^  Of  course  we  are  afraid,"  said  one  rather  more 
candid  than  the  rest,  probably  for  the  reason  that  he  was 
caught  and  tamed  for  a  considerable  period  in  the  States. 
"We  are  the  same  people  as  the  Puritans  of  Charles'  time, 
who,  as  Macaulay  has  it,  'suppressed  bear-baiting,  not 
because  it  gave  pain  to  the  bear,  but  because  it  gave 
pleasure  to  the  spectators.'  All  history  goes  to  show  that 
people  will  fight  harder  to  impose  a  yoke  upon  some  one 
else  than  they  will  to  remove  a  yoke  from  their  own 
necks.  These  so-called  'reformers'  think  they  are  right. 
Of  course  they  do.  So  did  the  gentlemen  of  the  Spanish 
Inquisition.  So  did  the  gentlemen  of  your  own  Colonial 
days  who  burned  the  witches  in  Salem  town,  and  sewed 
the  scarlet  'A.'  on  the  breast  of  Hester  Prynne.  And  the 
arguments  in  use  are  precisely  the  same.  Those  Salem 
Fathers  were  careful  to  explain  that  their  hearts  held 
nothing  but  affection  for  the  lady  whom  they  destined  to 
play  the  leading  role  in  the  projected  bonfire.    But  it  was 
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the  only  way  in  which  they  could  reach  the  wicked  devil 
that  had  come  to  tenant  her  body." 

That  is  for  the  man  in  the  club.  For  the  man  in  the 
pub  more  direct  methods  are  used. 

BRITAIN  BEWARE! 

If,  as  the  Pussyfooters  claim,  Prohibition 
means  wealth;  and  Personal  Liberty,  Poverty, 
Great  Britain,  the  United  States,  and  France 
should  be  the  poorest  nations  on  earth,  and 
Persia,  India,  and  Turkey  the  richest. 
As  everyone  knows,  exactly  the  opposite  is 
the  truth,  ^tc.  etc. 

Thus  begins  one  of  the  various  placards  that,  by  the 
tens  of  thousands,  stare  and  glare  down  upon  the  passerby 
from  walls  throughout  the  Kingdom.  Crude  and  plati- 
tudinous in  its  argument,  perhaps,  but  it  is  the  form  of 
warning  designed  to  affect  the  mind  that  is  open  only  to 
crudity  and  platitude.  To  sway  the  more  enlightened,  all 
intellectual  England,  forewarned,  seems  to  be  arrayed. 
If  there  are  dissenting  voices,  they  are  not  heard.  Last 
Sunday  I  dined  at  the  table  of  one  of  England's  most 
distinguished  and  honored  playwrights.  He  said:  **It 
will  blight  your  literature  and  your  art,"  referring  to  what 
he  termed  the  ''crime."  "No  people  can  accept  meekly 
the  repression  and  the  moral  slavery,  and  remain  vital  and 
creative."  Lightly,  swiftly,  yet  with  intense  earnestness, 
he  went  on  to  build  his  edifice  of  argument.  From  day  to 
day  Chesterton  fulminates  ponderously  and  brilliantly: 
"America,  in  repealing  the  Declaration  of  Independence, 
and  at  last  officially  denying  the  Jeffersonian  view  that 
all  men  have  inalienable  rights  to  life,  liberty,  and  the 
pursuit  of  happiness,  did  something  that  goes  far  beyond 
the  small  and  special  occasion  of  some  ephemeral  hypothe- 
sis about  'alcohol.'  The  question  of  Prohibition  has  very 
little  to  do  with  the  question  of  Drink.  It  may  be  inter- 
esting to  speculate  on  how  far  this  curious  negative  type 
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of  materialism,  which  we  call  teetotalism,  tends  to  recur 
and  rage  in  certain  places  on  the  edge  of  European  civiliza- 
tion, in  the  deserts  of  Arabia,  or  the  prairies  of  America. 
It  might  be  entertaining  to  ask  whether  such  unnatural 
simplicity  in  any  way  connects  the  American  with  the 
American  Indian.  A  savage  will  sometimes  burn  a  toma- 
hawk for  committing  a  murder;  and  we  can  easily  imagine 
the  same  savage  breaking  a  bottle  of  firewater,  and  think- 
ing he  has  extinguished  all  the  flames  of  human  passion." 

Or  again: 

^*What  interests  me,  therefore,  is  not  this  one  fugitive 
fad,  but  the  loss  of  the  whole  idea  of  liberty,  the  denial  of 
any  proper  province  for  the  choice  of  the  citizen.  The 
original  human  tradition  was  that  the  free  man,  as  dis- 
tinct from  the  slave,  could  be  trusted  with  a  certain 
group  of  normal  functions,  could  choose  a  mate,  could  rear 
a  family,  could  eat  or  drink  what  he  could  produce,  or  pur- 
chase, and  so  on.  The  democratic  tradition  is  that  no 
men  should  be  slaves,  but  that  all  men  should  be  trusted 
with  the  normal  functions.  The  modern  movement  is 
that  all  men  should  lose  all  their  functions,  not  in  logical 
order,  but  by  a  series  of  raids  by  random  sectarians.  The 
Eugenists  will  take  away  the  choice  of  a  mate.  The 
Servile  Staters  will  take  away  the  choice  of  a  job.  Irreg- 
ularly and  in  patches,  like  all  blind  barbaric  things,  the 
heathen  slavery  will  return." 

The  Case^s  Serious  Aspect 

The  verbal  pyrotechnics  of  a  Chesterton  are  always 
amusing,  but  they  are  not  likely  to  disturb  international 
harmony  or  to  impair  Anglo-American  friendship.  Unfor- 
tunately, there  is  heard  and  read  every  day  a  type  of 
utterance  that  may  lead  evilly  far.  The  Englishman  is  a 
creature  conservative,  and  not  always  consistent.  His- 
torically he  has  not  always  minded  his  own  business,  but 
he  retains,  in  a  state  more  vehement  than  ever  before,  his 
absurd  prejudice  against  the  stranger  who  comes  to  his 
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land  to  meddle  with  what  he  deems  to  be  his  private 
affairs.  With  tolerant,  amused  eyes  he  regards  those  of 
his  own  land  who  would  restrict  him.  In  his  own  pig- 
headed way  he  is  even  open  to  argument.  But  with  the 
intrusive  and  ** reforming"  foreigner,  even  though  he  be 
what  Kipling  has  dubbed  "a  brother  hedged  with  alien 
speech,"  the  tolerance  in  the  eyes  fades  to  bitter  and  un- 
disguised aversion. 

Two  years  ago  the  United  States  and  her  people  en- 
joyed a  popularity  in  England  that  had  never  been 
known  before.  Superficially  the  Englishman's  attitude 
towards  the  late  war  is  that  of  the  popular  picture  that  is 
still  to  be  found  in  many  inns  and  homes  in  Scotland, 
showing  a  single  Highlander  brandishing  a  long  sword,  and 
entitled  '*The  Battle  of  Waterloo."  But  in  his  heart  of 
hearts  he  has  always  known  —  and  occasionally  the  con- 
cession may  be  wrung  from  him  —  that  America  was  the 
decisive  factor,  not  so  much  on  the  actual  fighting  line, 
but  because  the  spectacle  of  the  gathering  of  the  vast 
resources  of  men  and  equipment,  and  the  nation's  grim 
resolution  and  obvious  ability  to  ''carry  on"  forever,  if 
necessary,  spurred  the  Allies  to  renewed  hope  and  life, 
and  correspondingly  wrought  the  crumbling  of  the  Ger- 
man morale.  Popular.^  Of  course  we  were  popular.  So 
were  the  brothers  of  Mrs.  Bluebeard  popular  when  they 
came  galloping  to  the  rescue  in  response  to  Sister  Anne's 
signal  from  the  tower.  Perhaps,  later,  there  were  family 
differences. 

We  are  not  popular  now.  Politely  received,  yes,  but  the 
undercurrent  of  feeling  is  perceptible.  It  is  not  political; 
it  is  not  due  to  the  activities  of  such  mischief  makers  as 
Bottomley's  John  Bull,  which  plasters  the  sign  boards 
of  England  with  such  lettering  as  "Trouble  Brewing  With 
America."  It  is  a  personal  —  a  resentment  based  upon 
what  they  call  America's  unjustified  and  impertinent 
participation  in  Irish  affairs,  and  above  all  upon  the 
''meddling"  of  certain  invading  elements  with  the  Briton's 
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beer.  It  isn't  the  threat  to  the  beer  that  irritates  so  much; 
it's  the  meddling. 

**How  would  vou  like  it  if  the  case  were  reversed?" 
asked  one  Englishman,  and  went  on  to  enumerate  certain 
alleged  conditions  in  the  States  that  he  regarded  subject  to 
amelioration.  "Better  not  oppose  any  suggested  ap- 
propriation for  augmenting  the  American  navy  if  you 
can't  keep  your  *  Pussyfoots'  at  home.  After  all,  perhaps 
your  tax  payers  and  ours  are  rich  enough  to  foot  the  bill." 
Beneath  the  laughing  tone  there  was  the  suggestion  of 
serious  menace.  Then  he  went  on  to  insist  that  back 
of  it  all  was  the  sinister  influence  of  Germany,  beaten  on 
the  battle  field,  but  still  plotting  to  sow  dissension.  '^ Can't 
you  see  it?  It  is  as  plain  as  a  fire  on  a  hill.  The  very 
arguments  go  back  to  the  fountain  head.  We  bring  you 
the  new  Kultur.  What  you  mistake  for  a  yoke  is  for  your 
own  happiness  and  good.  Isn't  it  von  Kluck  on  the  march 
towards  Paris  telling  the  frightened  French  peasants 
brought  before  him  that  they  would  all  be  Germans,  and 
that  it  would  be  much  better  for  them?" 

Here  is  an  excerpt  from  a  speech  delivered  one  day  re- 
cently at  Birmingham  by  Alderman  W.  J.  Coates  of  West 
Hartlepool.  The  individual  voice  may  be  of  no  great 
importance,  but  it  is  one  of  many  raised  in  similar  utter- 
ance: 

Why  did  the  Government  tolerate  the  invasion  of  our  land 
by  bands  of  alien  mercenaries,  whose  propaganda  was  so  scan- 
dalous in  its  abuse  of  the  non-abstainer,  in  its  deliberate  mis- 
representation of  the  habits  of  the  industrial  class  of  our  fellow 
countrymen,  and  in  its  mendacious  statements  on  the  drink 
question,  that  it  has  already  been  the  cause  of  strong  resent- 
ment, particularly  in  rural  and  urban  districts? 

The  incursion  of  these  American  professional  prohibition- 
ists aroused  the  passionate  opposition  of  people  to  such  a  degree 
that  it  threatened  to  create  a  racial  antagonism  far  reaching  in 
its  extent  and  most  disastrous  in  its  national  influence. 

Yes.    The  case  has  its  serious  aspect. 
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Decency  With  Dora 

I  have  said  that  the  Englishman  has  not  changed.  But 
England,  in  one  sense,  has  changed  beyond  all  recognition. 
There  was  perhaps  some  foundation  for  the  German  belief 
at  the  beginning  of  the  war  that  gin-soaked  England  was 
incapable  of  formidable  resistance.  I  have  seen  Argyle 
Street  in  Glasgow  on  a  Saturday  night,  and  to  any  one 
who  knows  what  that  means,  no  description  is  necessary. 
I  have  been  in  the  High  Street  of  Ayr  when  it  seemed  that 
three  quarters  of  the  town's  population  was  there  riotously 
and  offensively  drunk.  Incidentally,  in  the  old  Ayr  it  was 
always  easy  to  determine  the  extent  of  a  native's  inebria- 
tion by  the  particular  poem  of  Robert  Burns  that  he 
happened  to  be  declaiming  at  the  moment.  I  have  seen 
the  pubs  belching  forth  to  the  gray  London  morning  the 
straggling,  incoherently  babbling,  maudlinly  weeping,  gin- 
poisoned  women.  Saddened,  I  never  wanted  to  see  those 
sights  again,  as  I  never  want  again  to  see  the  dirt  and 
squalor  and  misery  and  degradation  bred  by  the  bad 
American  saloon  of  yesterday,  which,  to  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  our  land  has  stood  as  the  symbol  of  all  drink, 
whereas  it  is  as  death-dealing  wood  alcohol  is  to  the  glass  of 
good  wine  that  Marshal  Foch  sipped  in  moderation  when 
planning  the  counter  stroke  that  blasted  the  German 
dream  of  world  dominion. 

But  that  aspect  of  England  has  gone.  There  was  a  cry- 
ing liquor  problem  a  few  years  ago;  there  is  none  today. 
I  have  been  here  four  weeks,  in  London  and  in  half  a  dozen 
rural  towns.  I  am  willing  to  make  affadavit  that  I  have 
not  seen  one  person  patently  under  the  influence  of  liquor. 
I  add  that  I  have  been  looking  for  any  such  persons,  and 
say  candidly^that  I  am  old  enough  and  experienced  enough 
to  be  able  to  determine  the  symptoms.  To  be  strictly 
accurate,  there  was  a  ** docker"  at  Southampton  whom  I 
suspected.  But  talking  to  oneself  in  the  public  street 
cannot  be  accepted  as  certain  proof.  A  woman  has 
wrought   this   amazing   change:   a   sane,   Minerva   wise, 
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tolerant-eyed,  but  unswerving  little  lady  who  answers  to 
the  name  of  Dora. 

D.O.R.A.  is  the  proper  spelling.  Her  full  name  is 
Defence  of  the  Realm  Act.  She  wears  many  robes  for 
many  purposes,  but  the  most  conspicuous  one  that  she 
dons  for  the  curbing  of  the  abuse  of  drink,  is  that  which 
signals  the  restriction  of  the  hours.  In  other  words, 
public  drinking  —  and  it  applies  to  the  best  club  as  well  as 
the  most  humble  pub  —  is  permissible  only  at  approxi- 
mately the  meal  hours;  between  noon  and  two-thirty  in 
the  afternoon,  and  between  six  and  nine  at  night.  The 
present  United  States  Consul  at  Southampton  (for  the 
benefit  and  dignity  of  the  service,  may  more  like  him  be 
sent  over!)  was  for  four  years  stationed  at  Sheffield. 
There,  in  that  midland  manufacturing  town,  he  saw  how 
eff'ectively,  beneficially,  and  almost  instantaneously  the 
change  worked. 

To  quote  him:  ''It  was  so  simple  and  so  practical.  The 
English  workman  of  the  old  days,  as  a  class,  stayed  till  the 
very  last  moment  at  the  late  closing  pub,  and  then  reeled 
home  to  sodden,  inadequate  sleep.  In  the  morning,  still 
shaken,  his  first  journey  was  again  to  the  pub,  his  whole 
system  in  agony  for  the  early  drink  that  temporarily 
braces,  but  that  also  inflames  and  corrodes.  Perhaps 
he  went  to  work  that  day,  and  perhaps  he  did  not.  There 
were  occasional  periods  of  blue-ribbonism,  during  which 
his  voice  was  raucous  in  denunciation  of  the  devil  that 
lurked  in  the  glass,  but  they  were  brief,  and  the  fall  from 
temporary  grace  was  harder  than  ever.  He  hasn't  changed 
in  the  least  at  heart,  but  now  he  neither  signs  the  pledge  to 
break  it,  nor  does  he  find  reason  to  do  so.  He  still  stays 
rather  often  in  the  pub  till  the  closing  hour,  but  he  has 
had  just  about  enough  time  to  drink  sufficient  bitter  to 
make  him  comfortably  sleepy.  So  off  to  bed,  and  a  long 
refreshing  slumber,  and  in  the  morning  no  place  to  go  but 
to  work.  Sometimes  when  the  clock  strikes  nine  he  is  in 
the  mood  to  say  uncomplimentary  things  about  Dora. 
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But  the  next  morning  reflection  convinces  him  that  the 
lady  was  right. 

The  Social  Side  of  Dora 
Dora  has  had  her  social  side.  Not  that  the  Continental 
manner  of  drinking  has  come  to  England,  but  there  is  a 
manifest  tendency  in  that  direction.  Mr.  Britain  is  taking 
Mrs.  Britain  to  the  pub,  or  rather,  perhaps,  Mrs.  Britain 
is  taking  Mr.  Britain  there.  Stolidly  they  sit  side  by  side, 
sipping  the  tankards  of  stout,  in  audible  whispers  dis- 
cussing the  children's  schooling,  or  mumbling  together 
through  the  evening  paper.  Miss  Britain,  too,  is  there,  a 
spinster  of  any  age.  For  two  men  unaccompanied  by 
women  the  doors  open  for  three  women  unaccompanied  by 
men.  Respectable.^  Well,  if  you  confine  your  attention  to 
the  group  of  so-called  *' Lounges"  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Piccadilly  Circus,  you  can  find  plenty  of  evidence  to  the 
contrary.  You  may  accept  that  as  London,  just  as  you 
may  accept  the  rat-eyed  guides  who  pester  the  stranger  in 
front  of  the  Grand  Hotel  in  the  Boulevard  des  Capucines, 
as  the  soul  of  Paris,  or  hold  West  Twenty-Ninth  Street 
between  Broadway  and  Sixth  Avenue  of  a  decade  and  a 
half  ago,  as  the  true  reflection  of  the  American  life  of  that 
day.  But  go  to  the  pubs  of  the  real  London,  beyond  the 
limited  quarter  of  the  transient  foreigner,  and  the  very 
question  of  the  women's  respectability  will  move  to 
laughter.  The  very  frumpiness  of  many  of  them  is  the 
cachet.  But  not  of  all.  There  are  those  who  are  neither 
dowds  nor  wrinkled.  In  little  groups  of  two  or  three, 
fresh-faced  young  stenographers  and  yellow-haired  girls 
from  the  shops,  come  to  break  the  homeward  journey  by  a 
cigarette  and  a  bottle  of  Bass.  To  them  the  idea  of  the 
pub  of  today  is  no  more  reprehensible  than  the  tea  shop. 
In  the  shadow  of  Dora  they  sit  secure  and  unnoticed. 
Dora  may  not  be  a  lady  of  the  caste  of  Vere  de  Vere,  but  as 
I  have  seen  her,  I  hold  England  to  be  right  in  maintaining 
that  she  possesses  some  very  womanly  attributes. 

Arthur  Bartlett  Maurice. 


TO  INCREASE  RAILROAD  EFFICIENCY 

IN  cold  dollars  and  cents  this  is  what  the  war  did 
to  the  American  railroads:  As  the  public  sees  it  — 
average  freight  charge  raised  from  ^  to  i  /s  cents  a  ton- 
mile,  or  80  per  cent;  average  passenger  fare  raised  from 
2.1  to  3.15  cents  a  mile,  an  increase  of  50  per  cent.  As 
the  workers  see  it  —  workday  shortened  an  hour;  average 
wages  increased  from  $800  to  ^1900  a  year,  or  135  per  cent. 
As  the  owners  see  it  —  market  value  of  capital  securities 
depreciated  25  per  cent,  or  more  than  four  billion  dollars; 
no  increase  in  income,  and  a  50  per  cent  loss  in  the  pur- 
chasing power  of  the  income  received. 

It  is  true  that  this  is  a  cold  and  colorless  view  of  the 
changes  that  have  taken  place  in  our  railroads  since  19 14. 
But,  after  all,  do  not  most  of  these  economic  changes 
finally  sift  down  to  dollars  and  cents  —  or  pounds  ster- 
ling, or  francs  or  rubles,  the  measures  of  material  values? 
The  struggles  between  races  and  nations,  the  economic 
conflicts  that  have  brought  on  political  revolutions,  have 
largely  grown  out  of  the  instinctive  human  desire  for 
more  of  the  world's  goods.  All  the  '^red"  propaganda  is 
written  around  one  text,  *'The  workers  must  have  a  larger 
share  of  the  product  of  industry." 

The  social  leveling  that  has  been  going  on  in  all  in- 
dustry since  1914  is  translated  into  cold  but  convincing 
statistics  in  the  war  record  of  the  railroads.  Whereas 
before  the  war  more  than  20  per  cent  of  railroad  revenues 
was  taken  by  capital  as  its  share,  the  increases  in  labor  and 
material  costs  have  reduced  this  proportion  below  12 
per  cent.  On  the  other  hand,  the  railroad  workers  now 
take  57  per  cent  as  compared  with  45  per  cent  before  the 
war.  To  state  it  in  another  way,  labor  now  receives  five 
times  as  many  railroad  dollars  as  capital,  while  before 
the  war  it  received  only  two  and  a  quarter  times  as  many. 
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Most  of  the  other  railroad  dollars  are  received  by  workers 
in  the  steel,  coal  and  allied  industries.  And  it  is  also  to  be 
borne  in  mind  that  ^*  Railroad  Capital,"  despite  Mr. 
Hearst's  cartoonists,  is  to  a  surprisingly  small  extent  a 
rotund  gentleman,  in  a  silk  hat.  He  or  she  is  to-day  very 
largely  a  plain  American  workingman  or  workingwoman 
with  savings  in  the  bank  or  in  an  insurance  policy. 

The  immediate  problem  facing  the  railroad  managers 
is  that  of  producing  more  transportation.  War  slowed  up 
railroad  growth,  and  today  there  are  not  enough  tracks 
and  trains  to  carry  the  tonnage  of  the  country  —  not 
enough  unless  managers  and  men,  and  shippers  and 
receivers  of  freight,  pitch  in  and  speed  up  the  output  of 
transportation.  Heavier  loading  and  quicker  movement 
of  cars  will  produce  more  ton-miles  —  and  it  is  ton-miles 
that  are  now  needed.  Ton-miles  are  produced  by  loading 
freight  cars  and  keeping  them  moving  to  destination. 

The  freight  car  is  one  of  our  most  valuable  and  least 
appreciated  public  servants.  We  have  two  and  a  half 
million  of  them  • —  one  for  every  eight  families  —  and  a 
million  of  them  are  coal  cars.  It  is  the  freight  car  that 
made  possible  agricultural  America,  and  later,  industrial 
America.  Modern  large-scale  machine  production  in 
great  cities,  entirely  dependent  on  distant  sources  of  food 
supply,  would  be  impossible  without  the  freight  car. 
It  is  only  when  the  transportation  machine  gets  clogged 
and  freight  cars  slow  up  and  stop,  as  they  did  during  the 
recent  *' outlaw"  strike,  that  we  realize  our  utter  de- 
pendence upon  this  modern  beast  of  burden. 

Railroad  operating  efficiency  is  largely  a  story  of  the 
better  use  of  freight  cars,  which  means  keeping  cars  well 
loaded  and  moving.  Every  freight  car  ought  to  carry  a 
placard  in  foot-high  letters,  ''Load  this  car  to  capacity, 
and  don't  let  it  loaf  on  the  job." 

Although  we  make  the  most  efficient  use  of  freight  cars 
of  any  country  in  the  world,  the  possibilities  for  improve- 
ment are  amazing.    The  railroad  managers  issue  in  Wash- 
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ington  a  little  monthly  bulletin  entitled  ^^  Freight  Car  Per- 
formance." It  carries  four  pages  bristling  with  statistics, 
but  all  boiling  down  to  just  four  figures,  —  the  monthly 
measure  of  the  combined  performance  of  the  two  and  a 
half  million  cars.  In  order  to  assemble  these  data  a  daily 
record  is  kept  on  every  mile  of  railroad  in  the  country, 
of  the  work  done  by  each  freight  car.  That  means  that 
Great  Northern  123649  has  its  diary  kept  day  by  day, 
whether  it  is  in  Canada  or  Florida,  on  a  New  York  harbor 
float  or  in  a  Pacific  coast  repair  shop.  The  four  basic 
figures  worked  out  of  these  millions  of  individual  car  per- 
formance records  are,  in  the  jargon  of  the  railroad  analyst, 
—  car-miles  per  day,  tons  per  loaded  car,  per  cent 
of  loaded  car-miles,  and  per  cent  of  unserviceable 
cars. 

In  order  to  make  the  present  inadequate  equipment 
carry  the  commerce  of  the  country,  the  railroad  managers 
have  undertaken  a  national  efficiency  campaign,  with 
these  goals —  (i)  increase  the  car  movement  to  30  miles 
a  day,  (2)  increase  the  car  load  to  30  tons,  and  (3)  reduce 
the  number  of  *'bad  order"  cars  to  4  per  cent.  At  the 
head  of  the  committee  of  railroad  presidents  in  charge 
of  this  efl[iciency  campaign  is  Mr.  Daniel  Willard,  of  the 
Baltimore  &  Ohio,  who  was  brought  up  in  the  ^*Jim" 
Hill  efficiency  school,  and  who  studies  as  closely  as  did 
his  famous  teacher,  the  percentages  and  unit  averages  of 
physical  performance  and  Income  and  outgo  that  spell 
success  or  failure  in  railroading. 

Increasing  efficiency  is  no  new  story  for  railroad  man- 
agers. For  years  there  has  been  a  continuous  gain  in 
operating  results,  due  largely  to  the  heavy  investment  of 
new  capital  in  heavier  roadbeds  and  rails,  reduced  grades 
and  curves,  more  powerful  engines  and  bigger  freight 
cars,  more  tracks  and  greater  terminal  facilities,  improved 
signals  and  labor-saving  devices. 

Only  by  reason  of  this  intensive  development  of  the 
existing    lines  —  amounting    to    a    virtual    rebuilding    of 
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some  of  them  —  was  it  possible  in  the  ten  years  preceding 
government  war  operation,  to  increase  wages  by  70  per 
cent  (from  ^640  to  ^1080  per  man),  without  increasing 
the  rates  charged  for  service.  In  this  period  the  freight 
trainload  was  increased  66  per  cent  (from  360  to  600  tons) 
and  the  traffic  output  per  employee  was  increased  55 
per  cent  (from  191,000  to  296,000  traffic  units  —  ton- 
miles  and  passenger  miles  —  per  man).  The  latter  figure 
attained  in  1917  as  a  result  of  the  efficiency  campaign  of 
the  Railroad  War  Board,  will  remain  the  record  perform- 
ance until  the  managers  can,  by  renewed  efforts,  over- 
come the  loss  entailed  in  the  recent  shortening  of  the 
workday. 

Moving  a  freight  car  thirty  miles  a  day  would  not  seem 
to  be  a  very  difficult  job.  It  isn't.  But  moving  all  the 
freight  cars  in  the  country  an  average  of  thirty  miles  a 
day  for  a  year,  or  even  for  a  month,  is  a  difficult  job.  It 
has  never  been  done.  In  one  month  of  1917  the  record 
of  29  miles  was  made,  and  the  average  for  that  year  was 
26.1.  It  fell  to  24.9  and  23.1  in  the  following  two  years 
of  government  operation.  Now  the  managers  are  making 
a  mighty  effort  to  get  back  to  1917  efficiency,  and  then 
add  four  more  miles  a  day  to  that.  This  means  setting 
up  a  standard  15  per  cent  in  advance  of  the  best  record 
under  private  management,  and  25  per  cent  above  the 
average  performance  under  government  operation.  So 
great  a  gain  in  freight  movement  would  effect  so  large 
a  saving  in  the  use  of  cars,  that  it  would  reduce  by  hun- 
dreds of  millions  of  dollars  the  amount  of  new  capital 
now  necessary  for  building  more  cars. 

Why  is  it,  the  layman  asks,  that  freight  cars  cannot 
easily  be  moved  30  miles  a  day  —  a  little  more  than  a  mile 
an  hour.^  A  study  of  the  daily  life  of  a  typical  car  through 
the  year  shows  that  nine-tenths  of  the  time  it  is  off  the 
main  track,  being  loaded  or  unloaded,  being  switched  in 
yards  or  on  sidetracks,  being  repaired,  or  just  standing 
idle  waiting  for  something  to  happen  to  it.    Such  a  study 
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of  the  freight  car  has  been  made  by  that  master  of  rail- 
road analysis,  Mr.  L.  F.  Loree,  of  the  Delaware  &  Hudson. 

The  typical  freight  car  spends  fourteen  weeks  of  the 
year  on  loading  and  unloading  tracks,  and  six  weeks 
being  switched  to  and  from  these  tracks,  two  weeks  await- 
ing shipper's  orders,  and  three  weeks  of  sheer  idleness 
because  of  arrival  at  destination  on  Sundays  and  holidays. 
Thus  half  the  year  is  spent  in  the  work  of  getting  loaded 
and  unloaded.  When  the  car  gets  to  moving  under  load 
toward  its  destination,  or  moving  empty  in  search  of  a 
new  load,  it  is  again  subject  to  various  delays.  It  spends 
five  weeks  going  through  intermediate  yards,  where 
trains  are  broken  up  and  remade  for  movement  to  various 
destinations,  and  nine  weeks  more  on  interchange  tracks 
where  freight  is  transferred  from  one  railroad  to  another. 
This  leaves  thirteen  weeks  of  the  year,  but  nearly  five 
of  these  weeks  are  needed  for  repairs,  and  in  addition  in  a 
normal  year,  the  car  is  stored  about  two  weeks  for  lack  of 
tonnage  in  the  slack  season.  So  there  is  left  about  six 
weeks  of  the  year  in  which  the  car  is  actually  moving  along 
the  main  line.  Road  delays  —  wrecks,  washouts,  break- 
downs, congestion  —  reduce  the  normal  road  movement 
to  37  days,  or  one-tenth  of  the  year.  And  this  is  not  the 
whole  story.  Due  to  the  fact  that  the  unloaded  car  can- 
not always  find  a  load  for  the  return  journey  —  (and  this 
is  particularly  true  of  the  million  cars  carrying  coal  from 
the  mines)  there  is  an  average  of  three  empty  car-miles  to 
every  seven  loaded  car-miles.  This  reduces  the  typical 
freight  car's  normal  road  movement  under  load  to  26  days 
a  year. 

To  speed  up  freight  cars  to  thirty  miles  a  day,  as  the 
managers  are  now  bending  every  energy  to  do,  does  not 
mean  increasing  train  speed.  The  low  cost  of  American 
rail  transportation  (averaging  even  now  with  the  great 
rise  in  rates  only  one  and  one-third  cents  a  ton  mile)  has 
been  made  possible  by  the  development  of  very  heavy 
slow-moving  trains.     Increasing  freight  train  speed  would 
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call  for  a  reduction  of  the  trainload,  necessitating  more 
trains,  engines,  tracks  and  men  to  handle  the  same  ton- 
nage —  all  resulting  in  a  heavy  loss  in  efficiency,  with 
greatly  increased  operating  costs.  Better  freight  car  per- 
formance will  be  brought  about  by  saving  a  few  days  a 
year  out  of  the  many  weeks  that  the  average  car  spends 
getting  loaded  and  unloaded,  or  being  switched  in  yards 
and  terminals.  During  nineteen  weeks  of  the  year  the 
car  is  in  the  hands  of  shippers  under  rules  permitting  its 
use  as  a  storage  warehouse,  a  serious  obstacle  to  operating 
efficiency.  Ten  days  saved  here,  by  quicker  loading  and 
unloading,  would  in  itself  largely  solve  the  problem  of  the 
present  equipment  shortage.  The  railroad  managers,  on 
their  part,  must  find  ways  of  speeding  up  switching,  now 
consuming  nineteen  weeks  of  the  car  year.  The  labor  cost 
of  switching  service  in  1919  was  ^225,000,000,  and  as 
the  switchmen  have  just  been  awarded  an  additional 
^65,000,000  a  year  they  will  no  doubt  pitch  in  and  help 
the  managers  speed  up  freight  movement. 

Thirty  tons  a  car,  the  second  of  the  three  goals  sought 
by  the  Willard  Committee,  is  likely  to  be  m^ore  easily 
reached  than  the  thirty  miles  a  day.  For  years  equip- 
ment of  larger  and  larger  capacity  has  been  coming  from 
the  car  shops,  and  loading  has  been  increasing  automatic- 
ally. But  in  1917  when  the  railroads  were  called  upon  to 
carry  a  maximum  of  tonnage  destined  for  the  battle- 
fields of  France,  an  unusual  effort  was  made  by  the  Rail- 
road War  Board,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Julius  Krutt- 
schnitt  of  the  Southern  Pacific,  to  increase  carloading. 
In  the  nine  months'  period  from  our  entrance  into  the  war 
until  the  taking  over  of  the  railroads  by  the  government, 
the  nation-wide  appeal  to  shippers  to  load  cars  to  capacity 
resulted  in  an  average  gain  of  two  and  one-third  tons  per 
car,  nearly  one-tenth,  and  in  December  the  record  of 
29.2  tons  was  made.  In  the  following  summer  the  figure 
of  30.1  was  reached,  and  for  the  year  191 8  an  average 
of  29.1  was  maintained.     The  reaction  in  business  im- 
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mediately  following  the  war  reduced  loading  somewhat, 
but  at  the  end  of  government  operation  the  monthly 
average  was  being  held  at  28.3 .  With  the  constant  putting 
into  service  of  new  heavy-tonnage  cars,  and  the  renewed 
efforts  of  the  railroads  to  interest  shippers  in  heavier 
loading,  in  order  to  overcome  the  shortage  of  cars,  an  aver- 
age loading  of  30  tons  a  car  ought  soon  to  be  recorded. 

Cleaning  up  the  excess  of  "bad  order"  cars  —  the  third 
feature  of  the  railroad  efficiency  program  —  is  in  itself  a 
big  task.  Before  the  war  one  freight  car  in  every  eighteen 
(5.5  per  cent)  was  in  the  repair  shop  or  awaiting  repairs. 
During  the  war,  in  order  to  save  labor  and  materials,  the 
government  reduced  car  maintenance  to  the  safety  mini- 
mum, and  freight  cars  were  kept  on  the  road  until  they 
"ran  their  wheels  off."  The  result  of  this  was  that  in  the 
first  summer  after  the  war,  one  car  in  eleven  (9.2  per  cent) 
was  off  the  line  for  repairs.  The  recorded  number  of 
"bad  orders"  at  the  end  of  Government  operation  was 
i6i,cxxD  (6.5  per  cent),  but  in  addition  thousands  of  cars 
were  on  the  lines  that  were  classed  as  "serviceable" 
only  by  courtesy.  To  put  all  these  war-worn  cars  in  good 
order  needs  time  and  money.  The  Willard  committee 
aims  to  reduce  the  number  of  "bad  orders"  to  100,000, 
or  4  per  cent  of  the  cars  owned.  In  passing  it  is  of  interest 
to  note  that  the  expenses  of  maintaining  equipment  (cars 
and  locomotives),  which  was  $500,000,000  a  year  be- 
the  war,  rose  to  a  billion  and  a  quarter  in  1919  and  will  be 
close  to  $1,500,000,000  (three  times  the  pre-war  figure) 
under  the  new  scale  of  wages.  The  shopmen's  wages  are 
now  close  to  a  billion  dollars  a  year.  And  yet  this  is  an 
"item"  of  railroad  operating  cost  that  easily  escapes  the 
eye  of  the  traveller  or  shipper. 

Reducing  the  number  of  "bad  order"  cars  to  4  per  cent 
will  put  into  service  80,000  more  cars.  One  mile  added  to 
the  average  daily  movement  of  all  freight  cars  will  enable 
the  cars  in  service  to  do  the  work  of  100,000  additional 
cars.  One  ton  added  to  the  average  car  loading  will  make  it 
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possible  for  the  cars  now  on  the  rails  to  carry  the  tonnage 
of  80,000  additional  cars.  The  cars  now  in  service,  if 
the  man  power  is  put  behind  them,  can  thus  be  made  to 
do  the  work  of  260,000  more  cars. 

Mr.  Daniel  Willard,  who  has  been  moving  trains  all  his 
life,  says  it  can  and  will  be  done.    He  uses  no  ^'ifs." 

Under  the  old  order  of  things,  when  railroad  managers 
were  entitled  to  all  they  could  make,  and  shippers  to  all 
they  could  take,  there  was  no  common  interest  in  in- 
creasing railroad  efficiency.  If  a  shipper  found  it  profit- 
able to  use  a  freight  car  as  a  warehouse,  he  saw  no  reason 
for  unloading  it  merely  to  sell  more  transportation  to 
somebody  else.  Or  why  should  he  delay  shipping  goods 
until  he  could  load  a  car  to  capacity.^  He  paid  cash  for 
railroad  service,  and  he  demanded  his  money's  worth. 
If  the  railroad  was  short  of  cars,  it  was  up  to  the  directors 
to  buy  more,  or  the  shipper  would  put  in  a  complaint  to 
the  railroad  commission. 

But  times  have  changed.  A  new  cooperative  era  has 
been  opened  in  the  history  of  American  railroads.  The 
railroad  owners,  the  managers,  the  workers,  the  travellers 
and  shippers,  the  whole  public  —  all  are  now  partners  in 
a  common  enterprise.  We  have  public  ownership  and 
public  operation  of  railroads,  although  it  is  not  quite  the 
kind  of  public  ownership  that  Mr.  Hearst  atid  Mr.  Plumb 
and  Mr.  Trotsky  have  been  advocating.  Thank  Heaven 
that  it  is  not!  But  it  may  comfort  them  to  realize  that  the 
government  now  has  over  a  billion  dollars  invested  in  the 
enterprise,  and  may  have  more  before  it  has  less. 

When  Congress  turned  the  railroads  back  to  their 
owning  companies,  guaranteeing  that  their  combined  net 
income  should  not  fall  below  a  fixed  minimum,  and  pro- 
viding for  recapture  into  the  public  treasury  of  a  large 
share  of  their  profits,  all  the  people  became  partners  in 
the  railroad  business. 

What  is  there  left  of  private  ownership  or  operation.'* 
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An  investor  puts  $100  or  $100,000  in  the  stock  of  a  rail- 
road, and  he  becomes  a  ^'railroad  owner."  But  an  owner 
of  what?  He  can  sport  a  silk  hat  and  increase  his  girth 
and  put  on  a  stage-villain  scowl  like  the  gentleman  in  the 
Hearst  cartoon.  But  he  must  pay  the  same  price  for  a 
commutation  ticket  as  does  his  cook,  if  he  is  fortunate 
enough  to  possess  that  luxury.  The  display  of  his  stock 
certificate  —  symbol  of  railroad  '* ownership"  —  will  not 
get  him  a  better  place  in  the  long  line  at  the  ticket  window, 
nor  even  reserv^e  him  a  seat  in  the  dining  car.  He  can't 
even  get  a  pass  up  to  the  State  capital  —  and  who  couldn't 
get  that  little  slip  of  paper  at  one  time.^ 

But  the  directors  —  yes,  the  directors!.  They  still  meet 
and  authorize  the  expenditures  of  money  —  but  only  after 
the  president  has  informed  them  that  the  budget  has 
been  approved  by  the  Interstate  Commerce  Commission. 
They  may  also  have  the  pain  of  hearing  that  certain 
expenses  already  incurred  do  not  have  the  approval  of 
the  Commission  ^*and  will  have  to  come  out  of  the  cor- 
poration." The  president  also  announces  a  new  scale 
of  wages  **by  order  of  the  Railroad  Labor  Board," 
and  the  necessity  of  building  a  new  passenger  station 
at  Lonely  Junction  "by  order  of  the  City  Council," 
and  that  the  proposed  sale  of  new  securities  has  been  post- 
poned because  the  government  financial  experts  don't  like 
the  rate  of  interest  suggested  by  the  company's  bankers. 

But  it  is  all  for  the  best,  although  it  would  drive  stark 
mad  the  author  of  "Man  versus  the  State."  We  could 
not  have  unrestricted  private  control  of  this  great  public 
service,  and  the  country  was  overwhelmingly  opposed  to 
government  operation  in  any  form.  We  followed  a  middle 
course,  seeking  to  obtain  all  the  advantages  of  private 
initiative  under  a  system  of  absolute  public  regulation. 
It  is  a  difficult  combination  to  eff"ect,  but  the  plan  adopted 
by  Congress  will  succeed,  and  probably  better  than  any 
other  suggested  during  the  Congressional  inquiry.  With  a 
courageous  and  alert  Interstate  Commerce  Commission, 
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the  new  system  of  national  control,  with  occasional  modi- 
fications, is  likely  to  serve  for  years.  It  is  fortunate  in- 
deed,  that  the  inauguration  of  the  new  system  is  under  the 
direction  of  the  able  group  of  public  administrators  now 
composing  the  Commission. 

For  nearly  a  decade  preceding  the  war,  the  railroads  had 
been  starving  to  death  for  lack  of  adequate  revenues.  But 
the  Commission  was  confronted  by  the  dilemma  that  an  ad- 
vance in  rates  enough  to  keep  the  whole  industry  solvent 
would  swell  the  profits  of  the  rich  roads  that  needed  no 
larger  revenues.  Then  the  surplus  earnings  of  a  few  pros- 
perous companies  became  the  bete  noir  of  the  rate  cases. 

This  was  the  basic  problem  tackled  by  Senator  Cum- 
mins when  he  took  his  place  at  the  head  of  the  Interstate 
Commerce  Committee  of  the  Senate.  In  times  past  he 
had  been  one  of  the  most  bitter  critics  of  corporate  rail- 
way management,  and  his  advocacy  of  government 
ownership  would  not  have  created  any  astonishment. 
But  after  he  had  seen  the  railroads  under  government  war 
control,  he  put  himself  squarely  on  a  platform  of  private 
ownership  and  operation.  In  the  difiicult  work  of  shaping 
the  after-war  railroad  legislation.  Senator  Cummins  sought 
the  counsel  of  many  expert  advisers,  but  the  three  men 
who  had  most  to  do  with  laying  the  foundations  of  the 
bill  were  the  late  Mr.  Frank  Trumbull,  organizer  of  the 
Association  of  Railway  Executives;  Mr.  Walker  D.  Hines, 
director  general  of  railroads  after  the  war;  and  Mr.  Paul 
M.  Warburg,  formerly  governor  of  the  Federal  Reserve 
Board.  It  was  Mr.  Trumbull  who  brought  over  from 
France  the  idea  of  the  sharing  of  excess  profits  with  the 
Government.  These  principles  were  accepted  by  Sena- 
tor Cummins  as  fundamental:  first,  railroad  operation 
must  be  sufficiently  profitable  to  attract  new  capital  for 
expansion;  second,  adequate  profits  are  possible  only 
with  adequate  rates;  third,  rates  adequate  for  all  rail- 
roads will  produce  profits  more  than  adequate  for  the 
strong   roads. 
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Around  the  solution  found  by  Senator  Cummins  to 
the  **weak-and-strong-road"  problem,  the  whole  Trans- 
portation Act  was  built.  The  two  basic  provisions 
of  the  law  are  these:  (i)  recapture  by  the  government  for 
general  railroad  purposes,  of  half  the  profits  of  individual 
companies  in  excess  of  6  per  cent  on  their  property  value; 
(2)  forced  consolidation  of  the  weak  roads  with  the  strong 
into  a  limited  number  of  large  systems.  The  purpose  of 
the  latter  provision  is  to  dilute  the  earnings  of  the  richer 
roads  for  the  benefit  of  the  poorer  lines,  and  eventually 
set  up  a  group  of  consolidated  companies  with  approxi- 
mately equal  earning  power.  When  this  is  done,  it  is 
believed  that  rates  can  be  so  adjusted  that  there  will  be 
no  excess  profits  to  recapture.  With  these  two  restrictions 
on  profits,  Senator  Cummins  was  able  to  write  into  the 
bill  the  third  fundamental  —  the  so-called  earnings 
guarantee,  which  instructs  the  Commission  to  establish 
rates  that  will  produce  a  ^*fair  return"  on  the  value  of  the 
railroads  as  a  whole.  The  fair  return  for  the  first  two  years 
is  fixed  at  53^  per  cent  with  an  additional  }/2  per  cent  for 
improvements  out  of  earnings.  After  that  the  Commis- 
sion will  determine  the  percentage. 

While  the  recapture  clause  was  violently  attacked  by 
eminent  constitutional  lawyers  as  a  radical  invasion  of 
property  rights,  and  is  likely  to  be  forced  to  run  the  gaunt- 
let of  the  courts,  there  is  nothing  novel  about  it.  Similar 
provisions  are  to  be  found  in  a  number  of  the  early  rail- 
way charters  in  this  country  and  in  England.  For  example, 
the  charter  of  the  Ohio  &  Indianapolis  railroad,  granted 
in  1832,  provided  that  the  company  could  charge  rates  to 
yield  dividends  of  15  per  cent,  and  that  all  profits  in  ex- 
cess of  this  should  be  turned  into  the  common  school 
fund.  In  France  for  many  years  the  railroads  have  been 
operating  under  a  system  of  government  guarantee  of 
minimum  earnings,  with  the  recapture  of  a  share  of  the 
excess. 

It  is  to  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  Transportation  Act 
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does  not  guarantee  the  profits  of  any  individual  company, 
nor  does  it  guarantee  interests  or  dividends  on  any  se- 
curities. It  does  not  stint  individual  initiative  by  re- 
moving the  fear  of  failure  or  the  hope  of  reward.  The  un- 
successful railroad  can  go  bankrupt  just  as  easily  now  as 
before  the  law  passed.  It  provides  no  insurance  against 
the  results  of  bad  management.  What  it  does  do  is  to 
provide  a  level  of  rates  that  will  enable  the  industry  as 
a  whole  to  live  —  but  not  grow  fat,  and  give  a  modest 
reward  to  the  most  efficient  and  most  fortunate. 

These  basic  financial  provisions  of  the  Transportation 
Act  —  the  minimum  guarantee  for  the  industry  as  a 
whole,  recapture  of  the  excess  profits  of  individual  com- 
panies, and  forced  mergers  into  large  traffic  groups, 
together  with  the  provision  for  public  fixing  of  the  wages 
of  all  the  workers  —  these  great  changes  in  the  Act  to 
Regulate  Commerce  put  the  railroads  in  a  radically  new 
relation  to  the  public.  Private  ownership  and  private 
operation,  in  the  old  sense,  are  no  more.  The  railroads 
to-day  are  built  from  the  mobilized  savings  of  millions  of 
people  —  the  rich  owners,  the  pioneers,  are  rapidly  dis- 
appearing into  the  great  beyond.  The  directors  and  man- 
agers are  the  hired  servants  of  the  public,  administering 
these  great  properties  under  the  direction  of  a  government 
board  having  almost  limitless  powers.  They  can  take  no 
important  step  without  the  approval  of  the  government. 
Their  management  must  be  ''honest,  efficient  and  econom- 
ical.^' 

In  the  old  days  rising  railroad  profits  meant  rising  divi- 
dens,  and  "melons,"  and  riotous  speculation  in  the  shares. 
Under  the  new  order  of  things,  rising  profits  will  mean 
rising  dividends  only  to  the  point  the  government  con- 
siders necessary  to  establish  a  firm  credit  foundation. 
After  that,  the  bigger  the  profits,  the  lower  will  be  the  rates 
charged  the  public,  because  the  new  law  restricts  profits, 
and  the  quickest  way  to  cut  profits  is  to  cut  rates. 

Frank  H.  Fayant. 


HELLENISM  AND  THE  FRINGES  OF 
NEW  GREECE 

I.  An  Imperialist  Interlude 

THE  city  of  Smyrna  has  been  under  Moslem  con- 
trol for  approximately  a  thousand  years.  In 
the  country  districts  of  the  province  of  Smyrna  there 
is  a  large  Moslem  majority,  in  the  whole  province, 
country  and  city  combined,  there  is  still  a  considerable 
Moslem  majority,  but  in  Smyrna  itself,  "infidel  Smyrna," 
the  Greek  Christians  are  in  a  local  majority.  Not- 
withstanding these  racial  ratios,  the  Greek  Christians 
have  always  desired  the  restoration  of  Greek  rule  and 
now  demand  that  city  and  province  alike  be  incorporated 
in  the  Kingdom  of  Greece. 

The  chief  causes  of  Hellenic  expansion  are  simply 
stated:  Less  than  a  half  of  the  Greeks  are  found  within 
the  present  kingdom  of  Greece.  These  "unredeemed  " 
Greeks  are  a  commercial,  seafaring  people,  scattered 
along  the  sea-coasts  and  in  the  trading  centres.  In  most 
cases  they  form  a  minority  of  the  total  population  of  the 
territories  involved.  The  crux  of  the  problem  lies  in  their 
determination  to  be  united  politically  with  the  Kingdom 
of  Greece  at  all  costs,  with  or  without  the  consent  of  the 
majority  of  the  population.  The  territories  involved 
include  the  Black  Sea  coasts,  the  Pontus,  Thrace,  Mac- 
edonia, the  Epirus,  Southern  Albania,  Western  Asia 
Minor,  Cyprus  and  the  Dodecanese  Islands,  as  well  as 
the  two  greatest  sea-ports  of  the  Ottoman  Empire, 
Smyrna  and  Constantinople. 

Inasmuch  as  the  effect  of  these  ambitions  has  been 
to  convulse  Asia  Minor  with  the  horrors  of  irregular 
warfare,  to  agitate  the  Balkans,  and  directly  to  menace 
the  peace  of  Europe  and  of  the  world,  it  is  not  mere 
pedantry  to  examine  the  nature  and  causes  of  this  agita- 
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tion.     This  is  doubly  true  because  the  Hellenist  move- 
ment has  recently  gained  great  successes.  t^ 

The  political  development  of  the  movement  has  been 
marked  by  a  gradual  aggrandizement  on  the  part  of  Greece 
at  the  expense  of  her  neighbors.  Since  the  foundation 
of  the  Kingdom  of  Greece  in  183 1  under  the  joint  protec- 
tion of  Great  Britain,  France  and  Russia,  Greece  has 
added  to  herself  the  Ionian  Islands,  the  ^gean  Islands, 
Macedonia,  Crete  and  the  Epirus.  Her  present  immediate 
ambitions  include  Western  Thrace,  the  Dodecanese 
Islands  and  Smyrna. 

The  occupation  of  Smyrna  is  an  excellent  example 
of  the  methods  of  Greek  expansion.  After  the  armistice 
with  Turkey,  French  and  Greek  troops  occupied  Odessa 
in  Southern  Russia.  After  some  fighting  with  the  Bol- 
sheviki,  the  French  troops  were  first  halted  and  then 
slowly  driven  back  towards  the  sea.  The  Bolshevist 
leaders  have  introduced  propaganda  as  a  fundamental 
in  tactics  and  were  successful.  The  French  troops  be- 
came converted  to  Bolshevism  and  refused  to  fight  the 
Reds.  Odessa  was  hastily  evacuated,  and  for  a  time  the 
Bolshevists  threatened  to  sweep  all  of  South  Russia,  and 
advance  through  Roumania  into  the  Balkans.  The  Allies 
were  seriously  alarmed,  but  the  Greek  troops  stood  fast 
and  saved  the  remnants  of  Allied  military  prestige.  All 
this  happened  towards  the  end  of  March,  19 19.  Veni- 
zelos,  who  was  then  at  Paris,  had  constantly  urged,  with 
British  support,  that  Smyrna  be  given  to  Greece.  Cle- 
menceau  had  opposed  this,  but  now  with  the  defection 
of  the  French  troops  in  Russia,  was  no  longer  able  to 
combat  the  Greek  claims  effectively,  especially  as  the 
Greek  troops  had  barely  averted  a  considerable  catas- 
trophe, for  which  the  French  would  have  been  responsible. 
Thus  the  Paris  Conference  gave  Venize'los  permission 
to  occupy  the  city  of  Smyrna,  under  the  authority  of 
the  Peace  Conference,  "to  preserve  order." 

On  the  fifteenth  of  May,  1919,  an  Inter-Allied  naval 
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demonstration  was  made  off  Smyrna.  This  was  followed 
by  the  landing  of  10,000  Greek  troops.  Instructions 
had  been  issued  that  the  occupation  should  be  unosten- 
tatious, in  order  to  avoid  arousing  racial  clashes.  But 
the  Greek  troops  paraded  down  the  quay,  flags  waving 
and  bands  playing,  while  the  Greeks  of  the  city  turned 
out  with  their  priests  and  families  to  celebrate.  Tech- 
nically Greece  had  never  been  at  war  with  Turkey  and 
no  Intimations  had  been  given  to  the  Turkish  military 
authorities  as  to  what  attitude  they  should  take  towards 
what  was  considered  a  violation  of  the  terms  of  the 
armistice.  And  so,  when  the  Greek  troops  attempted 
to  seize  the  barracks,  the  Turkish  troops  opened  fire. 
This  was  the  signal  for  a  violent  outbreak.  The  Greeks 
overcame  the  resistance  of  the  Turks,  and  then,  Greek 
soldiers  and  civilians  alike,  proceeded  to  loot  and  massacre 
the  Moslems.  The  Allied  warships  took  no  steps  to  stop 
the  disorders.  The  Turks  claimed  that  20,000  were  killed; 
the  Greeks  declared  that  200  in  all  were  killed  on  both 
sides.  The  precise  number  is  somewhere  between,  but 
is  not  pertinent.  The  Greeks  advanced  inland,  sub- 
jecting one  of  the  richest  portions  of  Asia  Minor  to 
the  horrors  of  partizan  war.  To  complicate  matters, 
the  Italians,  in  their  jealousy  of  the  Greeks,  landed 
forces  at  Adalia  and  Scala  Nova,  to  the  south  of  Smyrna, 
without  permission  from  Paris.  For  a  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  inland  Asia  Minor  was  devastated. 

The  repercussion  of  these  events  in  Turkey  was  terrific. 
Constantinople  was  tense  with  indignant  patriotism. 
The  Greeks  were  badly  frightened.  Greek  flags  dis- 
appeared overnight.  Greek  shops  were  shuttered.  Greek 
songs,  which  had  filled  the  streets  of  Galata  and  Pera, 
were  hushed.  Foreigners  were  alarmed,  and  kept  to 
their  houses.  The  military  authorities  took  steps  to 
repel  any  assault  from  Stamboul,  the  Moslem  quarter 
of  the  city.  Machine  guns  were  posted  at  the  street- 
corners,    patrols    of    cavalry    and    infantry    constantly 
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passed  along  the  streets,  the  bridge  across  the  Golden 
Horn  was  mined,  while  the  battleships  got  up  steam. 
But  worst  of  all  was  the  tension.  No  one  knew  what 
would  happen,  or  whether  anything  could  happen.  The 
Turks,  in  the  meantime,  were  tremendously  aroused. 
They  wished  to  liberate  their  country,  to  extirpate  the 
Greeks  and  to  drive  out  the  Europeans.  Day  after  day 
enormous  mass-meetings  were  held  in  Stamboul,  but 
again  and  again  they  were  headed  off.  At  the  end,  the 
course  of  events  was  turned  from  disaster  by  a  hairs- 
breadth.  A  huge  mob  had  assembled  in  the  Hippodrome, 
in  front  of  Mehmet's  Mosque,  ready  for  any  action,  how- 
ever desperate.  There  had  been  several  alarms  that 
day  and  one  real  panic,  patrols  were  doubled,  troops 
guarded  all  the  legations  and  embassies.  How  the  mob 
was  stopped  is  now  history.  A  Turkish  woman,  Halideh 
Hanum,  feminist  and  author,  defying  the  traditions  of 
Moslem  womanhood,  courageously  addressed  the  crowd 
and  turned  them  from  their  intent. 

The  immediate  danger  was  averted,  but  a  more  formid- 
able one  appeared  in  its  place.  The  nationalist  spirit 
of  Moslem  Turkey  began  to  arise.  Bound  hand  and  foot 
by  the  Armistice;  held  down  by  Allied  troops;  convulsed 
by  the  many  internal  foes  of  the  Ottoman  regime;  misled 
by  a  bought  government,  whose  one  definite  programme 
was  to  exterminate  their  political  rivals,  the  Young  Turks; 
whose  only  characteristic  was  complete  subservience  to 
every  Allied  demand;  Moslem  Turkey,  considered  dead, 
began  to  revive.  There  was  nothing  convulsive  about  the 
action;  it  was  slow,  ponderous,  and  quiet.  Concerning  the 
occupation  of  Smyrna,  the  Embassy  was  flooded  with  hosts 
of  petitions,  telegrams,  protests  and  threats  until  the  move- 
ment assumed  huge  proportions. 

On  the  heels  of  this  came  the  news  that  a  serious 
Turkish  insurrection  had  been  successfully  organized 
by  two  Nationalist  leaders,  Mustapha  Kemal  Pasha 
and  Raouf  Bey.     A  provisional  government  was  organ- 
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ized  at  Angora,  and  plans  laid  for  a  Pan-Moslem  Con- 
gress. Measures  were  taken  to  combat  the  Greeks  in 
the  hinterland  of  Smyrna,  an  economic  blockade  of  that 
city  was  established,  and  irregular  forces  equipped. 
Serious  encounters  occurred  between  these  and  the  Greek 
troops  near  Aidin.  With  the  advance  of  the  Italians 
from  Adalia,  the  boards  seemed  cleared  for  a  tripartate 
struggle  between  Greek,  Italian  and  Turk.  This  is  itself 
was  serious  enough,  when  a  still  greater  danger  appeared 
in  the  background. 

The  power  of  the  Young  Turk  Party  began  to  revive; 
it  was  reported  that  Enver  Bey  was  established  in  the 
Caucasus.  The  Turks  and  the  Bolshevik  leaders  got 
in  touch  with  each  other.  Rumors  of  a  Pan-Turanian 
Empire,  to  include  Turkey,  Persia,  Turkestan,  Afghanis- 
tan and  the  Tartar  countries,  were  combined  with  a 
revival  of  the  Pan-Islamic  movement.  And  to  empha- 
size the  danger,  troubles  arose  simultaneously  in  Afghanis- 
tan, India,  the  Caucasus  and  Egypt. 

These  facts  should  demonstrate  that  the  nature  and 
effects  of  the  Hellenist  movement  are  sufficiently  im- 
portant to  the  rest  of  the  world. 

The  obvious  goal  of  Hellenism  is:  Constantinople 
and  the  restoration  of  the  Byzantine  Empire.  They  are 
nearer  now  than  ever  before.  Established  at  Smyrna 
and  in  Thrace,  the  Greek  power  has,  curiously  enough, 
taken  the  form  of  a  gigantic  claw,  its  pincers  still  wide 
apart,  but  ready  to  close. 

It  is  obvious  that  these  advances  could  not  have  been 
made  unless  the  public  opinion  of  the  world  were  behind 
Greece,  and  unless  there  were  a  semblance  of  justice  in 
Greek  demands.  Accordingly,  the  propagandist  activi- 
ties of  the  Hellenists  form  the  most  striking  part  of  this 
immense  human  effort.  Like  all  successful  propaganda 
it  is  based  upon  a  modicum  of  truth,  skilfully  presented. 
In  Europe  and  in  America  there  are  a  host  of  newspapers, 
continually  placing  before  the  public  the  merits  of  the 
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Greeks  and  the  defects  of  their  foes.  For  the  officials 
there  is  the  propaganda  that  expresses  itself  in  inaccurate 
or  colored  statistics,  a  flood  of  memoranda  and  claims, 
until  Greek  views  are  partially  accepted  because  they  are 
thoroughly  advertised.  But  above  all,  their  trump  cards 
are  that  the  Greeks  are  Christian,  clever  and  energetic. 
This,  backed  by  a  constant  insistence  upon  the  inherent 
vitality  and  superiority  of  Hellenic  civilization,  coupled 
with  the  reports  of  atrocities  and  sufferings  inflicted  on 
them  by  their  enemies,  tends  to  carry  the  day  with  the 
distant  publics  of  Europe  and  America. 

In  the  field  itself  the  policy  of  the  propagandists  is 
to  retain  the  Greek  element,  to  Hellenize  the  non-Greeks 
and  to  coerce  the  recalcitrants.  The  organization  of 
the  Greek  Orthodox  Church  exerts  a  very  powerful 
political  influence,  and  serves  to  retain  the  actual  Greeks. 
The  establishment  of  Greek  schools  throughout  debated 
territory  is  useful  in  spreading  the  Greek  language  and 
in  bringing  the  non-Greeks  under  the  rule  of  Hellenic 
culture.  For  the  recalcitrants  they  resort  to  more  vigor- 
ous methods.  For  the  Greeks  seem  to  possess  a  greater 
degree  of  national  enthusiasm  than  their  neighbors, 
and,  when  the  process  of  noisy  propaganda,  carried  on 
by  Press,  Preceptor  and  Pulpit,  fails,  they  lapse  to  the 
less  refined  expedients  of  banditry,  and  comitadji. 
Dfagonnades,  massacres  and  political  outrage  are  used  to 
extinguish  any  determined  opposition.  These  methods 
were  used  in  Macedonia  against  the  Bulgars,  in  the 
Epirus  against  the  Albanian's,  in  Crete  against  the  native 
Moslems,  and  are  now  being  used  in  Asia  Minor  against 
the  Turks.  They  have  always  been  an  accepted,  though 
never  admitted,  feature  of  all  Balkan  politics. 

Whenever  the  Hellenists  prepare  for  a  new  expansion, 
they  always  placate  Europe  by  convincing  her  of  the 
equity  and  expediency  of  Greek  ambitions,  and  thoroughly 
prepare  the  ground  for  their  projected  advance;  which 
is,    in    the    field    of   annexationist   politics    as    generally 
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throughout  life,  half  the  battle.  And  this  to  a  large 
measure  explains  their  remarkable  success  in  advancing 
the  Greek  Great  Idea,  the  dream  of  Nea  Hellas. 

II.   The  Fringes  of  New  Greece 

The  rehearsal  of  the  main  outlines  of  the  political 
situation  leading  up  to  and  consequent  upon  the  occupa- 
tion of  Smyrna,  is  necessary  to  any  comprehension  of  the 
gravity  of  the  Hellenist  movement.  So  far  I  have  con- 
fined myself  to  a  candid  statement  of  fact.  In  the  follow- 
ing paragraphs  I  take  the  liberty  of  stating  my  own  per- 
sonal impressions  and  conclusions  with  reference  to  the 
actual  causes  and  nature  of  this  movement.  My  excuse 
for  such  temerity  is  the  fact  that  four  months'  service 
as  attache  with  the  American  Commissioner  at  Constan- 
tinople—  from  April  to  August,  1919  —  gave  me  a  closer 
acquaintance  with  the  contemporary  political  situation 
in  the  Near  East  than  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  the  Ameri- 
can abroad,  while  a  month  of  travel  and  observation  along 
the  coasts  of  Asia  Minor  and  in  Greece  proper,  brought  me 
into  contact  with  many  of  the  more  picturesque  aspects  of 
the  present  conditions.  This  trip  came  at  a  time  when  the 
outburst  of  Hellenist  propaganda  was  at  its  height. 

The  problem  I  had  set  myself  was  that  of  gauging 
the  sentiment  behind  the  Hellenist  movement.  On 
the  surface  it  would  appear  necessarily  to  be  the  expression 
of  some  great  national  enthusiasm,  similar  to  the  Pan- 
Slavic  or  Pan-German  movements,  similar  to  the  Risorgi- 
mento,  not  alien  from  Sinn  Fein,  or  any  of  the  nationalistic 
movements  that  have  disturbed  Europe  ever  since  the 
French  Revolution.  I  was  therefore  somewhat  amazed  to 
discover  that  my  first  impression  was  one  of  its  unreality. 
I  could  not  help  but  feel  that  there  was  a  lack  of  spon- 
taneity: something  in  the  climate,  the  countries,  the 
character  of  the  peoples,  that  belied  it.  The  reality 
seemed  in  the  trumpet-call  of  the  classic  names,  in  the 
sapphire  glory  of  the  summer  iEgean,  in  the  passionate 
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languor  of  the  sprawling  islands.  Behind  that  pageant 
of  storied  sea  and  fabled  isle  the  striving  of  political 
forces  was  trivial  and  unconvincing. 

I  can  best  illustrate  this  impression  by  a  series  of  more 
or  less  significant  pictures.  The  first  is  Stamboul,  re- 
posing on  her  seven  hills,  a  slumbering  empress.  A 
string  of  mosques  tc  ss  up  their  domes  and  minarets  in 
bold  relief.  Across  the  waters  of  the  Golden  Horn  squats 
Galata,  a  squalid  Levantine  shrew,  and  raves  with  envy. 
Yelling,  bustling,  her  cry  is  far  higher-pitched  than  the 
sonorous  dignity  of  Stamboul.  There  is  a  tang  of  salty 
Greek  energy  in  the  air.  The  garish  modernity  of  Pera, 
perched  ostentatiously  upon  the  hill  above,  an  impudent 
drab  chattering  French  and  Greek,  comes  into  view.  Then 
as  the  ship  slowly  feels  her  way  for  the  open  sea,  the  long 
lovely  line  of  Stamboul,  the  mosques  and  palaces,  the 
crumbling  sea-walls  and  Byzantine  towers,  the  trees  and 
gardens  of  Seraglio  Point  seemed  to  swing  quietly  towards 
us,  interposing  herself  between  us  and  the  blatant  pettiness 
of  Galata,  the  tawdry  perversity  of  Pera,  rendering  them 
unsubstantial,  evanescent. 

At  Mytilini,  this  sense  of  unreality  returned.  We 
were  seated  in  the  shadow  of  the  ancient  Venetian 
castle,  exhausted  from  a  ramble  over  the  intermin.  ble 
walls  and  the  towers.  A  dirty  little  cafe  built  on  the  head- 
land served  as  an  eyrie,  from  which  to  gaze  over  Homer's 
** wine-dark  sea"  towards  Asia.  The  harbor  lay  upon 
our  left  and,  behind,  the  white  houses  of  the  town  and 
the  steep  slope  of  the  hill,  dotted  with  red-roofed  villas, 
wrapped  in  folds  of  dusty-green  olive  trees  or  the  dark- 
green  of  orange  orchards.  Dusk  was  creeping  out  of  the 
east.  I  was  chatting  with  two  Greek  soldiers,  or  rather, 
with  one  of  them.  For  one  could  speak  nothing  but 
Greek.  He  sat  quietly,  puffing  innumerable  slim  cigar- 
ettes, sipping  Turkish  coffee,  drowsily  courteous.  The 
other  was  a  keen,  energetic  fellow  who  spoke  the  most 
idiomatic  of  English.     To  him  politics  was  the  breath 
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of  life.  He  spoke  valiantly  of  how  he  hoped  soon  to  be 
sent  to  join  the  Greek  troops  back  of  Smyrna  and  fight 
the  Turks.  Mytilini  had  been  the  base  for  the  original 
Greek  expeditionary  force  into  Asia,  and  he  expected 
his  turn  to  embark  would  soon  arrive.  He  was  a  volunteer, 
not  a  conscript,  being  a  British  subject  from  Australia. 
Love  for  Greece  and  a  passionate  hope  for  her  glorious 
future  animated  him.  But  he  told  me  that  three  of  his 
brothers  had  died  at  the  Dardanelles.  How  much  of 
his  patriotism  was  Hellenism,  how  much  a  strong  human 
desire  to  revenge  himself  on  the  Turks,  was  not  clear. 
Nothing  was  clear,  except  that  the  view  was  beautiful 
and  that  it  was  far  nicer  to  sit  in  a  cafe  and  drink  coffee 
and  argue  than  actual  fighting  would  be. 

Nor  did  Smyrna,  the  centre  of  all  these  events,  dis- 
lodge this  sensation.  She  should  have  been  excited, 
thrilling  with  political  currents,  fraught  with  suppressed 
emotion.  Smyrna  was  a  great  point  in  international 
policy,  back  of  the  Greek  front  and  Venizelos'  "war"  with 
the  Turks,  with  the  battleships  of  the  Allied  Commission 
of  Inquiry  into  the  Greek  atrocities,  lying  in  the  great 
harbor.  But  Smyrna  was  not  particularly  thrilled, 
though  she  was  rather  proud  of  herself.  She  lay  basking 
complacently  on  the  shore  of  "the  glittering  gulf,"  in 
the  shelter  of  the  rampart  of  mountains,  rather  intrigued 
by  all  these  wars  and  massacres,  campaigns  and  naval 
demonstrations.  Her  sentiment  seemed  to  be  that 
^' Paris  valait  une  messe^''  that  an  international  naval 
demonstration  was  worth  a  massacre. 

The  massacre  was  generally  considered  as  the  finest 
achievement  in  the  modern  history  of  Smyrna.  I  sat 
at  one  of  the  quay-side  cafes  with,  apparently,  the  entire 
city.  One  after  another  told  me  all  about  it,  with  con- 
siderable gusto,  tales  of  bayonetted  prisoners,  looted 
bazaars  and  houses,  butchered  Moslems,  violated  women, 
and  so  on.  The  only  tangible  evidence  I  saw  was  broken 
windows  and  bullet-holes  in  house-walls.     But  it  did  not 
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seem  to  them  to  be  any  more  vital  than,  say,  a  big  fire 
or  an  epidemic:  their  attitude  was  one  of  languid  and 
detached  loquacity  concerning  an  event  that  was  of 
common  interest. 

I  do  not  know  whether  the  above  brief  sketches  are 
sufficient  to  communicate  my  mixed  impressions  of 
activity  and  unreality,  of  dynamic  and  static  forces 
working  throughout  the  fringe  of  New  Greece.  Every- 
where this  dual  strain  persisted,  this  unnatural  combina- 
tion of  activity  and  languor. 

Since  in  the  fringes  of  New  Greece  I  had  found  only 
a  struggle  between  action  and  apathy,  it  therefore  seemed 
natural  that  at  Athens,  the  heart  of  Greece  and  the 
fount  of  Hellenist  propaganda,  I  would  find  a  dynamic 
unity  with  sufficient  force  to  inject  into  the  inert  body 
of  New  Greece  the  germ  of  intolerant  vigor. 

III.   The  Fountain  of  the  Philhellenes 

I  was  disappointed  in  my  expectation  to  discover  at 
Athens  the  source  of  Hellenist  energy.  Only  by  eff'ort  was 
I  able  to  locate  more  than  a  passing  interest  in  contempo- 
rary Greek  expansion,  and  that  was  for  the  most  part 
among  the  officials,  the  intelligentsia,  the  Philhellene 
foreign  colony  and  the  Venizelist  press.  This  interest  was 
counterbalanced  by  a  strong  body  of  anti-expansionist 
sentiment,  both  overshadowed  by  general  indiff"erence. 

Behind  this  indiff'erence  lurked  a  diversity  of  causes, 
some  paramount,  some  apparently  trivial,  some  self- 
evident.  Among  the  first  I  would  put  the  Lethean  beauty 
of  Attic  Greece  and  of  Athens.  From  the  moment  when 
we  first  sighted  Sunium,  I  moved  continually  in  a  dream 
of  stifling  beauty.  That  struggle  between  static  loveli- 
ness and  political  energy  did  not  exist:  for  beauty  had 
won  and  the  Athenians  did  not  know  it. 

The  focus  of  this  splendor  is  in  Athens.  She  lies  in 
the  hills,  Parnes  and  Hymettos  lovingly  encircling  the 
still  glorious  darling  of  antiquity.     Hers  is  a  beauty  that 
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first  attracts,  then  absorbs,  and  finally  digests.  And  the 
Athenian  is  naturally  predigested.  Surrounded  as  he  is 
by  beauty  of  which  he  is  the  heir,  it  absorbs  him  before 
he  realizes  its  existence.  The  Acropolis  and  Jupiter's 
Temple  are  pleasant  to  gaze  upon  from  the  iron  tables 
of  Athens'  most  popular  cafe.  But  to  watch  sunset 
bathe  Hymettos  in  violet  haze,  to  mark  the  tints  of 
ivory  and  gold  of  the  shattered  Parthenon  deepen  to  rose 
and  wine,  then  swiftly  blend  to  the  silver  glory  of  the 
eastern  moonlight  and  the  quiet  loveliness  of  the  eternal 
stars:  these  cannot  be  for  him  the  one  paramount  enthu- 
siasm in  life.  One  becomes  accustomed  so  easily,  so 
easily,  if  one  is  an  Athenian  born  and  bred.  There  are 
some  things  one  takes  as  a  matter  of  course,  among 
them  the  Acropolis.  Such  passions  are  for  foreigners, 
but  to  him  Athens  is  a  vast  metropolis,  the  capital 
of  the  puissant  Kingdom  of  Greece.  It  is  the  seat 
of  government,  the  source  of  preferment,  the  centre 
of  influence  and  intrigue.  Where  there  is  govern- 
ment there  is  politics,  and  where  there  is  politics  there 
are  cafes  and  arguments.  And  so  politics,  or  rather 
political  discussion,  is  to  him  the  true  vocation  of  a  proper 
Athenian.  The  draft  of  potent  beauty  has  sapped  his 
energy,  rendering  him  indolent,  talkative  and  factious. 
The  cafe  gossip  and  political  chatter  of  Athens  is  al- 
ways intense,  but  the  political  situation  in  Greece  has 
turned  it  to  sheer  frenzy.  The  details  leading  up  to  the 
present  state  of  afl'airs  are  too  involved  and  too  uncertain 
to  be  of  value.  Briefly,  it  may  be  said  that  in  1916,  King 
Constantine  dissolved  the  Greek  Parliament,  of  which 
Venizelos  was  Premier.  Venizelos  fled  the  country  and, 
under  British  and  French  protection,  organized  his 
Provisional  Government  at  Salonika.  Under  his  influ- 
ence the  French  and  British  coerced  the  Royalist  Party, 
his  political  rivals,  first  by  blockade  and  finally  by 
armed  intervention.  Constantine  abdicated,  the  Royalist 
troops  were  disbanded  and  Venizelos   returned   to  des- 
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potic  power,  entering  Athens  with  30,000  Allied  troops. 
His  policy  was  to  force  Greece  actively  to  participate 
in  the  war  against  Bulgaria  and  Germany.  Back  of  him 
stood  English  ships  and  troops,  French  troops  and  gold. 
Since  his  return  in  1917  he  has  held  the  country  in  his 
capable  and  capacious  hand. 

He  held  Greece  under  martial  law.  Each  night  the 
streets  of  Athens  rang  to  the  pomp  and  circumstance 
of  drum  and  bugle,  patrol  and  sentry.  There  was  no  one 
to  stop  him.  Constantine  was  in  Switzerland,  the  young 
King  too  pleasure-loving  or  too  cautious  to  attempt  a 
revival  of  the  Royalist  party.  And  this  would  have  been 
difficult,  even  without  opposition.  For  Venizelos  had 
decimated  the  ranks  of  the  Royalists.  All  the  former 
political  adversaries  of  the  Cretan  were  in  exile  or  had 
been  jailed  without  the  semblance  of  a  trial.  The  pris- 
ons were  said  to  be  jammed  with  over  40,000  political 
prisoners.  Moreover,  he  treated  the  common  people 
to  a  diet  of  panem  et  circenses.  Every  day  his  press  trum- 
peted the  news  of  some  fresh  advance  in  Greek  ambitions. 
Hosts  of  Bulgarian  prisoners  captured  by  the  Allies, 
had  been  turned  over  to  the  Greek  Government,  which 
found  them  very  useful  in  building  roads.  A  censorship, 
rigorous  and  crushing,  beat  down  any  papers  that  had 
the  temerity  to  oppose  him.  Venizelos  could  say:  ^'I 
am  Greece."  And  the  politicians  knowing  it  raged  over 
their  coffee  and  cigarettes. 

Royalist,  Socialist,  innumerable  minor  factions  of  the 
anti-Venizelists,  raged  in  solo  and  in  chorus.  The  fiercest 
political  opinions,  the  bitterest  tirades,  the  most  rabid 
partizanship,  the  crudest  greed,  insatiable  factiousness, 
rebellious  discontent  boiled  up,  but  nowhere  did  I  find 
more  than  a  few  traces  of  that  Hellenist  ideal  that  had 
shaken  the  Near  East  again  and  again  from  the  torpidity 
of  the  diplomatic  status  quo  to  war. 

There  were  those  who  believed  that  the  "unredeemed 
Greeks  "  had  suffered  unspeakable  brutalities,  and  who 
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desired  to  rescue  and  avenge  them.  There  were  those 
whose  actual  purpose  was  to  line  their  pockets  by  exploita- 
tion of  the  rich  lands  that  Venizelos  desired  to  add  to  the 
realms  of  Hellas.  And  there  were  those  who  merely  felt 
that  Greece,  as  one  of  the  greatest,  most  civilized,  most 
progressive  of  world-powers,  ought  inevitably  and  natu- 
rally to  expand  at  the  expense  of  her  neighbors. 

And  so  by  breathing  the  superheated  atmosphere  of 
Greek  politics  I  found  the  germs  of  the  Hellenist  move- 
ment, amid  the  stew  and  turmoil  of  cafes.  I  had  come 
to  the  council  halls  of  Hellas,  and  had  found  the  Greek 
politician  a  hopeless  victim  to  the  bacilli  of  cafe-life 
and  political  gossip,  sitting  like  one  of  Kipling's  bander- 
log  amid  the  shattered  glories  of  an  age  he  did  not  com- 
prehend, but  upon  whose  former  magnificence  he  based 
his  pretensions.  I  had  come  to  the  fountain  of  the 
Philhellenes,  and  had  found  the  waters  roiled. 

IV.  Government  by  Cafes 

The  talk  of  the  cafes  is  the  heart  of  Greek  political 
life.  At  one  table  would  be  found  the  foes  of  Venizelos, 
conspiring  to  crush  the  Cretan.  They  declared  that  their 
one  desire  was  to  restore  Macedonia  to  its  rightful  owners, 
that  they  felt  naught  but  love  and  friendship  for  the 
Turks  and  Bulgarians,  and  were  animated  by  trust  and 
loyalty  for  King  Constantine.  After  a  stirring  recital 
of  the  horrors  of  the  Venizelist  regime,  they  unanimously 
asserted  that  Venizelos  remained  at  Paris  because  he 
was  afraid  to  return  to  Greece,  that  were  an  election 
held  he  would  be  defeated  ten  to  one. 

At  the  next  table  would  be  a  group  of  annexationists, 
advocating  the  expansion  of  Greece  northward  in  Mace- 
donia or  eastward  in  Thrace,  or  urging  that  the  Greek 
forces  at  Smyrna  advance  three  to  five  hundred  miles  in- 
land. To  them  nations  were  squares,  armies  pawns,  time 
and  space  non-existent,  and  the  glorious  completion  of 
the  Empire  of  New  Greece  a  foregone  conclusion. 
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Next  to  them  would  be  a  Socialist  or  so.  One  of  these 
once  talked  away  half  a  night  with  me,  telling  me  what  a 
pity  it  was  that  Greece  was  so  backward  as  not  to  have  a 
strong  Socialist  party.  The  obstacle  seemed  to  be  that  the 
majority  of  the  population  were  prosperous  and  contented. 
Hence  it  did  not  ardently  desire  any  radical  change. 

Next,  a  table  of  Italophobes  would  hold  forth  to  all 
and  sundry.  Their  theme  was  the  continued  Italian 
occupation  of  the  Dodecanese  Islands,  emphasized  by 
Italian  activities  in  Albania  and  Asia  Minor.  They 
felt  that  the  Italians  were  in  duty  bound  to  give  up  the 
islands  to  Greece,  free  of  charge.  And  because  the 
Italians  did  not  feel  the  same  way  about  it,  they  declared 
that  the  Italians  were  a  brutal,  unfair,  mean  nation. 

This  view  of  foreign  policy  is  characteristic  of  many 
Greeks,  and  quite  common  throughout  the  sphere  of 
Hellenism.  It  is  the  moral  duty  of  all  "Great  Powers" 
to  fight  costly  wars,  and  then  present  Greece  gratis  with 
such  portions  of  the  spoils  as  she  may  covet. 

And  finally,  there  would  be  a  table  of  disconsolate 
Royalists,  spinning  futile  little  plots  for  the  rehabilitation 
of  the  Royalist  party  and  the  return  of  Constantine.  Night 
after  night  these  varied  cliques  would  gather  in  any  one 
of  a  hundred  cafes  and  argue  and  talk  interminably. 

The  passion  for  specious  epigrams,  political  formulas  and 
phrasemaking,  inherent  in  such  chatter,  becomes  danger- 
ous when  carried  into  government.  A  pungent  catch- 
word originating  over  the  eternal  coffee  and  cigarettes 
may  eventuate  as  a  definite  formulation  of  foreign 
policy.  The  houlevardiers  of  France  have  constantly 
tended  to  exert  a  similar  pernicious  influence  upon  the 
decisions  of  the  Quai  (T  Orsay,  sometimes  with  success. 
The  houlevardiers  were  responsible  for  the  Franco- 
Prussian  War,  Boulangisme.  After  Fashoda  they  howled 
for  war  with  England,  after  Morocco  for  war  with  Ger- 
many.   It  is  not  a  new  thing  in  European  politics. 

And   it  has   been   all-powerful   in  Greek   politics.    An 
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excellent  example  is  found  in  Venizelos'  brilliant  formula: 
*'The    road    to    Crete    lies    through    Macedonia."      This 
remark,  smacking  though  it  does  of  the  cafe,  cost  Greece 
the  two  Balkan  Wars  and  the  lasting  enmity  of  Turkey 
and  Bulgaria,  and  has  so  complicated  the  Balkan  Question 
as  to  render  utterly  improbable  any  peaceful  solution. 
And  it  is  superfluous  to  point  out  that  the  roots  of  the 
war  lay  in  the  Balkan  Question.     Venizelos'  purpose,  in 
making   this   phrase,   was    to   rescue   Crete   from   a   not 
oppressive  international  administration  under  M.  Zaimis, 
a  Greek,  acting  as  High  Commissioner,  in  order  to  give 
the   Greek   government   a    free    hand    in    exploiting    the 
political  and  material   resources  and  in  expelling  or  de- 
stroying   the    large    Greek    Moslem    population    of    the 
island.     Venizelos,  by  his  perfect  control  of  the  censor- 
ship, is  able  to  weave  irresponsible  threads  of  annexa- 
tionist and  Hellenist  sentiment  into  a  fabric  which  has 
the  appearance  of  unified    national  emotion.       Just  as 
there  were  many  opponents  to  the  Pan-German  move- 
ment in  Germany,  so  are  there  many  to  the  Hellenist 
movement  in  Greece.     Certainly  there  is  a  vast  amount 
of  indifference.     But  the  cliques  in  control  of  both  gov- 
ernments made  it  appear  that  these  nationalistic  needs 
were  the  solid  sentiment  of  the  nations  involved. 

And  back  of  this  welter  of  political  chatter  one  could 
sense  a  few  little  groups  of  hard,  determined  men,  resolved 
to  **hack  their  way  through"  somehow  or  other.  Such 
groups  are  a  permanent  and  notorious  feature  in  the 
politics  of  all  nations,  but  in  none  are  they  of  greater 
influence  and  significance  than  in  Greece.  The  real 
annexationists  are  a  small  clique,  headed  by  Venizelos, 
and  it  is  their  determination,  coupled  with  their  present 
control  of  Greece,  that  is  at  the  heart  of  Greek  imperial- 
ism. Such  groups  are  always  irresponsible,  always  clever, 
often  unscrupulous;  and  here  it  is  through  the  cafes  that 
they  operate.  For  the  Greek  Government  essentially 
lies  not  in  kings  or  premiers,  parliaments  or  constitutions, 
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but   in    cafes   which    are    the    key   to    government    and 
power. 

In  the  case  of  Greece,  the  mere  fact  that  no  one  is  able 
openly  to  oppose  the  policies  advocated  by  the  govern- 
ment, facilitates  the  diffusion  of  these  policies.  And, 
coming  from  the  center  of  Greek  thought,  the  Hellenist 
impulse,  originally  specious,  acquires  considerable  actual 
momentum  at  the  circumference.  Born  of  the  ambitions 
of  a  few  men,  escaping  from  the  limbo  of  Athenian  cafes 
to  the  realm  of  practical  execution,  the  impulse  presents 
that  appearance  of  unified  coordination  that  deceives 
the  uncritical  and  overwhelms  the  unwary.  As  long  as 
Greece,  as  in  the  past,  is  controlled  by  successive  cliques 
of  unscrupulous  politicians,  so  long  will  there  be  found 
Greek  Governments  willing  to  interpret  these  into  terms 
of  foreign  policy.  There  is  no  indication  that  these  funda- 
mental facts  will  alter,  and,  accordingly,  as  long  as  they 
remain  unaltered,  Greece  will  chronically  disturb  the  peace 
of  the  Near  East,  and,  through  the  very  delicate  adjust- 
ment of  political  forces  known  as  the  Balkans,  will 
seriously  menace  the  peace  of  the  world. 

V.  Imperialist  Epilogue 

The  events  of  the  summer  of  1920  served  to  deepen  the 
mazes  of  the  Turkish  problem  and  to  intensify  the  charge 
of  imperialism  against  the  Greeks. 

Arising  as  a  spontaneous  protest  against  the  impending 
dismemberment  of  the  Ottoman  Empire,  the  Turkish 
Nationalist  movement  assumed  serious  proportions  under 
energetic  leadership  of  Mustapha  Kemal  and  his  lieuten- 
ant, Raouf  Bey.  At  first  unconsidered,  Kemal's  organiza- 
tion of  resistance  to  Greek  encroachments  and  the  suc- 
cessful operations  of  the  Nationalist  troops  against  the 
Greek  regulars  back  of  Smyrna  in  May  and  June  of  19 19 
demonstrated  the  force  of  his  leadership.  Gradually  in- 
creasing the  scope  of  its  operations,  his  Nationalist  or- 
ganization, built  on  the  remnants  of  the  Young  Turk 


Hellenism   and   the   New   Greece    325 

party,  came  to  cover  Anatolia,  from  Cilicia  to  the  Sea  of 
Marmora,  while  in  Thrace,  a  kindred  movement,  gathered 
head  under  Colonel  Jafar  Tayar. 

Inaction  and  mutual  jealousy  of  the  Allies  vastly 
strengthened  Kemal's  position.  The  Turkish  people  were 
taught  to  look  upon  Kemal  as  the  leader  of  their  nation, 
and  to  consider  the  Sultan  in  the  light  of  a  prisoner  and 
puppet  in  the  hands  of  the  British  and  French.  The 
Nationalists  seizing  upon  the  western  dread  of  Bolshevism 
flirted  with  the  Bolshevists,  who  had  driven  the  British 
out  of  Baku  and  Enzeli  and  were  invading  Persia.  By 
posing  as  the  head  of  the  Pan-Turanian  group  planned  by 
Enver  Pasha  they  revived  the  threat  to  the  British  in 
Mesopotamia  and  Afghanistan.  Moreover,  they  greatly 
embarrassed  the  French  and  British  by  stirring  up  Moslem 
sentiment  in  India  and  the  French  colonies. 

To  this  successful  propaganda  they  had  added  a  good 
measure  of  military  support.  Raising  the  spectre  of 
national  annihilation  before  the  patriots  of  Turkey  they 
resolutely  set  out  to  reverse  the  military  defeat  that 
might  render  possible  the  imposition  of  Carthaginian 
terms  in  the  Turkish  Treaty.  Elated  with  their  success 
against  the  Greeks  near  Smyrna,  they  had  met  the  French 
troops  in  Cilicia,  finally  forcing  them  to  retire.  In  the 
north,  the  Nationalists,  occupying  Broussa,  proceeded  to 
plant  batteries  and  sealed  the  entrance  to  the  Dardanelles. 
The  troops  of  the  Sultan,  used  as  catspaws  by  the  British, 
were  defeated,  and  in  many  cases  went  over  to  Kemal. 
Ismid  and  Skutari  were  crowded  with  throngs  of  Greek 
and  Armenian  refugees  fleeing  before  the  Nationalist 
advance.  Moving  on  Constantinople,  Kemal's  forces 
attacked  the  British  entrenchments  at  Ismid,  sent  detach- 
ments across  the  Bosphorus  at  Stenia,  and  attempted  to 
bombard  the  capitol. 

These  last  acts  forced  the  British  to  yield  to  the  Greek 
clamor  for  permission  to  crush  Kemal.  On  June  5th  last, 
British  warships  opened  fire  on  the  Turks  at  Touzla,  forty 
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miles  west  of  Ismid,  and  Allied  consent  was  given  to  the 
Greeks  to  conduct  campaigns  in  Asia  Minor  and  Thrace. 
The  Venizelists,  who  had  kept  100,000  men  in  arms,  biding 
an  opportunity  to  act  on  the  Hellene  maxim,  "You  hold 
him  and  I'll  hit  him,"  at  length  had  their  chance,  and 
took  it. 

With  the  advantages  of  sea-power  and  equipment  all 
on  their  side,  their  success  was  remarkably  swift.  The 
Greek  troops  justified  Venizelos'  promise  to  the  Allies  that 
the  Nationalists  would  be  beaten  in  fifteen  days.  The 
Turks  were  cut  in  two,  and  the  Greeks  captured  Philadel- 
phia, surrounded  the  Nationalist  headquarters,  and  cap- 
tured 3000  prisoners.  The  southern  wing  thus  disposed  of, 
they  advanced  against  the  northern  wing  from  Sema  and 
Panderma  simultaneously,  caught  the  Turks  between  two 
fires,  defeating  them  at  Balikesri.  In  two  days  on  a  front 
of  250  miles  Kemal  was  beaten  and  forced  to  retreat  with 
heavy  losses.  Encouraged  by  this  swift  victory  the  Greeks 
marched  north  and  entered  Broussa. 

Their  campaign  in  Thrace  was  equally  decisive.  With 
British  naval  support,  landings  were  effected  at  Rodosto 
on  the  Marmora,  and  at  Media  on  the  Black  Sea.  These 
forces,  cooperating  with  the  advance  of  the  main  Greek 
Army  on  the  Moritza,  advanced  against  the  Nationalists 
from  three  directions.  On  the  25th  of  July  Adrianople  fell 
to  the  Hellenes,  and  Colonel  Jafar  Tayar,  fled  ignomin- 
iously  towards  the  Bulgarian  frontier.  The  Greek  columns 
continued  to  advance,  clearing  the  country  of  the  Na- 
tionalists, now  styled  "brigands."  At  the  same  time 
British  and  Greek  units  cooperated  in  clearing  the  "ban- 
dits" from  the  European  shore  of  the  Bosphorus  and  from 
the  Peninsula  of  Skutari,  opposite  Constantinople. 

The  Turks  were  acquiescent,  cowed  by  the  British 
threat  t6  bombard  the  mosques  of  Broussa  unless  the 
Nationalists  iretired,  and  discouraged  by  their  defeat  in 
Asia  Minor  and  Thrace.  In  Syria  too  the  Allies  were 
successful  against  the  Nationalist  movement  of  the  Arabs 
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headed  by  Prince  Feisal.  General  Gouraud  advanced 
against  Damascus  and,  after  Feisal  had  accepted  the 
French  terms  for  an  armistice,  proceeded  to  attack  and 
rout  the  Syrian  forces  and  to  levy  a  fine  of  10,000,000 
francs  on  the  city  of  Damascus. 

All  in  all  the  moment  seemed  propitious  for  the  signing 
of  the  Turkish  Treaty,  and  the  salting  away  of  the  booty 
carved  out  of  Turkey  in  the  late  war,  waged  **in  the  inter- 
est of  minor  nationalities."  The  pro-British  Turkish 
ministry  of  Damad  Ferid  had  formerly  declared  that  it 
did  not  dare  sign  the  Turkish  peace  terms,  but  now 
asserted  its  willingness  to  comply  with  the  Allied  demands, 
lest  the  worst  befall  the  Turkish  Empire  and  the  Greeks 
be  let  into  Constantinople.  So  Damad  Ferid  and  his 
colleagues  were  hurriedly  packed  off  on  a  French  battle- 
ship and  despatched  to  Sevres,  carefully  labelled  *'This 
side  up  with  care."  But  if  the  Turks  were  in  no  position 
to  play  the  bull  in  the  china  shop,  there  were  for  a  time 
other  obstacles  that  threatened  to  prevent  an  outbreak  of 
peace  in  the  Near  East.  The  Greek  and  Italian  Govern- 
ments again  opened  their  dispute  over  the  Dodecanese 
Islands,  a  subject  that  had  been  provisionally  settled  by 
Italy  yielding  to  Greece  all  of  the  islands  save  Rhodes  in  a 
secret  agreement  between  Nitti  and  Venizelos  made 
July  29th,  1919.  Now  the  Italian  raised  the  objection 
that  the  basis  of  this  agreement  was  that  Italy  should  be 
compensated  by  concessions  in  Asia  Minor,  and  that  the 
Greeks  had  occupied  five  times  the  amount  of  territory 
stipulated  by  the  Dodecanese  Agreement.  Both  sides 
refused  to  sign  the  Turkish  Treaty  until  this  matter 
should  be  satisfactorily  settled.  Pressure  was  brought  to 
bear  on  the  Giolitti  government  by  France  and  England, 
and  this  obstacle  was  disposed  of  by  the  settlement  of 
August  nth,  1920,  in  which  it  was  stipulated  that  Greece 
should  receive  all  the  islands  save  Rhodes,  the  final  fate  of 
Rhodes  to  be  determined  by  a  plebiscite  to  be  held  not 
sooner  than  five  and  not  later  than  fifteen  years  from  date. 
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Although  Damad  Ferid  and  his  associates  affixed  their 
signatures  to  the  Treaty  of  Sevres  it  will  not  be  valid  until 
confirmed  by  the  Turkish  Chamber  of  Deputies,  which 
was  dissolved  in  1919  at  the  instigation  of  the  Allies.  The 
Chamber  is  controlled  by  a  large  Nationalist  majority  and 
cannot  be  reconvened  without  new  elections,  which  are  not 
possible  at  this  juncture.  The  Nationalists  are  still  con- 
trolled by  Mustapha  Kemal,  who  has  retired  to  Angora  to 
lick  his  wounds.  He  still  governs  the  major  part  of  Ana- 
tolia, the  heart  of  Ottoman  Turkey,  and  cannot  be  dis- 
lodged without  a  difficult  and  expensive  campaign. 
Neither  the  British  Commons  nor  the  French  Chamber 
are  in  a  mood,  to  endorse  their  governments  in  a  policy  of 
"little  wars."  The  Italians  have  no  particular  reason  to 
dislike  Kemal,  and  indeed  are  suspect  of  being  in  com- 
plicity with  him.  The  Greeks  are  the  only  people  who 
possess  the  means  and  the  will  to  tackle  the  Nationalists. 
But  in  view  of  their  already  immense  territorial  gains  in 
the  Near  East  the  Allies  are  not  inclined  to  welcome 
further  Greek  campaigns  in  Asia  A^linor.  Accordingly,  the 
key  to  this  particular  situation  reposes  at  Angora,  in  the 
hands  of  Mustapha  Kemal  Pasha.  The  various  attempts 
on  his  life  by  agents  have  met  with  a  uniform  and  dis- 
heartening failure,  and  until  he  is  dislodged,  the  National- 
ist hloc  in  the  Chamber  will  remain  unalterably  opposed  to 
the  Turkish  peace  terms,  and  the  signature  of  the  treaty 
will,  from  the  standpoint  of  international  law,  be  abso- 
lutely worthless.  In  the  meantime,  Kemal's  strength  is 
to  sit  still  and  avoid  again  arousing  the  Allies  to  the  neces- 
sity of  united  action  against  him. 

Thus  the  Hellenist  movement  in  the  near  East  begins 
and  ends  with  imperialism,  although  the  end  is  by  no 
means  yet.  And  still  continues  the  struggle  of  Greek  and 
Turk  for  the  fatal  legacy  of  the  Byzantines:  Empire  and 
Corruption. 

John  F.  Carter,  Jr. 


SHOP   AND   ART 

I  want  to  know  a  butcher  paints, 
A  baker  rhymes  for  his  pursuit, 
Candlestickmaker  much  acquaints 
His  soul  with  song,  or  haply  mute. 
Blows  out  his  brains  upon  the  flute. 

WELL,  Robert  Browning,  you  writer  of  plays  and 
poems,  and   diviner  of   hearts,  here   are   several 
subjects  made  to  your  hand. 

I  do  not  know  a  butcher  who  paints,  but  I  know  a 
young  deep-sea  fisherman  who  does.  With  exactness 
paints  he  all  —  except  indeed  his  place  of  business,  the 
multitudinous  seas,  which  seem  not  to  interest  his  muse  — 
an  exactness,  to  be  sure,  as  literal  as  a  photograph;  but 
I  doubt  not  he  has  a  beautiful  time  achieving  it,  which  is 
really  the  point  under  our  consideration.  In  other  words 
he  is  not  a  stodgy,  shop-keeping  fisherman  —  if  such  be 
conceivable  —  solely  devoted  to  his  winds  and  waters 
and  the  price  of  swordfish,  but  one  concerned  with  life 
on  shore,  his  eyes  enamored  of  the  look  of  the  grain  of 
wood,  the  clean  curl  of  shavings,  the  gleam  of  nails,  as  in 
the  building  of  dories  these  things  are  to  be  seen  by  the 
strictly  unimaginative  eye.  In  some  strange  way,  it 
is  to  be  supposed,  his  diversion  refreshes  his  soul,  strained 
with  gazing  at  infinity  and  eternity,  by  providing  em- 
phasis upon  the  concrete  and  homely  part  of  his  world. 
Perhaps  it  is  because  of  living  romance,  that  he  swings 
to  sheer  commonplace  by  way  of  recreation.  Anyhow,  he 
prefers  new  dories  to  old.  But  who  shall  say  that  poten- 
tiality is  less  poetic  than  history,  seaworthiness  less  de- 
sirable, as  the  beauty  of  fitness,  than  the  aesthetic  charm 
that  comes  of  use  and  age.^  A  common-sensible  fisherman, 
truly. 

As  for  grocers,  I  once  knew  a  Scotch-Irish  one  with  the 
taste  and  originality  to  paint  his  walls  a  warm  pumpkin 
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yellow,  and  his  shelving  and  baskets  black,  because  he 
liked  them  that  way.  He  took  a  shy  pleasure  in  seeing 
his  lettuce,  his  tomatoes,  his  oranges  and  pink  onions 
and  rosy  apples,  in  black  baskets.  And  the  beauty  thereof 
was  enough  to  make  one  long  to  take  one's  knitting  and 
spend  the  day  in  that  grocery,  reveling  no  more  in  color 
than  in  the  spirit  that  with  the  simplest  means  achieved 
the  beauty  and  distinction  which  are  style.  Had  this 
man  been  Italian,  he  would  have  seemed  less  remarkable, 
for  clearly  the  Italians  take  pleasure  in  the  arrangement 
of  their  fruit,  else  they  would  not  do  it  so  well.  Perhaps 
too,  it  is  that  they  have  not  only  the  love  of  color  but 
the  habit  of  it.  In  any  case,  he  has  three  pleasures  who 
enters  an  Italian  shop  —  the  joy  of  color,  an  intellectual 
satisfaction  in  its  arrangement,  and  pleasure  in  a  gen- 
uinely human  contact.  Your  Italian  takes  life  by  the 
way,  is  willing  to  be  human  in  business  hours.  Recently 
considering  crook-neck  squash,  I  became  enamored  of 
one  resembling  a  swan.  **No,  no,"  said  our  kindly  Latin, 
''data  one  no  gooda  —  dry.  Deesa  one  good,"  offering 
another.  Then  studying  the  object  of  my  affection  he 
smiled  inimitably,  and  holding  it  as  if  it  were  a  beloved 
pet,  he  stroked  it  tenderly,  with  keen  enjoyment  of  the 
joke. 

A  maker  of  candlesticks  I  have  never  known,  but  there 
was  in  San  Francisco  some  years  ago,  a  Japanese  importer 
thereof,  together  with  other  objects  of  use  and  art,  who 
with  great  enthusiasm  and  regularity  blew  out  his  brains 
upon  the  flute.  Upon  one  occasion  inspiring  to  rivalry 
certain  batrachians  in  Golden  Gate  Park,  he  thereafter 
charmingly  called  his  flute  "The  Friend  of  Frogs."  If 
here  we  have  not  the  poetic  shopkeeper,  extra-illustrated, 
produce  him!  He  had,  too,  a  friend  of  kindred  spirit, 
who  when  asked  whether  he  expressed  himself  in  any 
artistic  way,  replied  with  grave  melancholy,  "Ah,  no  — 
I  have  too  much  time  with  the  business.  Alas,  I  am  art- 
less!" 
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But,  you  will  say,  these  were  Japanese,  men  of  the  race 
whose  very  'ricksha-coolies  compose  poems  to  blossoming 
fruit  trees,  whose  gardeners  will  many  times  patiently 
plant  and  unplant  and  replant  a  tree,  not  under  direction, 
but  in  accordance  with  their  own  taste,  for  its  ideal  placing 
in  the  composition  of  the  garden  as  a  whole;  men  whose 
racial  sensitiveness  to  beauty  has  created  for  the  pine  tree 
a  word  that  means  *' view-perfecting  tree." 

Very  well,  then,  I  will  tell  you  of  the  nursemaid  who 
wrote  creditable,  if  sentimental,  verse;  of  the  chicken 
farmer  who  modeled  in  clay;  of  the  boy  in  a  mid-western 
city  who,  employed  in  carrying  drinking  water  to  laborers 
in  the  street,  whiled  the  tedium  thereof  with  an  amazing 
variety  of  bird-calls,  evidently  his  native  wood-notes  wild. 
And  I  will  tell  you  of  William  Henry  Howard  Hill,  colored, 
sometime  surreyman  and  charman  in  our  family.  It 
would  be  agreeable  to  vanity  to  call  him  our  coachman, 
but  at  least  the  upper  reaches  of  a  coachman  must  in- 
clude buttons  and  a  high  hat,  and  William  Henry  wore  no 
livery,  but  only  decent  hand-me-downs,  with  especial 
blacks  for  state  occasions.  Moreover,  we  had  no  coach, 
but  only,  for  every  day  use,  a  surrey,  so-called;  and  for 
parties  and  calling  —  there  was  calling  in  those  days  —  a 
heavy,  solemn  vehicle,  name  unknown,  which  possessed 
at  least  one  characteristic  of  social  exclusiveness  as  then 
understood,  since  those  on  the  back  seat  were  effectively 
excluded  from  the  public  eye.  It  had,  in  short,  what  Mr. 
Henry  James  so  much  admired  in  English  life,  "a  con- 
stituted privacy,"  a  thing  apparently  outmoded  in  these 
days  of  limousines  built  after  the  fashion  of  greenhouses 
or  sun  parlors. 

What  I  have  been  so  long  getting  to  is  that  William 
Henry  did  not  limit  his  activities  to  surreying  and  charring. 
(If  any  think  I  am  ultra-British  to  say  "charring"  I  will 
hurl  at  him  not  only  such  dictionaries  as  I  possess,  but 
also  the  United  States  government,  which  has  recently 
standardized  the  pay  and  services  of  charwomen  as  such). 
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To  come  to  the  point,  what  time  William  Henry  was  not 
driving,  or  taking  care  of  the  horses,  or  attending  to  the 
furnace,  or  washing  windows,  or  polishing  brass,  or  clean- 
ing walks,  or  cutting  grass,  was  given  to  music's  golden 
tongue,  speaking  through  the  mouth  organ,  the  accordion, 
the  banjo,  the  guitar,  and  the  church  organ.  This  assort- 
ment being  inadequate  to  the  expression  of  William 
Henry's  soul,  he  was  also  a  patron  of  the  higher  forms  of 
drama,  as  attested  by  his  naming  the  eldest  scion  of  his 
house  Othello,  and  the  next  to  the  next  child  Desdemona. 
Followed  Victoria  Beecie,  whether  because  a  former  em- 
ployer had  recently  removed  to  the  lovely  city  on  Puget 
Sound,  or  because  William  Henry  in  the  Jubilee  year  of 
the  late  so  long  indestructible  English  Queen,  miscon- 
ceived the  date  of  the  good  lady's  nativity,  I  am  unable  to 
say. 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  although  William  Henry  (What 
a  pity  we  did  not  think  to  telescope  him  to  Menry,  after 
the  labor-saving  fashion  invented  by  Mr.  Arnold  Bennett!) 
surreyed  and  charred  for  a  living,  he  would  nevertheless 
have  been  a  cheering  person  for  Browning  to  have  con- 
templated, in  the  inspiring  combination  he  presented  of 
art,  labor,  history  and  geography. 

And  I  have  yet  to  tell  you  of  the  most  romantic  shop 
in  America,  whither  I  was  directed  for  the  purchase  of  a 
cannon-ball.  If  you  have  never  shopped  for  a  cannon- 
ball,  you  cannot  imagine  the  pleasure  of  it.  Never  mind 
why  I  was  seeking  it;  ladies  of  equatorial  avoirdupois 
will  know  without  being  told. 

But  about  the  shop.  It  is  not  an  ordinary  shop,  but 
an  extraordinary  one,  a  super-shop,  a  shop  that  is  a  seven- 
story  museum  of  all  the  kinds  of  weapons  and  other  war 
material  invented  by  man  since  the  world  began,  from 
stone  hatchets  and  tomahawks  to  dynamite  guns  and 
torpedoes,  from  the  conical  lacquer  hat,  protection  against 
the  arrows  of  feudal  Japan,  to  the  trench  helmets  of  re- 
cent warfare. 
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There  are  ghostly  suits  of  medieval  armor,  and  startling 
effigies  of  those  in  our  own  service  by  land  and  sea.  In  a 
place  of  honor  is  the  capstan  of  the  battleship  Maine,  re- 
trieved from  its  long  immersion  in  the  harbor  of  Havana. 
Nearby  is  a  torpedo  riddled  by  American  shot  as  it  lay 
on  the  deck  of  a  Spanish  warship,  and  just  beyond  it  a 
Spanish  torpedo,  complete  from  warhead  to  propeller. 

There  are  guns  —  revolvers,  rifles,  blunderbusses, 
muskets,  machine  guns,  cannon.  On  innumerable  tables 
are  knives,  and  more  knives,  long  ones,  short  ones,  and 
wickedly  wavy  ones  that  would  assuredly  feel  even  worse 
coming  out  than  going  in.  They  have  tiny  spots  of  rust 
on  them,  too,  for,  mark  you,  these  are  not  the  innocent 
arms  of  the  hardware  or  sporting  goods  shops,  nor  the 
superannuated  weapons  seen  within  glass  cases  in  mu- 
seums. They  are  second-hand.  They  have  been  used. 
You  can  touch  them,  handle  them,  get  the  feel  of  them, 
the  thrilling,  shivery  feel  of  adventure,  chivalry,  sport, 
crime,  perhaps  deliverance.  Here  are  the  instruments  of 
the  passions  of  men,  connoting  intensity  of  living  and 
dying. 

When  Stevenson  revisits  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  I 
think  he  must  sometimes  betake  himself  thither,  to  gloat 
over  the  motley  crew  that  should  there  assemble  at  the 
witching  hour:  Captain  Kidd,  listening  greedily  to  a 
U-boat  captain's  exposition  of  torpedoes;  a  Japanese 
daimyo  marvelling  at  steel  armor,  or  listening  intently  as 
Theodore  Roosevelt  explains  to  General  Grant  the  iden- 
tity of  principle  in  the  dynamite  gun  he  used  in  Cuba  and 
that  scourge  of  Paris,  Big  Bertha;  men  of  the  stone  age 
curiously  fingering  a  machine  gun,  a  Crusader  handling  a 
rifle,  American  Indians  gravely  regarding  the  lacquer 
helmet  and  the  steel  armor,  Lorenzo  the  Magnificent 
sniffing  at  presentation  swords  of  the  sixties.  And  surely 
there  would  come  also  the  amiable  Long  John  Silver, 
and  behind  him,  tap-tapping,  the  inefi"able  Pew,  who 
would  feel  his  way  to  the  murderous  curly  knives,  to  run 
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his  thumb  over  them,  delicately,  with  the  air  of  a  con- 
noisseur. Perhaps  Smee  would  follow,  darning  a  stocking, 
say,  though  truly  this  is  no  place  for  a  boned  pirate,  aa 
Mr.  Huneker  calls  the  milder  variety. 

Even  by  daylight  one  peered  about  the  shop  expecting 
to  see  dark  characters  —  gunmen  acquiring  stock  in 
trade,  revolutionists  buying  arms  for  half  a  nation,  Black 
Handers  and  Highbinders  choosing  knives,  and  so  on. 
What  we  did  see  the  moment  we  entered,  was  a  perfectly 
good  cowboy,  1919  model,  just  up  from  New  Mexico, 
and  intent  upon  buying  a  gun,  namely,  a  revolver,  before 
he  hit  the  town  and  burnt  his  wad,  as  he  gratifyingly 
expressed  it.  His  costume  consisted  of  thick  boots, 
guiltless  of  blacking  since  their  creation,  blue  overalls, 
much  turned  up,  a  black  silk  handkerchief  knotted  at 
the  throat  of  a  black  cotton  shirt,  a  very  broadbrimmed 
sombrero,  and  —  last  heavenly  touch  in  Broadway  —  a 
crimson  silk  sash  by  way  of  belt. 

What  need  had  the  founder  of  this  business,  the  material 
of  which  overflows  to  an  island  in  the  Hudson  off  Storm 
King,  for  more  poetry  in  this  life  than  in  itself  it  offered  to 
his  imagination?  Is  there  any  other  business  you  can 
think  of  wherein  a  man  might  live  more  lives  than  in  this 
arsenal  of  soldier,  sailor,  hunter,  Indian,  cowboy,  pirate, 
revolutionist,  burglar,  gunman?  Think  of  the  luck  of 
it!  It  is  not  every  man  that  can  make  money  at  a  busi- 
ness permitting  him  to  play  at  soldiers  and  pirates  every 
day. 

Because  a  man  has  shop  to  mind, 

In  time  and  place,  since  flesh  must  live, 

Needs  spirit  lack  all  life  behind, 

All  stray  thoughts,  fancies  fugitive, 

All  lives  except  what  trade  can  give? 

A  thousand  times.  No!  And  why  in  the  name  of  Demos 
should  we  wonder  at  human  beings  having  tastes  and 
gifts  outside  their  occupations?  Why  otherwise  would  it 
be  of  any  use  to  have  free  libraries  and  museums,  park 
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concerts  and  community  choruses,  university  settlements, 
night  schools  of  music  and  art,  and  I  know  not  what  else 
for  the  sharing  of  spiritual  food  with  those  who  might 
otherwise  miss  it? 

It  is  precisely  in  what  a  friend  of  mine  calls  the  over- 
touch,  the  indispensable  unnecessary  thing  thus  brought 
into  the  lives  of  all  who  crave  development  of  the  mind 
and  spirit,  that  this  century  —  complex  and  puzzling, 
even  terrifying,  as  it  is  —  transcends  the  earlier  day  of 
limitation  to  that  state  of  life  to  which  it  was  thought 
it  had  pleased  God  to  call  His  creatures.  It  is  now  so 
clearly  to  be  seen  in  this  post-bellum  world  as  to  be  be- 
yond debate,  that  it  hath  pleased  God  to  call  each  and 
every  one  of  us  to  any  state  of  life  soever  for  which  he  can 
qualify. 

Which  brings  us  to  the  cheering  conclusion  that  despite 
the  bewilderment  and  anxiety  of  our  ferment  in  these 
days,  that  ferment  must  bring  to  us  more  and  more  of 
liberation,  in  its  very  continuity  with  the  progress  that 
preceded  and  produced  it.  Shop-keepers  —  by  whom  I 
think  Browning  meant  all  little  lives,  based  on  and 
bounded  by  material  necessities  —  are  today  so  bound 
only  as  of  choice.  Today  Art,  like  other  sovereigns, 
mingles  with  the  people,  and  none  who  desires  it  need 
miss  shelter  beneath  her  aegis. 

There  is  some  talk  of  the  vulgarizing  of  Art,  but  though 
many  so-called  *^ art-products"  are  vulgar.  Art  itself  — 
the  expression  of  the  aspiration  of  the  human  spirit  toward 
beauty  —  can  never  be  really  vulgarized.  Its  votaries 
and  expositors  may  be  stupidly  debased  by  Demos,  but 
the  goddess  herself  will  ever  remain  inviolable,  accessible, 
kind,  to  the  true  believer,  even  though  by  day  he  traffic 
in  the  marts  of  men. 

Edna  Kingsley  Wallace. 


AUTOMATISM  IN  WRITING 

THE  high  accent  placed  on  automatic  writing  by 
the  recent  popular  discussion  as  to  its  sources,  has 
had  one  advantage  which  we  may  all  without  compromise 
share.  This  is  the  way  in  which  it  illuminates  the  whole 
problem  of  automatism  and  the  part  it  plays  in  all  our 
intellectuation.  Although  at  first  sight  it  appears  re- 
grettable that  so  many  automatic  writers,  prepossessed  in 
favor  of  the  spiritistic  explanation  of  their  phenomona, 
have  declined  to  submit  themselves  to  searching  psy- 
chological examination,  in  other  cases  this  very  sureness 
gives  to  their  own  accounts  a  revealing  naivete  which 
throws  much  light  on  the  mechanisms  involved. 

One  such  account  of  automatic  experience  which  ap- 
peared in  The  Unpartizan  Review,  and  is  therefore 
familiar  or  accessible  to  its  readers,  is  full  of  suggestive 
material.  I  refer  to  Mrs.  Pearl  Curran's  account  of  the 
phenomona  to  which  she  gives  the  name  of  Patience 
Worth.  Mrs.  Curran  is  so  evidently  uninformed  of  the 
processes  involved  in  so-called  "literary"  writing,  that 
it  will  not  be  amiss  to  recall  them  categorically  to  mind. 

All  or  nearly  all  utterances  of  the  kind  that  man  has 
cared  to  preserve  for  reasons  wholly  apart  from  their 
value  as  fact,  whether  made  vocally  or  in  written  words, 
seem  to  the  speaker  to  have  come  from  some  source  outside 
himself.  The  poet  or  philosopher  or  prophet  has  felt  him- 
self a  medium  through  which  the  valued  communication  is 
made,  a  medium,  as  Van  Wyck  Brooks  has  said,  only 
yesterday,  "of  something  not  himself,  but  his  sense  of 
something  that  exists  in  himself,  something  not  personal 
but  universal." 

"All  good  poets,"  says  Socrates,  who  believed  himself  at 
all  times  guided  by  a  familiar  spirit,  "compose  their  beau- 
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tiful  poems  not  by  art,  but  because  they  are  inspired  and 
possessed." 

Also  it  has  been  characteristic  of  all  ages  and  cultures 
that  these  unpremeditated  and  often  uninvited  messages, 
on  arriving  at  the  doors  of  consciousness,  present  them- 
selves as  Beings.  Man  has  always  been  at  great  pains  to 
separate  his  own  consciousness  from  the  cosmic  mind; 
even  his  vagrant  sense  perceptions,  tag-ends  of  his  dawn- 
man  period  are  identified  as  Pan,  as  fauns,  imps  and 
leprechauns.  The  aboriginal  American  derives  his  songs 
and  rituals,  often  of  high  literary  quaHty,  from  his  totem 
animal  encountered  in  dreams  or  in  visions  induced  by 
fasting.  The  Greek  had  his  Apollo,  his  nine  muses,  and 
finally  as  he  grew  more  aware  of  the  nearness  of  the  springs 
of  art  to  his  own  self,  his  personal  '* genius"  ever  whisper- 
ing at  his  ear.  During  the  Middle  Ages  inspiration  came 
from  the  Saints,  or  the  Devil,  who,  so  much  nearer  were 
those  times  to  identifying  a  man's  art  and  his  soul,  was 
always  expected  to  demand  that  soul  in  payment.  Last  of 
all  we  have  the  automatic  writers,  accounting  for  the 
ideas  that  escape  from  below  the  threshold  of  conscious- 
ness, as  communications  from  the  spirits  of  the  once  alive. 

We  do  not  get  any  clear  account  in  the  paper  referred 
to,  of  the  incidents  which  led  Mrs.  Curran  to  identify  the 
source  of  her  writings  as  a  personality  called  Patience 
Worth,  but  neither  do  we  find  Joan  of  Arc  explaining  why 
she  believed  that  her  Voices  were  the  voices  of  St.  Michael 
and  St.  Catherine.  Doubtless  the  evidences  were,  as 
they  seem  always  to  have  been,  interior,  and  sufficient  to 
the  subject  of  them.  '^Patience  showed  me "  she  says  with 
the  same  sort  of  finality  with  which  it  is  stated  that  ''God 
showed  Abraham  ...  "or  that  the  Virgin  showed  San 
Bernadino  the  use  of  the  Rosary.  Robert  Louis  Stevenson 
humorously  attributes  those  swift  surprises  that  overtake 
the  creative  writer,  to  the  Brownies. 

In  my  own  case,  when  I  first  began  to  write,  so  definite 
was  the  sense  of  Presences,  that,  though  I  very  quickly 
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traced  my  work  home  to  its  source  in  my  own  subliminal 
self,  the  memory  of  those  tall  white  figures  that  came 
and  stood  on  either  side,  colors  all  my  speech  about  it. 

Mrs.  Curran  tells  of  her  automatic  writing  being  ac- 
companied by  ^*a  feeling  of  uplift,  a  sort  of  ecstacy"  and 
of  "mental  flashes  of  white  radiant  light."  Mild  ecstacy 
is  so  usual  an  accompaniment  of  acute  cerebration  that  it 
need  hardly  be  commented  upon.  The  "white  light"  is  of 
very  frequent  occurrence  in  the  experience  of  what  is  called 
"artistic  genius."  Whether  it  happens  or  doesn't  happen 
makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world  between  writing  and 
literature.  I  recall  once,  asking  Jack  London  about  the 
progress  of  a  book  he  had  described  to  me  as  one  he  meant 
to  write.  He  replied  that  he  had  not  yet  begun  it.  I 
told  him  that  I  hoped  he  would  do  so  at  once,  as  it  was  a 
great  idea.  "Yes,"  he  answered,  "it  is  a  great  idea,  but  it 
refuses  to  spark." 

I  suppose  it  was  this  "w^hite,  radiant  light"  that  Paul 
saw  on  the  road  to  Damascus.  I  recall  discussing  this 
with  a  neurologist  who  suggested  that  the  effect  of  light 
might  actually  be  the  register  on  the  brain  centers  of  an 
excessive  discharge  of  phosphorus  accompanying  acute 
cerebration.  I  do  not  know  enough  of  neural  psychology 
to  know  how  sound  this  suggestion  may  be;  I  mention  it 
merely  as  indicating  that  if  a  practicing  neurologist  had 
taken  the  pains  to  think  out  an  explanation  of  it,  it  must 
be  rather  a  common  phenomenon. 

Another  significant  index  of  Mrs.  Curran's  experience  is 
that  the  Patience  Worth  ideas  are  frequently  conveyed  by 
symbols. 

This  is  one  of  the  oldest  methods  by  which  truth  not 
yet  rationalized,  is  presented  to  the  conscious  mind.  It  is 
so  nearly  universal  that  there  appears  to  be  a  language  of 
symbols  by  which  the  same  truths  are  conveyed  to  widely 
separated  groups  of  men,  speaking  totally  different 
tongues.  It  is  a  language  that  antedates  speech,  invented 
by  the  subliminal  self,  of  which  the  simile  and  metaphor  of 
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the  literary  artist  are  vestigial  remainders.  Peter  on  the 
housetop  beholding  a  sheet  let  down  from  heaven  by  the 
four  corners,  filled  with  clean  and  unclean  animals,  is  a 
historic  example.  And  in  modern  times  we  have  Kekule's 
dancing  atoms. 

Indeed  the  whole  theory  of  dream  interpretation,  from 
Joseph's  time  to  Freud's,  depends  for  its  validity  on  this 
universality  of  the  disposition  of  the  human  mind  to 
state  its  profoundest  surmises  and  conclusions  in  symbolic 
form. 

In  a  slightly  narrower  degree,  the  same  is  true  of  the 
acute  visualization  which  runs  along  with  the  story  which 
is  told  by  Patience  Worth.  Only  certain  types  of  minds 
seem  to  be  endowed  with  this  faculty  for  visualization, 
which  is  the  psychic  base  of  ''visions,"  "second  sight"  and 
crystal  gazing.  Andrew  Lang  goes  so  far  as  to  conclude 
^hat  without  this  gift  of  visualization  crystal  gazing  is 
impossible.  Few  people  realize,  however,  that  this  faculty 
for  acute  visualization  is  common  to  all  artists.  Jack 
London,  with  whom  I  discussed  the  minutiae  of  the  literary 
process,  had  it  to  such  a  degree  that  he  told  me  he  often 
obtained  information  for  the  story  he  was  about  to  write, 
directly  from  the  picture  so  present  to  his  mind's  eye, 
without  reference  to  other  sources.  Tissot,  on  his  return 
from  the  Holy  Land  where  he  spent  six  years  making 
studies  for  his  illustration  of  the  Bible,  stated  in  an  inter- 
view that  often  while  he  was  studying  a  historic  spot,  the 
figures  in  it  would  disappear  and  be  replaced  with  the 
features  of  the  event  supposed  to  have  taken  place  there. 

Here  are  four  of  the  concurrent  manifestations  of  sup- 
posedly spiritistic  automatic  writing,  shown  to  be  quite 
the  ordinary  accompaniment  of  creative  work  in  general, 
and  without  the  least  suggestion  of  spirit  intervention. 

When  we  come  to  the  index  of  complete  automatism,  we 
have  to  work  in  a  more  restricted  field.  There  is  a  vast 
amount  of  academic  matter  on  the  subject  of  automatism 
which  can  be  read  by  the  scientifically  equipped. 
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For  the  purposes  of  this  paper  I  shall  deal  only  with  the 
question  as  to  whether  there  is  anything  in  the  mediumis- 
tic  automatism  of  Mrs.  Curran  which  differs  pronouncedly, 
or  differs  at  all  from  the  automatic  processes  involved  in 
writing  which  are  usually  spoken  of  as  the  product  of  a 
special  aptitude  called  '' genius." 

Genius  has  been  defined  by  Hartmann  in  his  Philosophy 
of  the  Unconscious  as  ^'the  activity  and  efflux  of  the  intel- 
lect when  freed  from  the  domination  of  the  consciousness." 
Thus  he  does  not  discriminate  between  the  kind  of  genius 
which  produces  a  tremendous  fancy  like  Paradise  Lost, 
and  the  sort  that  gives  you  the  answer  to  1870054  times 
5677  as  quickly  as  the  numbers  can  be  named. 

Both  these  results  are  assumed  to  be  drawn  from  that 
part  of  the  mind  which  Meyers  has  named  the  subliminal 
self,  the  region  of  the  self  which  lies  below  the  threshold  of 
consciousness,  so  that  a  certain  tincture  of  automatism  is 
involved  in  every  expression  of  it. 

But  the  layman  in  speaking  of  automatic  writing  in 
connection  with  literary  genius,  must  carefully  distinguish 
between  true  automatism  and  the  kind  of  writing  which  is 
done  rapidly  and  easily  after  long  periods  of  cogitation. 
In  all  the  arts  most  of  the  important  processes  take  place 
out  of  sight,  though  the  subconsciousness  may  be  con- 
sciously instructed  to  work  upon  them,  or  they  may  be 
brought  to  the  surface  of  attention  from  time  to  time,  to 
subject  them  to  the  censorship  of  literary  requirement. 
Most  writers  are  agreed  that  the  deeper  the  material  for  a 
book  can  be  plunged  into  the  unplumbed  depths  of  the 
self,  the  better  the  work  will  be.  William  Archer  has 
said  that,  after  much  experimentation,  he  concludes  that 
no  good  play  can  be  written  without  this  dive  down  of  the 
idea  into  the  subliminal,  and  its  subsequent  reappearance 
at  some  moment  when  the  consciousness  is  off  its  guard. 
These  are  not  his  words,  for  at  the  time  Mr.  Archer 
recorded  his  experiments  in  conscious  play  making,  the 
word  subliminal  was  not  in  common  use.    But  these  are 
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his  implications.  Nearly  all  the  devices  of  the  literary 
writer,  such  as  quiet,  isolation,  are  not  so  much  to  secure 
''concentration"  as  is  popularly  supposed,  but  to  keep  the 
conscious  mind  in  a  state  of  quiescence  while  the  ''genius" 
operates.  Mrs.  Curran  herself  plainly  states  that  during 
the  time  she  is  obsessed  by  Patience  Worth,  there  is  a  thin 
stream  of  consciousness  flowing  alongside  the  "message," 
and  that  only  a  sharp  noise  or  a  conversation  to  which  she 
is  obliged  to  give  her  whole  conscious  attention  will  banish 
Patience.  Any  literary  worker  will  tell  you  precisely  the 
same  thing  of  himself. 

In  mediumistic  writing  there  is  sometimes  complete 
suspension  of  consciousness.  I  do  not  recall  a  single  case 
of  this  in  the  history  of  literary  writing,  where  the  neces- 
sity of  holding  up  the  story  at  the  threshold  to  subject  it 
to  criticism,  always  keeps  the  consciousness  awake.  There 
are  instances,  like  Coleridge's  Kubla  Kahn,  in  which  a 
work  of  genius  has  swum  close  to  the  surface  and  darted 
away  so  quickly  that  it  can  never  be  recaptured;  and 
Stevenson's  account  of  how  he  composed  the  story  of 
The  Master  of  Ballantrae  is  an  excellent  example  of  the 
way  in  which  the  two  streams  of  conscious  and  subcon- 
scious work  side  by  side. 

The  question  at  issue,  however,  is  not  of  their  resem- 
blances to  ordinary  literary  methods,  but  whether  there 
are  any  differences  between  Mrs.  Curran's  experience  and 
those  of  any  other  writer  which  demand,  or  even  warrant 
supra-liminal  factors. 

Mrs.  Curran  claims  for  her  work  that  it  makes  use  of 
facts  that  she  is  certain  never  got  into  her  mind  by  the 
ordinary  channels  of  information;  that  it  presents  "prac- 
tically the  entire  mechanism  of  a  wonderful  story  in 
instantaneous  flashes";  that  it  describes  scenes  never 
witnessed;  that  it  makes  her  aware  of  facts  in  the  lives  of 
other  people,  never  communicated.  It  is  on  these  items, 
which  seem  remarkable  to  her,  that  the  assumption  of  an 
extra-personality  is  built.     It  is  largely  on  the  first  item, 
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the  use  of  facts  acquired  in  no  other  way,  that  the  whole 
spiritistic  interpretation  rests. 

The  subliminal  self  is  of  unknown  extension.  Psycho- 
analysis has  shown  us  that  so  much  may  be  in  it  which 
arrived  there  by  perfectly  normal  means,  which  have  since 
been  forgotten,  that  without  competent  analysis,  to  which 
I  understand  Mrs.  Curran  has  declined  to  submit,  no 
statement  of  previous  unacquaintance  with  facts,  however 
sincerely  made,  can  be  accepted  at  its  face  value. 

Let  me  give  an  example  from  my  oWn  experience  which 
will  at  least  have  the  merit  of  freshness.  When  I  was  about 
ten  years  old,  at  the  age  when  children  take  to  ^^ pig- 
latin"  and  other  absurdities  of  speech,  I  produced  a  totally 
new  language  for  myself  and  my  friends,  which  I  had 
received  in  a  dream.  Many  years  later,  myself  and  one  of 
those  friends  made  the  discovery,  on  finding  a  vocabulary 
of  that  ''Latin"  scribbled  in  the  back  of  a  school  book, 
that  it  was  a  crude,  phonetically  spelled  German.  Had  I 
not  been  of  an  investigating  turn  of  mind,  this  would  have 
passed  for  a  marvel.  It  turned  out  on  inquiry,  that  at  the 
time  I  was  born  my  father  had  been  interested  in  acquiring 
German,  that  he  had  had  a  teacher  come  to  the  house,  and 
kept  a  German  maid;  but  on  our  removing  from  that 
neighborhood,  when  I  was  between  three  and  four  years 
old,  according  to  my  mother,  all  use  of  German  in  the 
household  ceased.  Subsequently  the  dream  by  which  this 
fragmentary  memory  of  German  was  recalled  to  me,  was 
located  by  an  incident  separated  by  several  years  from  the 
German  lessons.  How  the  two  had  been  joined  in  my 
subconsciousness  is  not  so  easy  to  explain,  but  it  is  the 
sort  of  thing  that  does  happen,  and  by  virtue  of  its  hap- 
pening stories  are  made.  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  has 
written  more  of  this  matter  as  it  concerns  the  literary 
worker,  than  any  other  author  that  occurs  to  me,  but  too 
diffusely  to  permit  of  quotation.  A  recent  compilation  of 
Stevenson's  called  Learning  to  Write  contains  much  ex- 
cellent material  on  the  subject. 
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There  is  another  aptitude  of  the  subconscious  mind 
besides  this  of  synthesis,  in  which  a  consistent  whole  is 
built  up  out  of  previously  unrelated  fragments.  I  refer  to 
the  faculty  by  which  missing  elements  of  the  picture  are 
inferred,  often  with  startling  fidelity  to  the  facts.  You 
will  hear  writers  relating  instances  of  this  to  one  another, 
but  until  psycho-analysis  provided  a  vocabulary  by  which 
such  things  could  be  communicated  to  the  layman,  there 
was  very  little  that  could  be  used  as  evidence.  I  suppose 
that  this  faculty  by  which,  given  two  or  three  leading 
items  of  a  scene,  the  rest  of  it  could  be  constructed,  is 
what  we  have  clumsily  called  '*  imagination." 

Human  incident  probably  proceeds  according  to  laws  as 
sure  in  their  workings  as  those  that  produce  the  infinitely 
varied  shapes  of  snowflakes.  It  is  a  question  how  much 
law  is  known  to  the  subliminal.  There  are  psychologists 
who  insist  that  all  truth  is  accessible  to  it,  and  cite  the 
solving  of  difficult  mathematical  problems  in  a  flash  as 
evidence.  Mrs.  Curran  gives  a  detailed  account  of  as 
much  of  this  process  in  herself  as  registered  in  conscious- 
ness, but  there  is  nothing  which  cannot  be  duplicated  in 
the  experience  of  the  literary  writer.  I  may  be  pardoned 
I  hope  for  introducing  an  example  from  my  own  ex- 
perience which  bears  not  only  on  the  psychic  problem, 
but  on  the  spiritistic  interpretation. 

I  had  been  so  long  convinced  that,  given  a  starting 
point  of  known  fact,  I  could  build  out  a  competent  de- 
scription of  places  never  seen,  that  I  offered  myself  to  the 
Society  for  Psychical  Research.  My  offer  was  accepted, 
and  the  following  was  propounded:  Give  a  description  of 
the  whereabouts  of  Madam  X  when  she  disappeared  from 
her  home.  I  did  not  then  know  whether  Madam  X  was 
living  or  dead,  but  the  person  who  did  know  sat  beside  me 
throughout  the  experiment. 

My  first  effort  was  to  clear  my  mind  and  allow  a  pic- 
ture to  form,  just  as  I  do  with  a  story.  As  I  described  this 
picture  my  interlocutor  would  exclaim  **Good!"  *' That's 
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it!''  and  other  encouraging  phrases.  Subtly  the  picture 
would  alter  and  correct  itself  until  even  the  locality  re- 
vealed itself  as  a  place  in  Long  Island.  Not  one  word  had 
been  uttered  to  indicate  this,  and  I  do  not  know  how  much 
of  my  being  able  to  put  a  name  to  the  picture  was  the 
result  of  my  being  tolerably  familiar  with  Long  Island. 
We  went  on  from  there  through  half  a  dozen  sittings,  in 
which  my  interlocutor  would  ask  from  time  to  time, 
"What  next.^"  '*Where  did  she  go  from  there?"  until,  bit 
by  bit  the  picture  was  extended  to  include  all  that  my 
interlocutor  knew  of  the  subject,  and  more,  which  he 
assured  me  later  had  been  verified.  If  I  do  not  go  into 
detail  on  this  point  it  is  because  the  stenographic  reports 
of  the  conference  are  all  in  the  hands  of  the  Society,  and 
will  eventually  be  published  by  them.  The  point  of  con- 
tact with  the  present  paper  is  this,  that  while  my  inter- 
locutor was  certain  throughout  that  I  obtained  these 
details  by  spiritistic  communication  from  the  departed 
Madam  X  herself,  I  was  equally  certain  that  I  had  used 
none  but  the  methods  I  employ  daily  when  I  sit  down  to 
my  typewriter  to  compose  a  story. 

The  question  of  how  I  came  by  the  facts  which  gave  me 
my  starting  point  for  a  veridical  picture  of  the  Long  Island 
location,  refers  to  that  other  statement  of  Mrs.  Curran's 
that  Patience  Worth  seems  to  know  the  inner  lives  of 
people  that  come  to  meet  her. 

This  takes  us  into  the  question  of  thought  communica- 
tion, which  is  a  field  by  itself,  but  once  so  much  discussed 
that  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  many  people  expe- 
rience it  who  make  no  claim  to  spirit  aid.  There  is  in 
existence  in  New  York  a  piece  of  sculpture  which  makes  a 
peculiar  impression  of  horror  on  all  who  see  it,  the  story  of 
which  is  well  known  to  the  sculptor's  friends.  He  had 
been,  before  he  made  it,  groundlessly  tormented  with 
just  that  impression  of  horror,  which  he  strove  to  get  rid 
of  by  turning  it  into  stone.  A  few  weeks  after  the  work 
was  completed,  he  discovered  that  horror  under  his  own 
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roof,  it  having  been  going  on  at  the  time  the  work  was 
initiated.  There  is  no  doubt  that  the  fringes  of  the  sub- 
liminal self  in  the  artist  are  of  more  than  ordinary  sensi- 
tiveness, and  gather  knowledge  from  sources  not  evident 
to  the  intelligence.  One  thing  seems  generally  affirmed 
which  is  that  in  most  cases  the  phenomona  can  be  easily 
explained  without  the  spirit  factor. 

The  question  as  to  how  any  particular  fact,  such  as  the 
wealth  of  detail  in  The  Sorry  Tale,  was  acquired,  is  matter 
for  the  psycho-analyst.  Until  Mrs.  Curran  submits  her- 
self to  that  test  not  very  much  can  be  affirmed  one  way 
or  another. 

She  makes  a  point  of  the  amount  of  work  done;  I  do  not 
know  of  any  writer  who  would  admit  so  many  words  in  a 
year,  though  Jack  London  used  to  work  at  that  rate  for 
short  spurts.  One  also  recalls  what  prodigies  Charles 
Dickens  was  said  to  perform.  It  is  subjecting  the  work 
to  literary  criticism  as  it  arrives,  that  slows  up  the  process 
for  the  ordinary  writer  and  renders  it  painful. 

One  other  item  of  Mrs.  Curran's  statement  is  worthy  of 
extended  comment.  It  is  that  the  work  done  by  Patience 
Worth  exhilarates  rather  than  fatigues.  A  mild  form  of 
ecstacy  is  the  normal  accompaniment  of  artistic  concep- 
tion. The  discrimination  between  conscious  work  that 
fatigues  and  automatic  work  which  exhilarates  is  more 
subtle.  An  experience  of  my  own  seems  to  throw  some 
light  on  the  problem.  I  had  been  at  work  a  long  time  on  a 
book  calling  for  tremendous  intellectuation,  and  was  very 
weary.  One  day  in  sheer  rebellion  I  allowed  my  mind  to 
run  off  in  a  story  which  had  no  literary  value  but  released 
a  very  ancient  complex,  the  hunting  of  man  — ■  it  developed 
as  a  detective  story  —  and  gave  me  precisely  the  relief  of 
mind  and  body  that  Mrs.  Curran  describes.  I  actually 
even  felt  lighter  on  my  feet  after  working  at  it  for  a  time. 
Correlating  this  with  observations  made  on  other  auto- 
matic writers,  —  for  the  whole  of  this  work  of  about  sixty 
thousand  words  was  practically  automatic,  I  not  being 
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aware  of  the  progress  of  the  story  except  as  I  read  it  in 
manuscript,  —  I  decided  that  the  rest  came  from  the 
release  of  a  suppressed  story  complex.  In  my  case  it 
came  from  the  very  substratum  of  the  self,  the  oldest 
type  of  story  in  the  world.  I  am  satisfied  that  if  I  went  on 
permitting  my  story-telling  capacity  to  leak  out  by  this 
ancient  spillway,  the  result  would  be  the  caving  in  of  my 
carefully  built  up  capacity  for  literary  craftsmanship. 
Which  seems  to  hint  that  the  Freudians  may  be  mistaken 
in  ascribing  invariable  deleterious  effects  to  repression. 

It  is  only  when  the  released  complex  is  superior  to  the 
conscious  effort,  as  seems  to  be  indicated  in  Mrs.  Curran's 
case,  that  it  is  safe  to  give  way  to  it.  I  am,  however, 
taking  Mrs.  Curran's  word  as  to  the  superiority  of  the 
Patience  Worth  material  over  what  she  writes  in  her  own 
person.  For  here  she  renders  the  one  touch  which  con- 
vincingly relegates  her  automatic  writing  to  the  lower 
strata  of  productivity.  She  naively  speaks  of  it  as  ''all 
literature,"  and  uses  the  words  ''great"  and  "wonderful " 
without  hesitation. 

No  artist  could  go  on  with  his  work  who  did  not  think  it 
tremendously  worth  while,  as  he  is  doing  it.  But  no  artist 
goes  far  who  cannot  afterward  subject  it  to  the  strict  cen- 
sorship of  the  canons  of  criticism.  We  all  go  through  the 
process  described  by  William  James  in  his  account  of  an 
automatic  draughtsman,  who,  while  his  pictures  were 
making,  saw  them  as  beautiful  and  bright  with  all  their 
natural  colors,  but  the  moment  he  lifted  them,  discovered 
them  to  be  grotesque  and  rather  smudgy  pencil  sketches. 
There  is  even  an  infirmity  of  the  painting  gift  which  con- 
sists in  just  this  inability  to  discriminate  between  the 
color  that  the  artist  has  put  on  the  canvas  with  his  brush, 
and  what  is  put  there  by  his  mind. 

Among  the  very  best  of  us,  there  is  often  one  piece  of 
the  artist's  work  —  usually  the  worst  — ,  which  somehow 
manages  to  escape  the  censor  and  remains  forever,  to  his 
mind,  colored  by  the  underworld  in  which  the  soul  is 
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always  a  child  and  finds  the  broken  pebble  glitter  as  a 
diamond.  Even  the  layman  experiences  something  of  this 
in  the  dream  which  he  recalls  as  resplendent,  but  discovers 
on  attempting  to  relate  it  to  a  friend,  that  it  is  pointless 
and  a  trifle  absurd.  One  recalls  Thackeray,  slapping  his 
thigh  and  exclaiming,  ''By  Gad,  that's  a  stroke  of  genius!" 
Probably  the  same  process  gives  rise  to  those  lucubrations 
which  their  innocent  authors  pass  off"  sincerely  as  the  spirit 
work  of  Shakespeare  or  William  James. 

The  work  of  Patience  Worth  though  superior  to  most 
automatic  writing,  is  by  no  means  "all  literature"  by  the 
prevailing  standards.  Mrs.  Curran  is  reported  as  having 
great  natural  gifts  as  a  story  teller,  and  her  paper  gives 
evidence  of  the  possession  in  her  own  right  of  much  more 
than  ordinary  writing  power.  One  wishes,  one  ventures  to 
prophesy,  that  her  gift  will  become  robust  enough  to 
throw  off  the  obsession  of  Patience  Worth  and  continue 
in  her  proper  character  to  make  genuine  contributions  to 
the  elucidation  of  the  Unconscious. 

Mary  Austin. 
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IV,  More  about  Yale,     The  Columbia  Law  School.    Pirat- 
ical Publishing  Days,    Some  Authors 

MY  reminiscences  still  persist  in  clustering  around 
college  days. 

When  I  entered  college  in  '57  the  Yale  student  was  a 
strange  animal.  He  generally  wore  a  cap,  as  all  muckers, 
including  the  Paris  Apache,  do  now;  and  he  often  carried 
a  ^'banger,"  a  straight  stick  over  an  inch  thick  with  the 
bark  on,  mythically  for  defense  against  his  natural  enemy, 
the  **townie."  In  cold  weather  he  wore,  especially  to 
conceal  the  defects  of  his  hasty  toilet  when  going  to  chapel 
before  daylight,  and  because  he  could  put  it  on  quicker 
than  an  overcoat,  a  shawl,  generally  a  grayish  one,  or  if  he 
happened  to  be  a  swell,  probably  a  quiet  Scotch  plaid. 

As  a  rule,  he  had  not  yet  seen  a  game  of  baseball,  nor 
one  of  intercollegiate  football. 

All  this  was  changed  while  I  was  in  college.  In  1856 
there  came  the  first  group  of  the  younger  sons  of  New  York 
business  magnates,  and  they  brought  a  revolutionary 
quantity  of  good  clothes.  One  of  the  boat  clubs  of  this 
class  of  '60  was  defeated  by  some  New  London  whalers, 
which  gave  Ed  Sill  occasion  for  a  couplet  in  a  song: 

Silky  Sixty  pride  of  tailors 

Qualed  at  quails,  and  whaled  by  whalers. 

"Quail"  was  then  the  college  slang  for  a  young  person  of 
the  female  persuasion.  My  recollection  is  that  the  class  of 
'60  was  anything  but  shy  of  them,  and  moreover  Bernard 
Shaw  had  not  yet  discovered,  nor  Kipling  declared,  that 
the  female  of  the  species  is  more  deadly  than  the  male. 
But  Sill,  like  poets  in  general,  had  to  have  his  rhyme  and 
metre.     If  facts  oppose,  so  much  the  worse  for  the  facts. 
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New  York  never  sent  Yale  more  good  clothes  or  better 
breeding  than  came  with  dear  Frank  Kernochan,  who 
later,  as  I  have  already  told,  was  the  virtual  founder  of  the 
University  Club.  Though  it  was  sixty  years  ago,  I  see 
him  as  if  it  were  yesterday,  walking  down  the  Chapel 
Street  side  of  the  Green  near  Church  Street,  followed  by 
his  brown  terrier,  dressed  in  the  pink  of  fashion  but  in 
perfect  taste,  handsome  as  a  young  god,  but,  more  ad- 
vanced than  the  gods  in  that  he  was  smoking  a  straight 
meerschaum  pipe  with  a  cherry  stem  twice  as  long  as 
anybody  would  smoke  now.  There  was  Davy  Haight,  too, 
who  later,  as  probably  the  greatest  chairman  of  a  house 
committee  on  record,  rescued  the  University  Club  from 
disaster,  and  put  it  on  the  right  track,  and  kept  it  there 
for  a  generation.  Davy  too  was  an  exponent  of  good 
clothes.  He  entered  college  very  young,  and  once  I 
found  him  crying  because,  as  he  averred,  out  of  five  pairs  of 
trousers  his  tailor  had  just  sent  up  from  New  York,  there 
was  not  one  that  hadn't  one  leg  longer  than  the  other. 
But  he  grew  up  enough  to  keep  his  trouser-legs  in  perfect 
symmetry,  also  to  manage  not  only  the  University  Club, 
but  the  Vanderbilt  real  estate  interests  in  New  York. 

Speaking  of  Frank  Kernochan's  beauty,  reminds  me  of 
another  '6i  classmate  whom  at  the  very  outset  we  quite 
properly  dubbed  Apollo  Belvedere;  but  before  we  got 
through  with  him,  his  solid  character  so  eclipsed  his 
beauty  that  he  became  '^Judge  Newell,"  or  '^Judgey" 
because  we  loved  him.  These  facts  may  hardly  justify 
introducing  him  into  as  serious  a  chronicle  as  the  present, 
but  the  fact  that  he  was  our  minister  to  Holland  at  the 
time  of  the  first  Hague  conference,  certainly  does. 

The  very  eminent  legal  authority  and  writer  on  legal 
and  political  topics.  Judge  and  Governor  Baldwin  of 
Connecticut,  was  also  in  the  same  class. 

Among  the  men  whom  I  knew  well  in  college  and  who 
subsequently  became  famous  was  Marsh,  the  great 
paleontologist.     He  graduated  in   '60,  but  remained  in 
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New  Haven  studying  for  a  couple  of  years.  He  was  known 
to  the  scientific  world  while  an  undergraduate.  About 
the  time  he  graduated,  he  picked  up  a  stone  in  Nova 
Scotia,  which  at  a  glance  he  suspected  of  being  a  vertebra, 
and  examination  not  only  proved  him  correct,  but  led  to 
his  reconstructing  the  big  lizard  from  which  the  vertebra 
came,  as  the  elder  Agassiz  reconstructed  a  fish  from  a 
single  scale.  I  don't  remember  whether  those  reconstruc- 
tions were  subsequently  confirmed,  but  take  it  for  granted 
that  they  were,  as  otherwise  they  could  not  have  created 
the  sensation  they  did.  Agassiz  and  Marsh  must  have 
done  a  good  deal  to  teach  this  trick:  but  such  reconstruc- 
tions are  now  taken  as  all  in  the  day's  work. 

Marsh  was  a  nephew  of  George  Peabody,  who  left  Yale 
the  Natural  History  Museum.  Marsh  after  he  became 
professor  had  two  great  shows  in  it  —  his  infant-class  and 
his  horse-show.  The  infant-class  consisted  of  ten  or  a 
dozen  skeletons  ranging  from  some  little  ape-like  creature 
a  foot  or  two  high  (I  haven't  seen  them  for  fifty  years)  up 
to  man.  The  horse-show  began  with  the  skeleton  of  the 
five-fingered,  or  five-hoofed  one,  discovered  by  Marsh, 
about  the  size  of  a  coach  dog,  followed  by  the  four- 
fingered  one,  a  little  larger,  and  so  on  up  to  the  skeleton  of 
Fashion,  Robert  Bonner's  famous  racer.  I  seem  to 
remember  that  Huxley  pronounced  those  two  shows  of 
Marsh's  the  most  interesting  things  he  saw  in  America. 
I'm  not  sure  the  Grand  Canyon  had  been  discovered  at 
that  time,  or  that  Huxley  would  have  preferred  it  if  it 
had  been.  Marsh  also  regaled  him  with  the  sight  of  a  lot 
of  birds  with  teeth  that  he  had  been  the  first  to  pick  up 
in  his  casual  work. 

The  man  Bonner  was  a  character.  He  made  a  fortune 
out  of  the  New  York  Ledger^  a  weekly  paper  that  is  dead 
now  for  all  I  know.  He  was  as  great  an  advertiser  as 
Barnum.  He  got  half  a  dozen  or  more  leading  clergymen, 
including  Beecher,  to  write  for  consecutive  numbers,  and 
advertised  them  mercilessly;  then  I  think  he  got  half  a 
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dozen  statesmen  to  do  the  same  trick.  What  they  all 
wrote  under  such  circumstances  can  be  imagined.  Bonner 
induced  the  Mayor  (How  I  don't  know!  I  think  the 
Mayor  was  Fernando  Wood,  and  if  you're  up  in  municipal 
history  or  a  good  guesser,  you  can  do  your  own  guessing) 
to  let  him  fire  off  a  cannon  a  hundred  times  in  City  Hall 
Park,  in  honor  of  his  victory  —  over  the  parsons,  the 
statesmen  and  the  public.  In  the  middle  sixties  a  wave  of 
malaria  swept  down  the  Hudson  and  up  the  Sound.  A 
frequent  accompaniment  of  a  country  place  advertise- 
ment was:  **No  chills  and  fever."  Bonner  owned  a  place 
in  Westchester  County  in  the  midst  of  the  malaria,  which 
of  course  he  did  not  wish  to  occupy.  So  he  published  an 
ad  to  this  effect:  **For  Sale:  A  place  where  there  is  chills 
and  fever,  and  which  I  want  to  get  away  from  as  fast  as 
Fashion  will  take  me."  To  stop  the  advertisement,  the 
owners  of  neighboring  properties  had  to  get  together  and 
take  his  on  his  own  terms. 

But  even  Bonner's  genius  and  universally-known 
success  in  advertising,  though  he  had  a  few  imitators,  did 
not  get  up  any  such  Mississippi-Bubble  or  Tulip-Bubble 
of  it,  as,  without  any  genius  but  that  of  the  modern  ad- 
vertising agent  to  show  them  the  way,  people  are  chasing 
now,  and  chasing  with  the  effect  of  quadrupling  or  quin- 
tupling the  price  of  the  paper  needed  to  disseminate 
literature,  science  and  education. 

To  return  to  Marsh.  After  a  year  or  two  in  New  Haven 
following  graduation  he  prepared  to  go  abroad  for  farther 
study,  and  disposed  of  his  effects.  His  gun  fell  to  me,  and 
it  was  the  most  marvelous  gun  I  ever  saw.  Once  on 
emptying  it,  as  I  always  did,  before  going  into  the  house, 
I  instinctively  fired  at  a  duck  an  impossible  distance  up, 
and  turned  away,  supposing  a  hit,  certainly  a  fatal  one, 
impossible,  when  a  man  in  a  nearby  boat  called  out: 
'* You've  got  your  bird,"  and  I  had.  My  sporting  son 
won't  use  that  gun,  because  it  is  a  muzzle-loader  with 
dangerous    exposed    hammers,    and    calls    for   percussion 
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caps;  I'm  glad  he  won't.  And  like  a  great  many  other 
abandoned  things,  he  couldn't  use  it  if  he  would:  for  there 
are  no  longer  any  percussion  caps.  But  I'd  back  the  gun 
to  outshoot  his  modern  breech-loader  with  the  concealed 
hammers. 

Marsh  was  a  blond  with  rather  a  stocky  figure.  When 
he  settled  down  in  New  Haven  as  professor,  and  inherited 
the  fortune  his  uncle  left  him  —  'Marge  enough,"  in  the 
uncle's  words  '*to  secure  you  leisure  for  study,  but  not 
large  enough  to  interfere  with  it"  —  he  built  himself  the 
beautiful  house  on  Prospect  Street,  which  I  believe  he 
left  to  Yale,  and  which  is  now  devoted  to  the  Forestry 
School.  There  he  exercised  a  cheerful  hospitality,  but 
despite  a  constant  yearning  which  he  confided  to  me,  for  a 
chatelaine  for  his  house,  he  remained  a  bachelor.  He 
wanted  everything  in  the  woman,  including  a  fortune  that 
would  prevent  her  limiting  his  enjoyment  of  his  own.  He 
got  me  to  ask  to  dinner  with  him  a  woman  whom  he 
thought  might  fill  the  bill,  and,  though  it  was  well  over 
forty  years  ago,  I  still  vividly  see  her  staring  silently  at 
the  centerpiece  during  most  of  the  meal.  I  still  remember 
Marsh's  exclaiming,  during  one  of  those  street-corner 
talks  where  my  ways  home  from  the  Century  have  sep- 
arated from  so  many  good  men  and  true:  *'Now  if  I  could 
only  find  a  woman  like  Hen  Draper's  wife!"  She  indeed 
possessed  all  the  qualifications  in  an  eminent  degree  — 
including  the  fortune.  As  she  and  Henry,  and  Marsh  too, 
are,  like  pretty  much  everybody  else,  all  dead,  I  can  tell 
the  tale.  Henry  died  long  before  Marsh,  and  I  wondered 
a  little  over  what  would  happen,  but  she  remained  a 
widow. 

Henry's  death  reminds  me  of  a  strange  illustration  of 
what  life  in  New  York  is.  One  evening  as  I  was  dressing 
for  dinner,  a  card  was  brought  me,  asking  me  to  act  as 
pall-bearer  for  Henry  Draper.  I  turned  it  over  to  see 
what  joke  he  was  playing,  probably  expecting  to  find  some 
queerly  associated  invitation  to  dinner.     But  the  other 
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side  was  a  blank.  I  went  down  to  see  the  messenger,  and 
it  was  no  joke.  I  had  dined  at  the  Drapers'  within  a 
week,  and  did  not  even  know  that  Henry  was  ill.  He  had 
died  of  pneumonia.  Such  is  life  between  intimate  friends 
in  New  York. 

Remembering  Draper  and  Marsh  together,  recalls  an 
interesting  and  even  important  bit  of  information.  They 
two  and  Alexander  Agassiz  were  all  dining  with  me  one 
night,  when  each  of  them  asseverated  that  if  he  had  not 
early  come  into  a  fortune,  he  would  never  have  done  any- 
thing in  science.  I  doubt  this:  for  I  think  the  genius  of 
each  one  of  them  was  too  great  to  be  suppressed.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  however,  Agassiz  said  that  when  he  had  grown 
up,  his  father  took  it  for  granted  that  he  would  at  once 
follow  in  the  paternal  footsteps,  but  that  Alex  declared: 
**No,  I've  got  to  make  a  fortune  first:  I've  seen  enough 
of  poverty  in  our  family."  So  he  went  out  and  made  his 
fortune,  partly,  I  believe,  by  marrying  some  of  it,  as 
Draper  did.  But  Agassiz  added  largely  to  it.  Godkin 
told  me  that  Agassiz  told  him  perfectly  candidly  that  he 
did  not  hesitate  to  buy  legislation  in  the  Calumet  and 
Hecla  interest,  justifying  himself,  I  suppose,  by  buying 
only  good  legislation. 

I  I  remember  with  much  pleasure  a  Sunday  afternoon 
walk  with  him  and  Pumpelly  on  Riverside  Drive  soon 
after  it  was  opened,  and  Agassiz  comparing  it  favorably 
with  the  Chiaja  at  Naples.  Alex  Agassiz  was  dark,  spare 
and  tall,  not  nearly  as  heavy  as  his  father,  nor  as  striking- 
looking.  He  was  excellent  company,  as  were  all  the  mining 
men  I  have  known  —  he,  Pumpelly,  Clarence  King,  the 
Hagues,  Marsh  too,  who  was  a  miner  of  fossils  —  the 
whole  bunch  of  'em:  they  see  so  much  of  nature  and  of 
human  nature. 

Among  the  young  men  I  knew  intimately  in  those  days 
were  three  who  became  as  prominent  in  politics  as  the 
three  I  have  just  named  already  were  in  science,  and  each 
of  them  too  married  a  fortune.    They  were  Bill  Whitney, 
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Whitelaw  Reid  and  John  Hay,  and  there  is  a  fourth  friend 
of  my  youth,  in  the  same  boat,  a  statesman  of  equal 
eminence  still  living.  Yet  I  have  never  said  to  any  of  my 
three  boys:  *'Go  thou  and  do  likewise." 

Whitney  was  at  Yale  in  the  class  below  me,  and  showed 
there  the  political  tact  which  made  him  Secretary  of  the 
Navy  and  put  him  in  control  of  the  democratic  party  and 
the  New  York  street  railroads. 

Draper  was  one  of  the  most  lovable  of  men,  and  pleasant 
to  look  upon,  of  medium  height  and  weight,  dark  hair  and 
eyes.  He  was  one  of  the  creators  of  celestial  photography, 
as  his  father  was  of  photography  itself,  having  made  a 
sun-portrait,  I  believe,  earlier  than  Daguerre.  Henry 
died  at  about  forty,  too  early  to  have  become  as  popularly 
known  as  Marsh  and  Agassiz.  I  shall  have  something  to 
say  about  his  home,  while  he  was  there  and  after  he  left 
it,  if  I  come  to  speak  more  fully  of  the  New  York  of  fifty 
years  ago.     Now  I'm  merely  episoding  away  from  Yale. 

In  the  class  after  me  was  Billy  Sumner,  as  the  men  who 
later  sat  under  him  as  professor  continue  to  call  him.  I 
didn't  know  him  intimately  at  college,  but  came  to  later 
when  I  published  most  of  his  books.  In  fact,  the  con- 
siderable congeniality  that  grew  between  us  did  not  exist 
in  college  days:  for  he  was  preparing  for  the  priesthood, 
while  I  distinctly  was  not,  although  it  was,  in  its  most 
** liberal"  aspect,  on  the  horizon  of  my  closest  friends.  Sill 
and  Shearer;  and  it  even,  in  some  troubled  days,  did  loom 
up  for  a  little  space  on  mine.  Shearer  actually  did  enter 
the  Harvard  Divinity  School,  and  I  have  a  faint  idea  that 
Sill  was  there  with  him  for  a  little  while.  But  Sumner's 
mind  was  very  different  from  theirs.  Their  minds  had 
wings  and  loved  broad  sweeps  of  generalization.  He  was 
inclined  more  to  statistics  perhaps  than  to  Imagination, 
less  apt  and  perhaps  less  able  to  see  at  a  glance  the  essen- 
tial facts  and  judge  from  them,  and  better  endowed  with 
patience  to  seek  them.  Such  men  begin  orthodox,  and 
Sumner  was  at  peace  in  his  Episcopal  pulpit  until  dis- 
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turbed  by  the  dishonesty  of  the  government's  issue  of 
paper  money  to  meet  the  expenses  of  the  war.  This  set 
him  to  studying  finance  and  the  contiguous  subjects, 
until,  in  his  patient  way,  he  reached  the  conclusion  that 
the  world  needed  the  truth  regarding  these  more  than  it 
needed  the  truth  regarding  immersion  in  baptism  or  even 
the  virgin  birth  and  sundry  other  statements  in  the  creeds  he 
was  teaching;  in  fact,  he  reached  a  state  of  mind  in  which  he 
exclaimed  (I'm  credibly  told,  though  I  don't  vouch  for  it) 
that  he'd  be  damned  if  he  was  going  to  preach  any  more. 
And  the  great  teacher  and  apostle  of  honesty  in  finance 
and  politics  took  the  place  of  the  propounder  of  dogma. 
He  retained  enough  orthodoxy,  however,  I  understand, 
to  *'pass  the  plate"  in  the  Episcopal  church  through 
the  remainder  of  his  days.  Probably  no  teacher  at  Yale 
ever  had  a  larger  or  more  enthusiastic  following,  or  did 
better  or  more  needed  work.  I  have  already  told  what 
provision  was  made  for  such  work  in  the  Yale  of  my  day. 
Probably  it  would  not  be  too  much  to  say  that  Sumner 
was  the  Moses  who  led  the  institution  out  of  that  Egyptian 
darkness. 

He  was  a  rather  tallish  man  for  those  days,  when  five 
feet  ten  was  the  equivalent  of  six  feet  now,  medium  color- 
ing, fine  brow,  though  not  so  noticeable  as  the  philologist 
Whitney's,  which  was  almost  too  fine;  and  he  was,  as  I 
remember,  a  pioneer  of  the  present  fashion  of  close 
shaving. 

I  went  to  a  class  reunion  (58th  year)  last  Commence- 
ment, and  although  I  had  been  to  one  three  years  before, 
I  was  simply  astounded  at  the  progress  (if  it  is  to  be  esti- 
mated by  buildings)  that  the  university  is  making.  The  in- 
stitution when  I  was  an  undergraduate,  consisted  of  seven 
brick  buildings  and  two  brownstone  ones  on  the  campus, 
for  undergraduates.  Besides  these  were  one  Sheffield 
Science  building,  the  Law  school  and  the  Medical  school. 
The  seven  brick  buildings  stretched  the  length  of  the 
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campus  in  the  middle.  Within  a  dozen  years  two  or  three 
stone  buildings  were  erected  on  the  edge  or  corners  of  the 
campus,  and  President  Porter  told  me  that  they  hoped  in 
time  to  complete  the  quadrangle.  That  was  the  wildest 
dream  I  had  then  heard  of,  and  I  wondered  if  I  should  live 
to  see  it  realized.  Not  only  has  that  quadrangle  been 
completed,  but  at  least  four  more,  and  a  fifth,  nearly  under 
roof,  is  twice  as  large  as  any  of  the  others.  Besides  these, 
I  saw,  last  Commencement,  at  least  ten  other  buildings, 
and  there  are  probably  several  that  I  did  not  see,  and  all 
in  sizes  and  architectural  richness  as  far  beyond  the 
buildings  of  my  time  as  our  ocean  liners  are  beyond  the 
packet  boats  on  the  canals  in  my  childhood.  And  though, 
in  spite  of  the  veto  of  my  time,  already  alluded  to,  the 
chapel  seats  have  long  been  cushioned,  the  war  then  and 
the  recent  one  have  shown  the  opposite  of  the  prophesied 
decreased  manliness  in  the  students. 

The  Civil  War  broke  out  the  year  before  I  graduated. 
To  those  who  were  not  mature  and  wise,  it  came  as  a 
bolt  from  a  clear  sky:  they  had  not  thought  it  possible. 
Nobody  was  prepared  for  it.  Even  judgments  about  the 
right  and  wrong  of  it  were  all  confused.  The  idea  of 
coercing  members  of  a  republic  was  a  puzzle  to  those  who 
had  not  thought  about  it.  I  think  I  said  sometime  back 
that  Frank  MacVeagh  had  to  study  it  up  before  deciding 
that  he  could  stand  with  his  government.  Most  of  us 
boys  didn't  even  know  how  to  stud}^  it  up :  the  Yale  of  that 
day  didn't  even  teach  how. 

The  recent  World  War,  on  the  contrary,  was  a  fact  years 
before  the  United  States  went  into  it.  The  result  was 
that  a  score  went  from  the  universities  to  the  World  War, 
where  one  went  to  the  Civil  War.  Most  of  the  compara- 
tively few  who  ultimately  did  go  waited  a  year  or  two  or 
even  three  before  going.  The  older  ones  contemplating 
professional  courses  went  right  on  through  them,  and  then 
some  went  to  the  war.    The  professional  courses  then,  how- 
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ever,  generally  took  but  two  years.  I  know  there  is  a  story 
of  some  small  western  institutions  where  all  hands,  teach- 
ers and  students  alike,  went  to  the  war;  but  if  the  story  is 
true,  probably  they  all  went  to  free  the  slaves.  As  the 
abolition  sentiment  in  Massachusetts  was  much  stronger 
than  in  Connecticut,  many  more,  I  think,  went  from 
Harvard  than  from  Yale  —  especially  as  Alassachusetts 
men  gave  the  first  blood,  to  the  mob  which  attacked  them 
as  they  passed  through  Baltimore.  But  even  at  Harvard 
the  Civil  War  record  was  nothing  to  that  of  the  recent 
war,  and  the  same  was  true  pretty  much  everywhere 
else.  I  think  that  to  a  considerable  extent  the  East 
and  the  West  changed  places  in  the  two  wars  —  the 
West  being  stronger  than  the  coast  in  the  Civil  War,  and 
the  Coast,  as  more  open  to  attack,  being  stronger  than 
the  West  in  the  recent  war.  However  that  may  be,  there 
was  no  such  universal  rising  in  the  earlier  war  as  in  the 
later  one.  In  the  former,  substitutes  were  freely  bought, 
and  even  municipal  funds  appropriated  to  help  poor 
people  with  dependents  buy  them,  and  drafts  were  often 
resisted,  while  in  the  recent  war,  they  were  virtually  not 
resisted  at  all.  Some  attribute  the  difference  to  the  mod- 
ern propaganda,  but  I  think  there  was  a  feeling  far  beyond 
the  reach  of  propaganda,  and  that  the  greatest  cause  of  all 
has  been  improvement  in  human  nature  —  this  with  my 
compliments  to  those  who  think  human  nature  does  not 
improve,  and  those  who  think  that  frequent  wars  are 
necessary  to  keep  alive  the  military  virtues.  If  they  say 
that  the  Civil  War  created  the  splendid  display  of  those 
virtues  in  the  recent  war,  the  answer  is  that  the  Civil  War 
was  fought  by  the  grandfathers  of  our  boys  who  fought  the 
World  War,  and  that  people  do  not  inherit  the  characteris- 
tics acquired  by  their  ancestors  —  which  latter  argument, 
however,  I  don't  believe,  even  if  my  disbelief  weakens  my 
own  argument:  there's  enough  of  it  left. 

And  now  we  will  leave  Yale  —  at  least  until  I  think  of 
something  else  I  want  to  say  about  it. 
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Somewhere  back  I  said  I  had  known  only  two  great 
teachers,  but  old  people  forget  many  things,  partly  be- 
cause they  have  many  things  to  forget.  As  I  forgot  my 
three  greatest  instrumental  musicians,  so,  among  my  great 
teachers,  I  forgot  Professor  Dwight  of  the  Columbia  Law 
School.  To  him  came  a  lot  of  us  from  Yale,  including  a 
large  proportion  of  those  who  didn't  know  what  else  to 
do  with  themselves :  that  sort  of  youth  generally  went  into 
law  then,  just  as,  I  understand,  they  go  into  Architecture 
now. 

I  have  always  understood  that  the  Columbia  Law  School 
began  as  Professor  Dwight's  private  venture,  and  that  he 
made  a  fortune  out  of  it,  as  he  deserved  to.  It  was  started 
in  one  of  the  Colonnade  Row  —  a  string  of  about  half  a 
score  of  houses  built  a  generation  earlier  by  a  group  of 
merchant  princes  on  Lafayette  Place  (now  Lafayette 
Street)  just  below  Astor  Place  and  opposite  what  was  then 
the  Astor  Library.  In  a  few  years  the  school  outgrew  its 
quarters,  and  was  moved  down  to  the  corner  of  Great 
Jones  Street,  and  after  one  or  two  more  changes  it  reached 
its  present  superb  quarters  in  the  new  Columbia,  on  what 
Daniel  Gilman  christened  the  American  Acropolis. 

Professor  Dwight's  preeminent  power  as  a  teacher  is 
that  he  could  hold  a  seminar  of  fifty  men,  have  them  all 
questioning  and  debating  at  once,  never  lose  his  lucidity, 
let  alone  his  temper,  get  the  allotted  stint  for  each  exercise 
through  on  time,  and  retain  the  respect  and  affection 
of  every  man  in  the  class. 

The  Columbia  Law  School  was  the  parent,  though  Yale 
was  the  grandparent,  of  the  University  Clubs  which  are 
probably  the  most  important  social  feature  spread  through 
the  country  during  the  last  half  century.  By  the  way,  we 
badly  need  a  better  word  than  "society"  to  mark  off  the 
world  which  has  conventions  from  the  world  in  general. 
Frank  Kernochan,  who  graduated  at  Yale  in  '6i,  and  his 
brother  Fred  of  '63,  lived  with  their  father  on  the  north- 
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west  corner  of  Second  Avenue  and  Ninth  Street,  a  region 
which  had  not  then  quite  parted  with  its  social  prestige  to 
Fifth  Avenue.  Those  two  fellows  came  down  to  the  Co- 
lumbia Law  School,  as  it  seems  to  me  pretty  much  every- 
body did  from  Yale  at  that  time.  The  Kernochan  house 
had  at  the  right  of  the  entrance  hall  a  little  reception 
room  papered  in  red,  and  the  two  Kernochans  got  about 
a  dozen  of  the  Yale  men  of  their  time  to  come  there  Satur- 
day nights  and  play  whist.  When  in  1865  this  *'Red 
Room  Club"  grew  into  the  University  Club,  Professor 
Dwight  was  its  natural  president,  and  from  it  are  de- 
scended all  the  University  Clubs  in  the  country.  They 
could  not  have  proceeded  from  fitter  or  worthier  sources 
than  Professor  Dwight  and  the  Kernochan  boys.  They 
were  not  only  model  gentlemen,  but  Frank  was  quite 
a  scholar,  with  a  happy  knack  at  Latin,  and  even  Greek, 
versification. 

The  club  came  to  grief  within  a  year  or  two;  its 
original  members  were  too  young  and  obscure.  Its  char- 
ter was  kept  alive  by  a  dining  club  until,  in  1879,  when 
the  members  had  made  money  and  reputation,  it  was 
reorganized. 

Then  our  first  club  house  was  on  the  southwest  corner 
of  Fifth  Avenue  and  Thirty-fifth  Street,  and  when  we 
negotiated  the  three-year  lease,  we  arranged  that  the 
average  four  thousand  dollars  rental  should  be  thirty-five 
hundred  for  the  first  year  and  forty-five  hundred  for  the 
third.  The  present  club  house,  which  is  the  property  of 
the  club,  subject  of  course  to  the  usual  mortgage,  repre- 
sents a  rental  of  probably  twice  as  many  thousands  as  the 
first  house  did  hundreds.  And  it  does  not  represent  a 
material  advance  during  the  club's  time,  any  greater  than 
the  educational  advance. 

After  the  first  year  of  my  law  course  (there  were  but 
two  years  then)  I  married,  thank  God  (I  wonder  how 
many  more  generations  it  will  take  us  to  express  such 
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emotions  in  less  anthropomorphic  ways!),  and  the  pros- 
pects of  building  up  a  legal  practise  did  not  meet  the 
exigencies  of  the  situation,  or  even  any  special  interest  of 
my  own.  At  that  time,  George  Palmer  Putnam,  owing  to 
the  sudden  death  of  a  partner,  had  suffered  some  incon- 
veniences in  his  Dublishing  business,  and  was  supplement- 
ing his  income  by  acting  as  United  States  Revenue  Col- 
lector, with  an  office  where  the  Flatiron  building  now 
stands  on  Madison  Square.  Among  his  clerks  was  a 
classmate  of  mine  who,  on  learning  that  the  inclination 
toward  publishing  with  which  Daniel  Gilman  had  inspired 
me  in  college  days,  survived,  introduced  me  to  Mr.  Put- 
nam. That  eminent  publisher  had  then  in  hand  an  elabo- 
rately illustrated  edition  of  Irvlng's  Sketch  Book,  a  larger 
undertaking  than  was  warranted  by  the  recent  accident 
in  his  affairs,  and  he  proposed  that  I  should  share  the  in- 
vestment with  him,  and  pick  up  what  incidental  knowl- 
edge of  the  business  I  could  by  watching  the  book's 
progress  with  the  printers  and  binders.  This  I  did,  and 
the  Christmas  season  of  1863  furnished  a  profitable 
market  for  the  book. 

Mr.  Putnam  was  then  engaged  in  publishing  The  Rebel- 
lion Record,  a  compilation  of  all  sorts  of  data  regarding  the 
Civil  War.  The  editor  was  Frank  More,  the  name-father 
of  Frank  More  Colby,  editor  of  the  International  Cyclo- 
pcedia.  A  third  party  in  interest,  who  was  attending  to 
the  details  of  publishing,  wanted  to  sell  out,  and  Mr.  Put- 
nam proposed  that  I  should  take  his  place.  This  too  I  did, 
but  the  Rebellion  and  the  Record  of  it  had  outgrown  all 
expectation,  and  all  chance  on  the  general  market,  so 
within  a  year  we  sold  out  to  Van  Nostrand  who  was  then  a 
specialist  in  military  books,  and  who  dazzled  me  by  the 
statement  that  he  had  been  making  twelve  thousand  a 
year!  In  these  days  that  would  be  a  very  modest  income 
for  the  head  of  a  publishing  house,  but  a  dollar  doesn't 
buy  as  much  now  as  it  did  even  in  those  greenback  days. 

In  '64  I  finished  the  course  in  the  Law  School,  and  while 
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I  was  looking  for  something  to  turn  up,  or  trying  to  turn 
something  up,  I  translated  About's  FHomme  a  rOreille 
Cassee^  and  took  it  to  *^F.  Leypoldt"  (as  he  announced 
himself),  who  came  over  from  Germany  a  few  years  before, 
and  had  already  published  in  tasteful  style  translations  of 
a  few  well-chosen  books  in  continental  literature.  He 
would  take  my  book  only  at  my  own  risk,  but  our  talk 
led  to  my  working  with  him  for  six  weeks,  at  the  end  of 
which  we  went  into  partnership. 

I  was  very  fortunate  in  both  my  leaders  into  business 
life.  To  neither  of  them  was  his  departure  from  strict 
honor  or  good  taste  conceivable,  and  both  were  of  excep- 
tional intelligence  and  energy. 

Publishing  in  America  was  a  queer  business  then.  As 
my  friend  Fred  Macmillan  (now  Sir  Frederic)  very 
candidly  said  to  me  about  1870:  ^'You  fellows  are  not 
publishers:  you're  simply  reprinters."  His  idea,  and  the 
proper  idea,  of  a  publisher  was  a  man  who  often  devises 
work  for  authors,  who  introduces  them  to  the  public, 
secures  for  them  what  publicity  he  can,  and  the  proper 
fruits  thereof.  The  American  publishers  of  those  days 
were  mainly  occupied  in  reprinting  the  books  of  English 
authors,  some  of  which  had  been  devised,  and  whose  public 
had  already  been  secured  by  their  English  publishers. 

The  business  was  perhaps  the  greatest  paradox  in  human 
experience.  At  one  end,  its  principal  material  was  not 
protected  by  law,  and  the  business  lived  to  a  large 
extent  on  what  was  morally,  if  not  legally,  thievery" ;  while 
at  the  other  end,  there  was  honor  among  thieves,  in  the 
respect  that  they  paid  each  other's  property.  The 
standards  of  the  trade  were  probably,  in  dear  John  Hay's 
phrase  **high-toneder"  than  they  are  now.  Just  as 
Palmerston  (Was  it.^)  said  that  if  there  hadn't  been  any 
Austria,  they  would  have  had  to  make  one,  so  as  there 
was  no  code  of  order,  the  publishers  had  to  m.ake  one. 
All  this  means  that  before  1891  there  was  no  law  to  protect 
foreign  authors,  that  American  publishers,  at  least  as  far  as 
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fiction  and  belles-lettres  were  concerned,  naturally  pre- 
ferred foreign  books,  for  which,  if  they  paid  at  all,  the  con- 
ditions were  mainly  in  their  own  hands.  But  although  no 
amount  of  payment  could  secure  them  any  copyright,  they 
gradually  evolved  among  themselves  a  habit  not  only  of 
paying,  but  of  leaving  the  man  who  first  reprinted  a 
foreign  book,  in  undisturbed  possession  of  it.  While  this 
usage  prevailed,  it  was  safe  to  pay  for  an  early  copy,  or 
advance  proofs,  of  a  foreign  book  in  order  to  reprint  it 
before  anyone  else  could. 

This  usage  was  called  the  *^  Courtesy  of  the  Trade,"  and 
while  it  lasted  there  was  as  high  a  tone  in  the  relations  of 
publishers  to  each  other  as  in  those  of  lawyers,  doctors  and 
parsons,  and  the  publishers  and  some  others  began  to 
speak  of  their  trade  as  a  ''profession."  There  now  hang 
side  by  side  in  my  office  the  portraits  of  William  H. 
Appleton,  Joseph  W.  Harper,  George  P.  Putnam  and 
Charles  Scribner,  and  I  never  contemplate  them  without 
thinking,  "What  a  fine  body  of  gentlemen  you  werel" 
Sons  of  all  but  Harper  are  in  the  trade  today,  upholding 
the  honorable  traditions  of  their  fathers. 

But  a  "profession"  has  certain  conditions  of  admission, 
and  certain  enforceable  regulations  of  its  members'  con- 
duct, while  anybody  who  can  get  credit  for  paper,  printing 
and  binding  can  be  a  publisher.  The  business  was  not  re- 
stricted to  Appletons,  Harpers,  Putnams  and  Scribners, 
and  their  like,  but  sometime  about  1870  "the  Assyrian 
came  down  like  a  wolf  on  the  fold,"  in  the  shape  of  a  man 
in  Chicago  who  started  a  Lakeside  Library  of  cheap 
pamphlets  like  the  weekly  papers,  in  which  he  printed,  as 
soon  as  it  appeared,  every  popular  novel  not  protected  by 
copyright.  New  York  was  not  to  be  beaten  by  Chicago, 
and  here  soon  appeared  the  Seaside  Library  which 
contained  not  only  the  successful  current  fiction,  but 
ranged  widely'  over  time  and  space  for  material.  The 
Harpers  soon  were  driven  to  publish,  in  similar  form,  a 
Franklin    Square  Library   but    as   they  would   not  print 
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books  previously  secured  hy  publishers  who  respected  the 
rights  of  their  fellows,  the  Franklin  Square  Library, 
although  the  Harpers  put  into  it  several  standard  works 
outside  of  fiction,  was  too  restricted  to  succeed. 

This  state  of  aff^airs  brought  all  respectable  publishers 
into  favor  of  an  International  Copyright  Law.  Indeed, 
some  of  them  had  been  in  favor  of  it  long  before.  It  was  I 
think  as  early  as  1864,  when  I  was  with  Putnam,  that  he 
and  Henry  Ivison,  a  publisher  of  school  books,  and  I  were 
associated  in  an  International  Copyright  League  with 
some  authors,  including  William  Cullen  Bryant  and 
Charles  Astor  Bristed,  and  probably  (I  can't  remember) 
Stedman,  Stoddard  and  Bayard  Taylor.  But  that  League 
accomplished  nothing,  because  some  leading  publishers 
and  virtually  all  the  printers,  preferred  free  piracy. 

But  as  already  said,  the  piracies  of  the  Seaside  Library 
brought  virtually  all  the  publishers  into  line,  and  a  league 
for  securing  International  Copyrights  was  formed  by  them, 
and  another  by  the  authors. 

About  1885  the  Congressional  Committee  on  Patents, 
gave  the  Copyright  Leaguers  a  hearing.  I  was  one  of  the 
committee  from  the  Publishers'  League.  Washington  was 
crowded,  but  not  of  course  because  of  our  little  interest. 
But  other  interests  crowded  Mark  Twain  and  me  into 
the  same  room  and  the  same  bed  at  that  good  hotel 
then  kept  by  a  mulatto  whose  name  I  forget.  There 
was  no  better  hotel  In  Washington.  Not  many  years 
later  I  happened  to  occupy  the  same  room  on  a  honey- 
moon. 

My  occupancy  of  it  with  Mark  is  the  first  I  remember 
of  our  acquaintance.  He  was  great  fun,  as  he  always  was 
before  he  lost  his  wife.  The  afternoon  of  that  day  in 
Washington  was  drizzly,  and  he  and  I  took  a  constitu- 
tional under  the  same  umbrella.  He  was  most  of  the  time 
talking  about  Blind  Tom,  a  famous  half-idiotic  Negro 
pianist  of  those  days.  Mark  said  he  never  missed  an 
opportunity  to  hear  him.    Tom,  it  appears,  used  to  solil- 
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oquize  about  himself  and  his  music,  and  Mark's  memory 
was  full  of  his  quaint  sayings,  of  which  Mark  poured  out  a 
stream  to  me,  and  so  vividly  that  I  can't  tell  today 
whether  I  ever  saw  and  heard  Tom,  or  whether  my  imagi- 
nation has  constructed  him  from  Mark's  account.  I  may 
as  well  tell  here  what  more  I  can  about  Mark.  He  must 
have  been  a  man  of  extraordinarily  quick  and  broad  sym- 
pathies: I  don't  remember  any  '* getting  acquainted"  with 
him.  He  was  one  of  those  men  whom  from  the  start  one 
seems  to  have  always  known  well.  I  remember  a  wonder- 
ful Sunday  afternoon  in  his  pretty  library  at  Hartford 
where  Governor  Jewell  took  Bill  Fuller  and  me  when  we 
were  spending  a  week-end  with  him  about  1880.  But 
I  can't  remember  a  thing  that  was  said.  I  remember,  too, 
a  musical,  much  later,  when  Mark  had  a  house  on  the 
southeast  corner  of  Fifth  Avenue  and  Ninth  Street,  where 
his  daughter  Clara,  later  Mme.  Gabrilowitsch,  among 
others,  sang.  On  going  away  I  said  something  to  Mark 
that  I  thought  was  awfully  funny,  but  his  answer  was  so 
much  funnier,  that  mine  no  longer  seemed  funny  at  all. 
What  either  of  us  said  I  haven't  the  slightest  idea.  This 
is  one  of  the  moments  when  I  half  wish  (not  more  than 
half)  that  I  had  kept  a  diary;  but  I've  always  got  to  bed 
late  enough  without  having  that  to  make  me  later,  and 
I've  always  wasted  time  enough,  without  the  large  share 
of  waste  that  a  diary  must  inevitably  involve. 

One  thing  Mark  said,  I  remember  distinctly.  When  one 
of  my  boys  who  now  measures  six  feet  two  or  three,  meas- 
ured about  two  or  three  feet  six,  his  mother  on  going  out 
one  afternoon  told  him  she  should  be  back  to  take  him 
somewhere.  She  was  detained,  and  when  she  got  home  she 
found  him  dressed  and  waiting  on  the  stairs  (it's  a  base- 
ment house)  and  he  greeted  her  with:  '^It's  dark  now,  and 
you're  a  liar."  Mark  and  his  surpassingly  lovely  wife 
dined  with  us  that  night,  and  my  —  may  I  say  ditto  .f*  — 
told  him  the  little  story  I've  just  written,  when  he  almost 
jumped  around  in  his  chair  and  flashed  out:  ^'You  didn't 
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punish  that  child?"  Vm  proud  to  tell  that  my  wife  was 
able  to  say  she  didn't. 

The  last  time  I  remember  seeing  Mark  was  at  a  dinner 
given  in  the  Times  tower  by  the  editors  to  the  editor  of  the 
London  Times ^  whose  name,  of  course,  I  forget,  but  it  was 
before  the  present  management.  If  Mark  said  anything 
funny  it  was  bitterly  funny.  The  burden  of  it  was  that  he 
was  growing  old,  that  the  future  was  dark,  and  that  the 
heart  was  gone  out  of  him.  This  has  often  puzzled  me, 
in  view  of  the  printing  of  so  much  matter  indicating  that 
in  his  family  were  known  psychical  experiences  which  have 
convinced  critics  fully  as  exacting  as  he,  that  there  is  a 
prospect  beyond  this  life  brighter  than  any  in  it.  That  a 
nature  so  sunny  as  his  should  have  found  the  prospect 
dark  is  doubly  pathetic. 

Fm  afraid  Mark  had  the  type  of  mind  seen  in  so  many 
excellent  and  able  men,  which  is  incapable,  as  things  now 
are,  of  an  interest  in  Psychical  Research,  or  of  imagining 
that  the  laws  of  Nature  go  any  farther  into  the  regulation 
of  the  individual's  life  than  the  length  of  his  nose.  I'm 
not  the  man,  however,  to  consider  that  that  type  con- 
notes a  necessary  lack  of  excellence  or  ability:  for  I  was 
of  it  myself  until  I  was  knocked  out  of  it  by  heavy  afflic- 
tion and  overwhelming  evidences  of  the  survival  of  death. 

At  that  hearing  before  the  committee  on  patents,  Mark 
was  surprisingly  noncommittal.  He  seemed  to  be  some- 
what under  the  influence  of  the  old-fashioned  New  Eng- 
land protectionism.  Among  the  powerful  advocates  before 
the  committee  was  James  Russell  Lowell.  But  it  took 
even  such  advocacy  half  a  dozen  years  to  get  the  bill 
through.  The  credit  of  it  was  due  principally  to  William 
W.  Appleton,  Richard  Watson  Gilder,  George  Haven 
Putnam,  Robert  Underwood  Johnson,  and  in  Congress, 
Senators  Lodge  and  Piatt. 

And  even  the  bill  we  did  get,  partly  owing  to  ** pro- 
tectionist" notions,  was  behind  that  of  other  countries; 
for  to  be  copyrighted  here,  a  book  must  have  its  type 
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set  and  be  printed  here.  There's  no  such  requirement 
anywhere  else. 

I  haven't  attempted  any  chronological  order  in  these 
notes,  but  have  let  topic  suggest  topic,  and  I  find  myself 
as  a  publisher  down  to  the  International  Copyright  law  in 
1 89 1  when,  now  that  I  have  reached  a  bird's-eye  view  of 
my  experience,  it  seems  to  me  that  my  real  career  as  a 
publisher  ended  with  my  wife's  death  in  1879.  I  realize 
that  after  that  I,  as  a  publisher,  never  created  anything 
worth  while.  It  was  her  influence  that  made  me,  while  it 
was  with  me,  phenomenally  successful  in  a  career  that, 
though  it  had  its  pleasant  features  I  embraced  only  as  a 
means  to  an  end.  It  is  hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say  that 
she  could  make  almost  any  man  do  almost  anything  — 
anything  worth  doing,  and  she  could  not  care  for  anything 
else.  I  now  realize  that  while  in  my  first  twelve  years  I 
created  the  Leisure  Hour  Series,  the  American  Science 
Series,  and  our  uniform  editions  of  Maine,  Mill  and 
Taine,  since  1879  ^^^  ^^^  successful  series  issued  by  our 
house  have  been  created  by  others  than  me.  This  partly 
because,  not  long  after  1879,  ^  reached  a  financial  position 
which  justified  my  giving  only  a  part  of  my  time  and 
thought  to  publishing.  What  creation  I  have  done  since, 
was,  up  to  1914,  as  author,  and  since,  as  editor.  Of  course 
the  books  in  the  various  series  I  created  did  not  all  appear 
for  many  years  after  the  series  began.  I  hope  all  this  has 
not  been  unduly  egotistical. 

Whoever  cares  enough  about  publishing  to  have  got  as 
far  as  this,  may  care  to  read  the  following  letter  which  I 
lately  sent  to  the  Publishers'  Weekly,  and  which  has  been 
seen  by  few  who  see  this: 

R.  R.  Bowker,  Esq.,  Publishers'  Weekly, 

My  dear  Bowker:  Formalities  do  not  come  natural  when  I 
write  to  the  family  organ  of  the  book-trade  in  memory  of  our 
dear  old  friend  Joe  Vogelius  —  even  the  formality  of  his  full 
name:  for,  like  Joe  Harper,  he  was  generally  spoken  of  by  his 
familiar  name,  as  good  and  generous  men  are  apt  so  to  be. 
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Many  of  the  older  men  in  the  trade  will  be  glad  to  read  a 
word  about  him,  and  a  note  on  his  career  may  be  of  value  to  the 
younger  ones. 

When,  fifty-five  years  ago,  I  entered  the  publishing  house  of 
"F.  Leypoldt,"  it  consisted  of  a  loft  room  about  thirty  feet 
square  in  a  bank  building  on  the  northeast  corner  of  Broadway 
and  Bleecker  street,  and  its  occupants  were  Leypoldt  —  a  fine 
scholar  and  a  true  gentleman;  Joe,  a  boy  of  about  twenty,  who, 
though  he  was  mainly  occupied  in  making  bundles,  was  in  soul 
as  good  a  gentleman  as  Leypoldt^or  anybody  else,  and  Charlie 
Seyer,  a  boy  of  a  dozen  years  or  so,  and  the  image  of  Edward 
Rowland  Sill,  the  poet,  which  was  the  most  poetical  image  I 
ever  saw  —  three  remarkable  people.  Leypoldt  and  Joe  worked 
out  their  natural  destinies:  Leypoldt  killed  himself  by  overwork 
in  building  up  the  Publishers'  Weekly,  which  you  have  de- 
veloped so  finely;  Charlie  Seyer  did  not  develop  into  a  second 
Sill,  but  reverted  to  the  pursuits  of  his  family;  and  Joe,  in  his 
old  age,  retired  from  the  business  with  an  ample  competency. 
He  had  done  his  full  share  in  expanding  the  personnel  of  four  into 
a  personnel  of  about  a  hundred,  and  the  quarters,  thirty  feet 
square,  into  an  uptown  office  a  hundred  feet  square  and  a  big 
wareroom  down  town  (of  which,  as  I  never  saw  it,  I  cannot  give 
the  dimensions),  and  branches  in  Boston,  Chicago  and  San 
Francisco. 

I  risk  what  seems  so  much  like  bragging,  because  Vm  writing 
for  the  younger  men,  of  what  Joe  did.  Honestly,  I  never  could 
quite  see  what  I  had  to  do  with  the  expanding,  unless  I  had  a 
trifle  of  the  great  gift  that  my  dear  old  friend  Carnegie  used  to 
say  accounted  for  his  success  —  the  capacity  to  associate  with 
him  men  abler  than  he  was. 

Well,  my  dear  young  friends,  I  easily  see  how  Joe  did  it.  In 
fifty-five  years'  constant  association  with  him,  I  never  saw  the 
slightest  sign  of  a  mean  feeling  or  of  sharp  practice;  everybody 
wanted  to  do  business  with  him,  because  everybody  knew  that 
he  considered  no  bargain  good  that  was  not  good  for  both  sides; 
he  was  never  mean  to  himself  or  anybody  else,  but  he  saved  his 
money.  Then,  beside  the  greatest  of  all  gifts  —  a  clean  and 
generous  soul  that  everybody  trusted  and  loved,  he  was  gifted 
with  untiring  energy,  a  wonderful  memory,  a  judgment  that 
saw  all  around  a  question,  and  a  quick  perception  of  things  that 
needed  doing.  When  he  was  a  boy,  and  I  would  say:  *'Joe, 
hadn't  you  better  do  so  and  so?"  his  answer  was,  probably  more 
often  than  not,  "It's  done,  sir." 
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In  the  early  part  of  his  life  he  had  many  domestic  sorrows, 
but  no  sorrows  could  make  such  a  man  chronically  unhappy, 
and  the  last  half  of  his  life  was  exceptionally  happy,  and  in  his 
old  age  death  came  to  him  gently  and  painlessly  to  remove  him, 
I  trust,  to  a  life  happier  still. 

When  one  lingers  on  his  memory,  the  realization  creeps  up 
that  the  mad  and  destructive  schemes  for  hurrying  the  world  to 
perfection  faster  than  it  can  go,  would  not  be  so  pestering  us  now 
—  would  be  plainly  superfluous,  if  the  world  were  already  made 
up,  as  there  is  hope  that  it  yet  may  be  —  of  such  men  as  Joe. 

All  this  has  brought  up  vividly  the  days  so  long  ago  when  you 
and  he  and  I  were  young  together,  and  when  I  became,  dear 
Bowker, 

Always  yours, 

Henry  Holt. 
Fairholt,  Burlington,  Vermont,  June  28,  1920. 

After  November,  1865,  when  I  came,  we  remained,  I 
think,  in  that  little  loft  only  until  May,  1866,  when  we 
went  onto  the  first  floor  on  the  Mercer  Street  corner  of  a 
building  owned  by  my  wife's  grandfather,  which  ran  from 
the  southwest  corner  of  Broadway  and  Broome  Street 
back  to  Mercer  Street. 

I  recall  Stedman,  Stoddard  and  Youmans  finding  their 
way  to  the  little  loft,  and  with  the  Broome  Street  corner  I 
associate  them  and  Dennett  and  John  Fiske.  John  was 
the  only  one,  as  far  as  I  remember,  who  came  on  business. 
I  published  his  first  book,  which  was  called  Tobacco  and 
Alcohol,  an  argument  for  their  moderate  use.  It  was 
expanded  from  a  review  he  wrote  for  The  World  of  James 
Parton's  '^Vill  the  Coming  Man  Drink  Wine.?"  The 
nearness  to  Boston  of  Fiske's  home  in  Cambridge  finally 
deterrr.ined  Boston  as  his  publishing  place,  though  our  per- 
sonal relations  lasted  as  long  as  he  did  here. 

Dennett,  who  was  literary  editor  of  The  Nation  and 
author  of  the  irreverent  article,  famous  at  the  time,  on  the 
Knickerbocker  School,  brought  Fiske  to  my  office.  Those 
who  knew  him  only  in  later  years  will  be  surprised  to 
learn  that  in  the  sixties  he  was  a  slight,  ethereal,  almost 
poetic  looking  fellow,  with  wavy  hair  and  a  thin  beard  — 
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all  of  which,  in  his  famous  years,  he  distinctly  was  not. 
I  have  already  given  my  recollections  of  him  quite  fully  in 
No.  26  of  this  Review. 

My  earliest  recollection  of  Stedman  is  his  saying  to  me, 
**You  ought  to  join  our  club.  You're  just  the  fellow  who 
would  care  for  it."  And  to  my  asking,  *^What  club.^"  he 
answered,  '^The  Century."  I  visualize  this  as  occurring  in 
that  little  Broadway  loft.  If  so,  it  must  have  been  in 
1866.  But  I  was  not  admitted  to  the  club  until  1868. 
Stedman  was  right;  I  was  just  the  fellow  to  enjoy  it:  it 
has  for  many  years  meant  more  to  me  than  anything  else 
outside  of  home.  In  1892  the  Author's  Club  took  a  kin- 
dred place. 

Stoddard  I  distinctly  visualize  in  that  same  little  loft. 
He  came  in  one  dark  wet  afternoon,  and  began  pulling 
books  from  the  hollow  chest  behind  his  shirt.  He  was  a 
tallish  fellow  and  the  number  he  produced  was  astonishing. 
Why  he  came  in,  and  why  he  pulled  out  the  books  I  have 
no  recollection.  But  I  do  remember  wondering  when  in 
the  world  he  would  stop,  and  whether  he  were  a  liber- 
prestidigateur. 

Another  time  he  came  into  the  Broome  Street  office 
when  two  or  three  men  he  knew  as  my  college  mates  were 
there,  and  exclaimed  **Ah!  Yale  fellows  well  met!" 

'  Stoddard  and  Stedman  produced  some  real  poems,  and  a 
poem  is  the  most  enduring  thing  on  earth.  The  pyramids 
are  crumbling,  but  the  Iliad  is  as  clear-cut,  physically 
clearer-cut,  than  when  it  was  written.  And  yet  I  find 
myself  wondering  how  many  of  those  who  read  this  will 
care  to  know  anything  more  of  Stedman  and  Stoddard. 

Stedman  was  a  lovable  fellow,  largely  because  he  was  a 
loving  fellow,  but  he  was  also  personally  attractive  —  a 
smallish,  clean-cut  chap,  blond,  Roman  nose;  full  of 
nerves,  energy  and  suggestion  —  enough  of  it  to  supply 
half  a  dozen  ordinary  business  men.  Was  generally  called 
a  banker,  but  called  himself  a  stock  gambler.  Made  two 
fortunes  in  Wall  Street,  and  lost  both  —  the  first  because 
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his  partner  gambled  away  the  securities  of  the  firm  behind 
Stedman's  back.  When  he  finally  retired  from  the  Stock 
Exchange  the  members  gave  him  a  magnificent  loving  cup, 
which  now,  on  state  occasions,  decorates  the  table  at  the 
Authors  Club.  He  left  it  to  us.  He  and  Stoddard  were 
among  the  founders.  Others  among  the  men  I  have  men- 
tioned or  shall  mention  were  Godkin,  Youmans,  Gilder 
and  Pumpelly.  In  one  of  his  cottages  at  Dublin  I  am 
writing  this  the  evening  after  his  venerable  person  and 
that  of  his  beautiful  daughter  who  was  the  model  for 
Thayer's  Charity,  were  driven  at  the  head  of  the  procession 
in  this  year's  local  horse-show.  Pumpelly  and  Charlie  De 
Kay,  who  also  has  been  the  husband  and  progenitor  of 
much  beauty,  are  the  only  survivors  of  the  founders  of  the 
Authors  Club.  To  return  to  Stedman,  which  was  always  a 
pleasant  thing  to  do,  though  I  have  a  sad  word  to  say 
about  him  after  a  few  more  pleasant  ones  (I  hope  I  am  not 
wandering  around  Sterne  fashion  so  that  you  find  it  hard  to 
follow  me);  he  was  in  London  when  I  was  in  1879,  and  I 
was  glad  and  a  bit  surprised  to  find  how  much  the  English 
lionized  the  American  poet.  I  shall  never  forget  the 
walk  he  and  I  and  a  few  other  fellows  had  on  London 
Bridge  one  night  after  the  most  Gargantuan  feast  I  ever 
participated  in  —  a  fish  dinner  given  by  Harry  Harper  at 
Greenwich.  Stedman  was  the  soul  of  the  company.  I 
was  under  heavy  affliction,  and  he  knew  it,  and  in  the 
kindness  of  his  heart  occupied  himself  chiefly  in  getting 
rises  out  of  me,  until  he  made  me  the  noisiest  man  at  the 
table.  One  day  some  twenty  years  later,  when  the  respon- 
sibilities of  the  Authors  Club  were  on  my  shoulders,  I 
telephoned  him  that  I  wanted  him  to  do  some  stunt.  His 
answer  was  substantially:  *'I  haven't  the  heart.  I'm  old 
and  sick  and  poor."  Three  hours  later  his  age  and  sickness 
and  poverty  were  all  gone,  and  his  loving  cup  was  ours; 
and  I  trust  he  knew  that  our  loving  memory  was  his. 

And  now  I  want  to  tell  you  a  queer  thing.     I  hadn't 
written  many  of  the  short  jerky  sentences  that  started  that 
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paragraph  before  I  said  to  myself:  ^^Why,  I'm  writing  in 
the  way  that  Stedman  sometimes  used  to  talk!"  That 
was  natural  enough,  as  I  was  thinking  of  Stedman.  But 
as  I  went  on,  I  noticed  that  although  I  was  sleepy  and 
stupid  when  I  picked  up  my  pad  and  pencil,  the  writing 
was  going  unusually  easily,  and  I  had  a  feeling  as  if  the 
dear  old  fellow  was  with  me.  The  facile  writing  was 
natural  enough,  too,  as  the  subject  was  interesting.  But 
soon  I  began  to  think  of  the  involuntary  writers,  and  of 
Mrs.  Piper's  first  words  when  I  saw  her  in  trance,  which 
were  in  a  man's  voice,  ostensibly  from  Phinuit:  ^^Fve  come 
all  the  way  from  the  spirit  world  to  see  you.  This  gentle- 
man is  a  medium  and  doesn't  know  it,"  and  I  said  to  my- 
self: **By  Jove,  I  wonder  if  Stedman  is  writing  this 
paragraph!"  I  don't  say  that  he  was  or  that  he  even  had  a 
hand  in  it.  But  if  anybody  comes  across  it  a  generation 
hence,  I'm  not  at  all  sure  what  he  will  say.  Certainly 
signs  are  accumulating  at  a  great  rate  that  there's  some- 
thing more  than  memory  and  imagination  in  such  writ- 
ing. The  difference  between  Stedman  and  me,  or  between 
anybody  else  and  anybody  else,  doesn't  seem  what  it  did 
before  telepathy  was  established.  Possibly  the  future 
man  may  think  he  has  reason  to  believe  that  no  soul  in 
this  universe  is  alone  by  itself  or  doomed  to  final  death. 

The  Editor. 


ENGLAND,  IRELAND  AND  ULSTER 

DISCUSSING  the  situation  in  Ireland  with  the  editor 
of  The  Unpartizan  Review  some  weeks  ago,  I  ex- 
pressed the  not  very  original  opinion  that  the  crux  of  the 
whole  question  was  the  loyalty  of  Ulster  to  the  British 
Empire.  A  good  deal  has  happened  in  and  out  of  Ireland 
since  that  conversation  took  place.  Reason  is  more  than 
ever  submerged  by  the  swirl  of  passions  on  both  sides;  the 
main  issues  are  more  hopelessly  obscured  by  a  cloud  of 
non-essentials;  it  is  even  not  an  exaggerated  fear  that  by 
the  time  these  words  appear  in  The  Unpartizan  Review 
the  bloody  work  at  present  going  on  in  Ireland  may  have 
developed  into  civil  war,  recognized  by  the  world  as  such. 
Nevertheless  the  fundamentals  of  the  problem  remain 
unaflFected.  From  whatever  angle  one  views  the  situation 
Ulster  sticks  out,  a  fact  as  stubborn  and  as  hard  to  override 
as  are  the  dour  folk  of  Presbyterian  stock  who  make  up  the 
bulk  of  the  population  of  the  five  counties  that  have  always 
grimly  opposed  Ireland's  claim  to  self-government. 

It  is  no  use  to  talk  to  an  Ulsterman  of  self-determination. 
He  replies  that  his  self-determination  is  and  always  has 
been  to  be  ruled  by  the  government  at  Westminster.  What 
is  sauce  for  the  goose  is  sauce  for  the  gander.  Nobody  has 
decided  where  self-determination  should  properly  stop. 
Hence,  says  the  Ulsterman,  if  Catholic  Ireland  is  entitled 
to  self-determination,  then  Protestant  Ireland  is  also 
entitled  to  it.  To  the  argument  about  the  rule  of  the 
majority,  the  Ulsterman  will  retort  that  in  the  first  place 
he  is  the  majority,  under  the  present  constitution  of  the 
Union,  which  was  duly  accepted  by  an  Irish  parliament 
elected  on  as  broad  a  franchise  as  was  customary  with 
parliaments  of  the  time;  and  in  the  second  place,  that  even 
if  he  is  not  the  majority,  the  rights  of  minorities  are  also 
sacred.    It  is  useless  to  assure  him  that  any  scheme  for  the 
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self-government  of  Ireland  will  make  ample  provision  for 
safe-guarding  the  rights  of  Protestant  Ulster  and  of  the 
rest  of  the  scattered  Protestant  population  which  looks  to 
Ulster  for  leadership :  for  the  Ulster  Protestant  simply  does 
not  believe  in  the  possibility  of  devising  any  adequate 
means  of  protection  against  a  Catholic  majority  in  an 
Irish  parliament.  To  entreaties  that  at  least  he  give  the 
thing  a  fair  trial,  he  replies  that  a  man  does  not  willingly 
take  a  dose  of  poison  simply  for  the  satisfaction  of  dis- 
covering whether  it  will  kill  him  or  not.  All  this  may  be 
unreasonable,  but  the  point  is  that  in  saying  it,  the  Ulster- 
man  is  desperately  in  earnest.  That  is  why  in  dealing  with 
Ulster  you  are  dealing,  not  with  a  theory,  but  with  a  fact. 
Finally,  when  driven  to  the  wall  .by  argument,  the  Ulster- 
man,  still  admitting  nothing,  proclaims  his  loyalty  to  the 
British  Empire,  and  points  to  the  record  in  proof  of  it. 

And  that,  after  all,  is  Ulster's  strongest  argument,  an 
argumentum  ad  hominem  —  to  the  man  in  the  English 
street.  Every  imperial  government  in  the  world  has  at 
one  time  or  another  brought  pressure,  if  necessary  armed 
pressure,  to  bear  on  some  part  or  faction  of  the  empire,  to 
compel  its  allegiance.  But  no  government  in  all  history 
has  made  war  on  a  section  of  its  empire,  to  compel  that 
section  to  renounce  its  allegiance.  That  is  the  obvious 
answer  to  those  sympathizers  with  Irish  independence  who 
complain  that  the  British  Government  shows  itself  willing 
enough  to  coerce  the  South  of  Ireland,  but  is  unwilling  to 
coerce  the  North.  It  may  be  bad  morality  or  bad  policy  to 
try  to  coerce  people  into  agreeing  with  you,  but  at  least  it 
is  understandable  and  reasonable.  But  to  try  to  coerce 
people  into  disagreeing  with  you,  is  the  negation  of  all 
reason.  There  was  a  time,  just  previous  to  the  war,  when 
it  looked  at  one  moment  as  if  the  British  Government 
might  do  this  very  thing  —  might  bring  armed  pressure  to 
bear  on  Ulster  because  Ulster  agreed  better  with  England 
than  she  did  with  Ireland.  The  Home  Rule  bill  had  been 
passed,  and  Ulster  was  preparing  to  resist  its  operation. 
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From  the  outside  the  whole  business  had  rather  a  theatri- 
cal air,  with  the  Ulster  volunteers  swearing  a  solemn 
covenant  to  resist  to  the  death;  but  there  was  nothing 
theatrical  about  their  intentions.  The  men  who  took  the 
covenant  solemnly  believed  that  death  was  preferable  to 
government  by  the  Catholic  majority,  and  they  were 
absolutely  in  earnest  in  declaring  that  they  would  fight 
rather  than  submit  to  it.  The  British  Government  dis- 
covered that  for  once  it  had  carried  its  traditional  genius 
for  compromise  too  far.  It  had  compromised  nothing 
except  itself.  It  had  passed  a  law  releasing  from  its 
immediate  jurisdiction  a  number  of  people  whose  most 
passionate  desire  was  to  remain  under  that  jurisdiction. 
If  the  Government  wanted  to  enforce  the  law,  it  would 
have  to  make  war  on  people  whose  principal  wish  was  to 
obey  the  British  Government,  and  none  other.  The 
possibilities  of  the  situation  were  too  absurd  for  real  life. 
Their  place  was  in  a  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  opera.  Carried 
to  its  logical  conclusion,  the  situation  would  have  resulted 
in  a  British  army  advancing  under  the  Union  Jack  against 
an  enemy  whose  casus  belli  was  a  passionate  loyalty  to 
that  same  emblem.  If  Lincoln  had  insisted  that  because 
the  North  disapproved  of  slavery,  therefore  the  South 
must  set  up  an  independent  state  of  its  own,  and  stew  in 
its  own  juice;  and  if  the  South,  passionately  declining  to 
listen  to  the  word  secession,  had  insisted,  even  up  to  the 
point  of  civil  war,  on  continuing  to  form  part  of  the  United 
States,  one  and  indivisible  —  then  there  might  have  arisen 
a  situation  not  unlike  that  which  confronted  the  British 
Government  early  in  1914. 

Immediately,  the  situation  was  saved  by  a  section  of  the 
British  army  politely  but  firmly  declining  to  fire  on  the 
Union  Jack  —  for  that  was  what  it  amounted  to.  Ulti- 
mately, it  was  saved  by  the  English  sense  of  humor,  which 
differs  from  the  Irish  sense  of  humor  in  having  a  percep- 
tion of  the  grotesque.  As  every  one  knows,  the  war  inter- 
vened as  a  deus  ex  machina  to  unravel  the  tangle  into 
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which  the  Government  had  got  itself;  John  Redmond,  as 
heroic  and  pathetic  a  figure  as  any  in  Ireland's  history, 
pledged  the  whole  force  of  Ireland  to  the  cause  of  the 
Allies,  and  there  was  a  brief  moment  when  the  future  of 
the  relations  of  Ireland  and  the  British  Empire  looked 
brighter  than  ever  before.  The  story  of  the  disappoint- 
ment of  those  high  hopes  is  the  history  of  Ireland  for  the 
past  five  years.  It  is  a  story  of  singular  ineptitude  on  the 
part  of  a  preoccupied  British  government,  and  of  sullen 
intransigeance  on  that  of  the  Irish  Nationalists. 

There  is  no  need  to  trace  step  by  step  the  tragedy  that 
has  ensued.  If  the  British  Government  had  displayed  a 
little  more  imagination,  or  had  been  less  preoccupied;  if 
the  Nationalists  had  been  more  ready  to  make  allowances, 
and  less  on  the  look-out  for  real  or  fancied  slights;  if 
Ulster  had  been  willing  to  lay  aside  for  the  time  being  some 
of  her  suspicions  of  her  Catholic  countrymen  —  the  golden 
opportunity  might  have  been  turned  to  good  advantage, 
and  John  Redmond  might  have  died  a  happy  instead  of  a 
heart-broken  man.  But  none  of  these  '*ifs"  happened. 
The  Government  made  almost  incredible  blunders  —  if  one 
may  believe  current  reports  —  in  recruiting  in  Ireland 
(such  blunders,  it  is  said,  as  the  sending  of  a  regimental 
band  through  the  South  of  Ireland  playing  Orange  tunes!) ; 
Ulster  went  her  own  grim,  suspicious  way,  and  the  Na- 
tionalists, declining  to  make  any  allowances  for  a  sorely 
harassed  government,  began  intriguing  with  Germany. 

I  have  harked  back  to  the  situation  as  it  existed  imme- 
diately before  the  war,  because  that  situation  envisages 
most  clearly  the  part  played  by  Ulster  in  the  chronic 
quarrel  of  Ireland  with  England.  A  government  ulti- 
mately can  go  no  further  than  public  opinion  will  take  it, 
or  than  it  can  take  public  opinion.  And  it  is  absolutely 
certain  that  public  opinion  in  England,  even  before  the 
war,  would  not  have  tolerated  the  armed  coercion  of 
Ulster  into  compliance  with  the  terms  of  the  Home  Rule 
Act.    England  at  that  time,  as  now,  was  perfectly  willing 
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to  give  Ireland  Home  Rule  if  Ireland  could  be  induced  to 
accept  it  peaceably;  but  England  has  never  been  willing 
to  force  Home  Rule  down  the  throat  of  Ulster.  If  Ulster 
would  accept  it,  the  English  Barkis  would  be  more  than 
willing,  just  as  he  would  be  willing  to  submerge  Ireland  in 
the  sea  for  ten  minutes  or  to  turn  the  government  of  the 
troublesome  island  over  to  the  United  States,  if  any  feas- 
ible method  of  so  doing  could  be  devised.  He  is  simply 
anxious  to  be  rid  of  the  problem  somehow;  to  get  it 
settled  in  some  way  that  will  not  imperil  his  own  safety, 
and  at  the  same  time  will  not  work  injustice  to  Ulster. 
For  Barkis  feels  himself  under  obligations  to  Ulster,  as 
indeed  he  is.  He  is  bound  to  Ulster  by  ties  of  race,  of 
religion,  of  sentiment  and  of  loyalty  to  a  common  flag. 
He  would  much  prefer,  if  he  could  honorably  and  safely 
do  so,  to  take  no  sides  whatever  in  the  Irish  controversy, 
but  since  he  is  compelled  to  take  one  side  or  the  other,  he  is 
going  to  take  the  side  which  sings  ''God  Save  the  King  " 
and  salutes  the  Union  Jack. 

If  that  was  the  way  the  average  Englishman  felt  before 
the  war,  the  feeling  has  been  intensified  tenfold  as  a  result 
of  the  war.    In  place  of  an  attitude  (doubtless  infuriating 
to    Irishmen!)    of    good-humored,    rather    condescending 
indulgence,  as  for  a  chartered  libertine,  which  for  years 
has  been  the  Englishman's  traditional  attitude  toward  the 
Irish,  one  finds  now  in  England  an  attitude  of  definite 
hostility  and  suspicion.     Before  the  war  the  Englishman 
never  believed  the  Irish  to  be  as  bad  as  they  were  painted; 
to-day  he  believes  them  to  be  worse.     Before  the  war  he 
was  inclined  to  think  Ulster  slightly  hysterical  in  her 
fears;  to-day  he  thinks,  reluctantly,  that  Ulster  was  not 
very  far  wrong.    The  average  man  of  any  country  is  not 
prone  to  spin  fine  distinctions,  and  perhaps  the  average 
Englishman  is  less  inclined  to  spin  them  than  some  others. 
He  distinguishes  only  between  broad  issues,  and  bases  his 
opinion  on  what  he  sees  before  his  eyes.    The  Englishman 
saw  Ireland  during  the  war.    He  thinks  that  he  saw  it  very 
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clearly^  and  in  the  judgment  that  he  pronounces,  the 
provocation  offered  to  Nationahst  Ireland  by  hope  again 
and  again  deferred  is  not  allowed  to  weigh  heavily  in  the 
balance  —  not  nearly  so  heavily  as  it  ought  in  strict  fair- 
ness to  weigh. 

The  net  result  of  the  war,  and  of  England's  interpreta- 
tion of  Ireland's  part  in  it,  is  that  the  average  Englishman 
feels  himself  more  than  ever  under  a  moral  obligation  to 
see  that  in  whatever  settlement  may  ultimately  be  made, 
no  wrong  is  done  to  Ulster.  At  the  same  time  he  is  more 
than  ever  determined  by  the  experience  of  the  war  to  run 
no  risk  of  allowing  Ireland  to  become  a  strategic  base  for 
operations  against  England  in  any  future  war.  There  is 
good  reason  in  both  convictions.  An  independent  Irish 
republic,  with  the  consent  of  England,  is  rendered  impos- 
sible by  Ireland's  geographic  position.  It  is  all  the  more 
impossible  in  view  of  her  record  in  the  two  struggles  for 
existence  which  England  has  fought  within  the  last 
century  and  a  quarter.  In  the  Napoleonic  wars  a  section 
of  Ireland  intrigued  with  the  French;  in  the  Great  War  a 
larger  section  intrigued  with  the  Germans. 

The  memory  of  Sinn  Fein's  attitude  during  the  late  war 
has  intensified  the  English  sense  of  obligation  to  Ulster. 
Ulster,  unforced  by  conscription,  contributed  of  its  man- 
hood to  the  armies  of  the  Empire  in  almost  equal  propor- 
tion with  England  herself,  while  Nationalist  Ireland  not 
only  failed  conspicuously  to  contribute  the  due  quota  of  its 
manhood,  but  denied  the  cause  of  the  Allies,  and  took  the 
opportunity  to  stab  England  in  the  back.  It  is  one  of  the 
many  tragedies  of  Ireland  that  the  heroism  of  the  Irish- 
men who  fought  loyally  for  the  common  cause,  and  the 
sacrifice  of  thousands  of  gallant  Irish  lives,  are  insufficient 
atonement  for  the  treachery  of  Sinn  Fein.  The  chivalry  of 
a  Willie  Redmond  does  not  obliterate  the  treason  of  a 
Roger  Casement.  The  fact  that  50,000  men  of  Irish  blood 
laid  down  their  lives  in  the  Great  War  does  not  change  the 
fact  that  others  of  the  same  blood  sought  to  annul  that 
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sacrifice  by  intriguing  with  the  enemy.  The  point  is  that 
if  Ireland  has  much  to  forgive  England,  England  has  also 
much  to  forgive  Ireland;  and  whereas  the  wrongs  that 
England  did  to  Ireland  happened  a  long  time  ago,  the 
wrongs  that  Ireland  did  to  England  happened  only  yes- 
terday. For  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  Irish  claim 
for  independence  differs  from  the  claims  put  forth  by 
Poland,  by  Hungary,  by  other  small  and  oppressed  na- 
tions in  the  past.  These  countries  had  tangible  grievances. 
They  were  definitely  oppressed.  But  Ireland's  grievances 
—  and  they  were  many  —  have  been  redressed.  For  a 
quarter  of  a  century  Ireland  has  been  not  a  step-child,  but 
a  favored  child  of  England.  Law  after  law  in  her  favor  has 
been  passed  by  the  Parliament  at  Westminster,  in  which 
Ireland  has  far  heavier  representation  per  head  of  popula- 
tion than  either  England  or  Scotland,  until  John  Redmond 
was  able  to  say  in  191 5  that  the  Irish  people  not  only  *'own 
the  soil,"  but  have  ** absolute  freedom  in  local  government 
and  local  taxation  in  the  country."  "  To-day,"  he  added, 
*'we  have  the  widest  parliamentary  and  municipal  fran- 
chise: the  congested  districts  have  been  transformed."  The 
Irish  grievance,  in  fact,  is  to-day  largely  a  sentimental  one. 
On  that  account  it  mav  be  the  more  difficult  to  cure,  but 
equally  certainly  it  is  the  more  difficult  for  Englishmen  to 
understand.  They  see  Ulster,  governed  by  the  same  laws 
as  the  rest  of  Ireland,  happy  and  contented  under  the  rule 
of  Westminster,  and  they  find  it  hard  to  believe  that  in 
Catholic  Ireland  the  sense  of  the  past  is  so  strong  as  to 
obscure  the  advantages  of  the  present.  They  see  Ireland 
rich  and  prosperous  as  never  before.  They  remember  the 
condition  of  Ireland  during  the  war,  and  contrast  it  rather 
grimly  with  the  condition  of  England.  While  England  was 
brought  perilously  near  to  the  point  of  starvation,  Ireland 
was  a  land  of  plenty.  England  gave  her  young  men  to  the 
army;  Ireland,  except  Ulster,  kept  them  on  the  farm,  and 
reaped  profit  by  selling  of  her  abundance  to  England. 
England  was  very  glad  to  get  Ireland's  surplus  at  any 
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price,  and  the  part  that  Ireland  played  in  producing  food- 
stuffs must  go  to  her  credit  as  a  war  contribution,  but  the 
Englishman  can  hardly  be  blamed  for  remembering  that 
the  people  who  attempted  to  stab  him  in  the  back  during 
the  war  were  themselves,  in  a  sense,  war  profiteers. 

Thus  every  consideration  of  sentiment  and  expediency 
inclines  the  Englishman  to  attach  more  and  more  impor- 
tance to  the  ties  that  bind  him  to  Ulster.  Ulster  was  loyal ; 
Ulster  gave  unstintingly  of  her  manhood  and  her  treasure 
to  the  common  cause;  the  suspicions  that  Ulster  has  always 
entertained  of  southern  Ireland  were  to  a  large  extent 
confirmed  by  the  conduct  of  Sinn  Fein.  If  England  turned 
her  back  on  Ulster,  she  would  be  guilty  of  the  betrayal  of  a 
proven  friend  into  the  hands  of  a  proven  enemy.  There  is, 
of  course,  a  large  body  of  opinion  in  England  which  looks 
far  more  favorably  than  this  on  Irish  nationalist  aspira- 
tions. There  is  even  a  considerable  body  which  would 
brush  aside  as  the  ravings  of  fanaticism  Ulster's  objections 
to  being  included  as  part  and  parcel  of  a  general  scheme  of 
Home  Rule  for  Ireland;  but  in  the  main  English  public 
opinion  will  only  go  so  far  as  Ulster  will  allow  it  to  go.  If 
it  were  a  question  of  England  alone,  Ireland  might  have 
almost  anything  she  wanted,  short  of  absolute  separation 
and  the  opportunity  of  affording  a  point  of  attack  for  a 
possible  enemy  of  England.  But  England  cannot  in  honor 
desert  Ulster.  What  Ulster  will  accept  England  will 
accept.  She  will  even  bring  moral  pressure  to  bear  on 
Ulster  to  induce  her  to  accept  more  than  she  is  inclined  to 
accept  at  present;  but  leave  Ulster  in  the  lurch  England 
simply  will  not  and  cannot.  Nationalist  Ireland  will  not 
hear  of  partition;  Ulster  will  not  hear  of  inclusion  under  a 
government  of  the  Catholic  majority;  England  will  not 
hear  of  separation  from  the  Empire.  The  question  is 
whether  a  positive  answer  can  be  found  to  those  three 
negatives  by  any  means  short  of  civil  war. 

Stanley  Went. 


RISING 

DO  you  see  man  as  I  do  ?    Do  you  see  a  god 
Mired  to  the  arm-pits? 
Do  you  see  red  hands  grasping  a  rock? 
Do  you  see  the  tortured  muscles  of  neck  and  shoulder 
Straining,  as  he  heaves  —  as  he  heaves? 
Do  you  long  to  set  him  free? 

"Poor  fallen  god!"  do  you  cry? 

You  are  wrong!  He  has  never  fallen! 

He  was  spawned  in  the  muck. 

The  muck  is  his  mother,  the  muck  is  his  father, 

The  muck  is  his  nest. 

He  could  live  there,  die  there, 

Submerged, 

Serpentine, 

Hidden  from  light! 

Why,  then,  does  he  heave  stained  shoulders 
Upward,  out  of  it? 

Why  is  that  slime-streaked,  godlike  face 
Uplifted? 

It  streams  with  tears. 

Surely  tears  have  cleansed  the  mud  from  his  eyes.  .  . 

Lee  Wilson  Dodd. 


380 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

Henry  James  Justified 

The  Letters  of  Henry  James.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Percy  Lubbock.  New  York:  Charles  Scribner's 
Sons. 

Almost  irresistibly  one  begins  the  reading  of  Henry 
James's  Letters  backwards.    That  is  to  say,  one  turns  first 
of  all  to  the  letter  to  Howard  Sturgis  under  date  of  Au- 
gust 4,  1914,  when  "the  great  public  blackness"  began  to 
loom,  and  reads  on  entranced  to  the  final  letter  of  No- 
vember 13,  191 5,  addressed  to  Hugh  Walpole  a  couple  of 
weeks  before  the  stroke  of  paralysis  which  was  the  begin- 
ning of  the  end.    It  is  a  sane  instinct  which  points  to  this 
method  of  reading,  for  in  the  hundred  odd  pages  of  letters 
written  during  these  fifteen  months  one  sees,  as  it  were, 
the  crown  and  fulfillment  of  Henry  James's  life.    One  sees 
at  once  the  justification  of  what  he  did  and  of  the  way 
in  which  he  did  it.     That  curious,  pent-in  existence  of 
the  voluntary  exile,  who  yet  never  seemed  thoroughly 
acclimatized  to  the  land  of  his  adoption,  receives  at  the 
end   its   triumphant  vindication  in  the   clarion   note  of 
these  letters  of  his  latest  months.     The  step  which  he 
finally  took  in  becoming  a  British  citizen,  and  which  it  is 
safe  to  say  he  had  never  even  contemplated  before  during 
all  the  forty  years  of  his  residence  in  England,  seems  in  the 
light  of  these  last  letters  as  inevitable  as  it  was  justifiable. 
"You  see,"  he  says,  in  a  letter  of  August  6,  1914,  to  his 
nephew,  Henry  James,  Jr.,  "how  I  talk  of  'we'  and  *our' 
—  which  is  so  absolutely  instinctive  and  irresistible  with 
me  that  I  should  feel  quite  abject  if  I  didn't."    And  to 
the   same  correspondent  nearly  a  year  later   (June   24, 
191 5),  when  the  decision  had  been  made,  he  writes: 

381 


382        The   Unpartizan    Review 

Hadn't  it  been  for  the  War  I  should  certainly  have  gone  on 
as  I  was,  taking  it  as  the  simplest  and  easiest  and  even  friend- 
liest thing:  but  the  circumstances  are  utterly  altered  now,  and 
to  feel  with  the  country  and  the  cause  as  absolutely  and  ardently 
as  I  feel,  and  not  to  offer  them  my  moral  support  with  a  perfect 
consistency  (my  material  is  too  small  a  matter),  affects  me  as 
standing  off  or  wandering  loose  in  a  detachment  of  no  great 
dignity. 

A  month  later,  when  the  final  step  had  been  taken,  reply- 
ing to  a  sympathetic  letter  on  the  subject  from  Henry 
James,  Jr.,  he  quotes  Martin  Luther  at  Wittenberg,  **I 
could  no  other,"  and  he  concludes  the  letter  with  character- 
istic whimsicality,  ''ever  your  affectionate  old  British 
Uncle." 

The  British  citizenship  was  but  the  sign  manual  of 
Henry  James's  conviction  as  to  the  rightness,  the  essential 
nobility  of  the  Allies'  cause  that  burnt  like  a  steady 
flame  within  him  from  the  moment  when  Belgium  was 
invaded.  From  that  moment  his  letters  seem  to  take  on  a 
note  of  inspiration  which  is  maintained  till  the  end.  He 
writes  not  only  with  an  almost  prophetic  fervor  but  with 
a  beauty  and  clarity  of  diction  tliat  is  in  striking  contrast 
with  the  awkward  involutions  and  convolutions  of  much 
of  his  later  style.  No  nobler  elegy  was  written  on  the 
infamy  of  Rheims  than  a  passage  in  a  letter  to  Mrs. 
Wharton  of  September  21st,  1914,  which  was  afterwards 
translated  by  M.  Alfred  de  Saint  Andre  and  read  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Academic  Fran^aise: 

But  no  words  fill  the  abyss  of  it  —  nor  touch  it,  nor  relieve 
one's  heart  nor  light  by  a  spark  the  blackness;  the  ache  of  one's 
howl  and  the  anguish  of  one's  execration  aren't  mitigated  by  a 
shade,  even  as  one  brands  it  as  the  most  hideous  crime  ever 
perpetrated  against  the  mind  of  man.  There  it  was  —  and  now 
all  the  tears  of  rage  of  all  the  bereft  millions  and  all  the  crowding 
curses  of  all  the  wondering  ages  will  never  bring  a  stone  of  it 
back!  Yet  one  tries  —  even  now  —  tries  to  get  something  from 
saying  that  the  measure  is  so  full  as  to  overflow  at  last  in  a  sort 
of  vindictive  deluge  (though  for  all  the  stones  that  that  will  re- 
place!) and  that  the  arm  of  final  retributive  justice  becomes  by 
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it  an  engine  really  in  some  degree  proportionate  to  the  act.  I 
positively  do  think  it  helps  me  a  little,  to  think  of  how  they  can 
be  made  to  wear  the  shame,  in  the  pitiless  glare  of  history,  for- 
ever and  ever  —  and  not  even  get  rid  of  it  when  they  are  mad- 
dened, literally,  by  the  weight. 

It  is  a  far  cry  to  turn  back  from  **the  affectionate  old 
British  Uncle"  to  the  '' desolate  exile"  of  thirty,  who  in- 
quires wonderingly  the  meaning  of  ''this  dreary  necessity 
of  having  month  after  month  to  do  without  our  friends 
for  the  sake  of  this  arrogant  old  Europe  who  so  little  be- 
friends us!"  Yet  a  perusal  of  these  letters,  dating  from 
his  twenty-sixth  year  to  the  end,  shows  pretty  conclu- 
sively that  in  ''arrogant  old  Europe"  he  found  the  milieu 
that  suited  him.  If  he  remained  to  the  end  —  and  was 
often  resentfully  conscious  of  it  —  caviare  to  the  general, 
he  nevertheless  made  himself  a  niche  which  was  all  the 
more  cosy  and  suitable  to  this  temperament  for  the  ex- 
ceptional position  he  occupied  as  something  of  an  exotic 
both  to  England  and  to  America.  It  was  a  niche  that  he 
could  hardly  have  discovered  in  his  own  country,  but  he 
found  it  to  perfection  at  Lamb  House,  Rye,  and  in  Cheyne 
Walk,  Chelsea.  More  and  more,  as  hopes,  once  fondly 
nourished,  of  achieving  a  "popular"  success,  faded  into 
the  background,  he  fell  back  upon  himself  and  the  pur- 
suit of  his  art  for  its  own  sake.  "I  believe,"  he  says,  in 
191 2,  "only  in  absolutely  independent,  individual  and 
lonely  virtue,  and  in  the  serenely  unsociable  (or  if  need 
be  at  a  pinch  sulky  and  sullen)  practice  of  the  same;  the 
observation  of  a  lifetime  having  convinced  me  that  no 
fruit  ripens  but  under  that  temporarily  graceless  rigor, 
and  that  the  associational  process  for  bringing  it  on  is 
but  a  bright  and  hollow  artifice,  all  vain  and  delusive." 
This  was  James's  method  of  declining  the  chairmanship 
of  the  English  Association,  but  it  serves  to  express  his 
view  of  the  obligations  imposed  by  his  art. 

It  was  after  his  failure  as  a  dramatist  that  James  def- 
initely began  to  turn  inwards  upon  himself,  to  look  for 
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his  highest  satisfaction  in  the  perfecting  of  his  art.  How 
bitter  that  failure  was  to  his  sensitive  spirit  one  learns 
from  a  score  of  letters  of  the  time.  It  was  all  the  more 
bitter  for  the  confident  hope  with  which  he  had  embarked 
on  the  enterprise  of  writing  for  the  stage.  He  had  pre- 
pared himself  with  meticulous  care.  He  boasted  his 
mastery  of  the  technique  of  play-writing:  '*I  have  made 
it  absolutely  my  own,  put  it  in  my  pocket."  Perhaps  the 
gods  of  the  gallery  were  revengeful  of  such  hybris,  or 
perhaps  Thalia  resented  being  termed  by  this  neophyte 
the  ^^vulgarest  of  the  Muses,"  or  perhaps  James  himself, 
devoid  of  a  real  flair  for  the  theatre,  pinned  his  faith  too 
slavishly  on  the  technique  of  which  he  was  so  inordi- 
nately proud  —  whatever  the  cause,  his  ^'Guy  Domville" 
was  virtually  hissed  off  the  stage  of  the  St.  James's 
Theatre  by  the  gallery  on  the  first  night,  and  lingering 
insecurely  for  a  month  thereafter,  achieved  finally  only  a 
modest  succes  (Testime.  The  incident  marked  the  definite 
close  of  James's  ambitions  as  a  playwright  and  his  definite 
return  to  the  medium  which  was  so  evidently  the  right 
expression  of  his  genius. 

The  two  volumes  of  letters  now  published,  with  Mr. 
Lubbock's  admirable  introduction  and  prefaces  to  the 
various  epochs  covered,  serve  as  the  continuation  and 
completion  of  Henry  James's  own  reminiscences.  As  Mr. 
Lubbock  well  says,  in  opening  his  introduction,  ^'When 
Henry  James  wrote  the  reminiscences  of  his  youth  he 
showed  conclusively,  what  indeed  could  be  doubtful  to 
none  who  knew  him,  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  any- 
one else  to  write  his  life."  These  full  and  complete  letters, 
redolent  of  the  artist  and  of  the  man  (and  the  two  were 
never  separate),  make  the  task  of  a  *'Life"  superfluous. 
Henry  James  has  revealed  himself  in  his  own  letters  as 
no  other  hand  could  possibly  hope  to  reveal  him.  He 
pleads  his  own  case  before  the  world,  a  case  for  the  urbane, 
unhampered  pursuit  of  art  for  its  own  sake,  and  he  calls 
in  testimony  a  cloud  of  witnesses  in  the  scores  of  friends 
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of  many  conditions  and  many  minds  to  whom  these 
letters  are  poured  out  in  so  generous  a  flood.  His  readers 
will  judge  his  case  in  the  light  of  their  individual  prefer- 
ences and  prejudices.  There  are  perhaps  occasions  in 
reading  these  volumes  when  one  is  tempted  to  set  down 
the  James  here  self-revealed  as  little  better  than  a  queru- 
lous dilettante  with  a  touch  of  genius;  there  are  times  when 
one  rages  at  the  almost  inextricable  locution  of  his  later 
style,  the  infinitives  split  to  infinity  and  the  Pelion  on 
Ossa  of  adjectival  qualifications  and  amplifications  —  and 
then  one  turns  to  those  wonderful  letters  of  the  last 
phase,  full  of  steadfastness  and  high  courage,  to  find  in 
the  moral  fibre  of  the  man  so  revealed  the  justification  for 
his  life's  devotion  to  an  ideal  of  art  that  may  have  been 
narrow  in  scope  but  was  crystalline  in  purity. 

Stanley  Went. 

Some  Brilliant  Inconsistencies 

Outspoken    Essays.     By  William   Ralph    Inge,   Dean   of 
St.  Paul's.    New  York:  Longmans,  Green  and  Co. 

Americans  ought  to  know  more  of  Inge.  We  suspect 
that  outside  our  branch  of  the  Anglican  Church  he  is 
known  here  very  little  if  at  all. 

This  book  is  queer,  paradoxical,  interesting  and  in- 
structive. Apparently  until  the  war  the  author  lived  in  a 
theological  and  even  metaphysical  atmosphere,  in  which 
he  produced  the  essays  on  Bishop  Gore  and  the  Church 
oj  England,  Roman  Catholic  Modernism,  Cardinal  New- 
man,  St.  Paul,  Mysticism  and  Modernism,  The  Indict- 
ment Against  Christianity,  and  Survival  and  Immortality, 
which  constitute  the  last  part  of  the  book;  and  when  the 
war  revolutionized  his  interests,  he  produced  the  first 
part  consisting  of  essays  on  Our  Present  Discontent,  Pa- 
triotism, The  Birth  Rate,  and  The  Future  of  the  English 
Race. 

The  word  evolution  hardly  occurs  a  dozen  times  in  the 
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book,  and  then  generally  incidentally.  But  like  so  many 
other  books  whose  authors'  training  has  been  mainly 
'^humanistic,"  it  is  saturated  to  a  degree  that  few  if  any 
such  authors  recognize,  with  the  evolution  philosophy, 
and  even  the  terminology  of  it. 
He  begins  by  saying: 

The  war  has  caused  events  to  move  faster,  but  in  the  same 
direction  as  before.  The  social  revolution  has  been  hurried  on; 
the  inevitable  counter-revolution  has  equally  been  brought 
nearer.  For  if  there  is  one  safe  generalisation  in  human  affairs, 
it  is  that  revolutions  always  destroy  themselves.  How  often 
have  fanatics  proclaimed  "the  year  one!"  But  no  revolution- 
ary era  has  yet  reached  "year  twenty-five."  .  .  .  Organized 
religion  remains  as  impotent  as  it  was  before  the  war.  But  one 
fact  has  emerged  with  startling  clearness.  Human  nature  has 
not  been  changed  by  civilisation.  .  .  Apart  from  the  accumu- 
lation of  knowledge  and  experience,  which  are  external  and  pre- 
carious acquisitions,  there  is  no  proof  that  we  have  changed 
much  since  the  first  stone  age. 

And  yet  in  this  book  he  has  essays  on  St.  Paul  and 
Cardinal  Newman,  he  has  read  St.  Francis,  he  lives  in 
the  country  of  Sidney,  Shakespeare,  Howard  and  Florence 
Nightingale,  and  in  the  epoch  of  Lincoln  and  Carnegie! 
He  goes  on: 

For  the  time  being,  the  world  has  no  example  of  a  strong 
monarchy.  .  .  The  victors  have  sprung  to  the  welcome  con- 
clusion that  democracy  is  everywhere  triumphant.  .  . 

The  three  Empires  collapsed  in  hideous  chaos  as  soon  as 
they  deposed  their  monarchs.  In  the  case  of  Russia  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  imagine  any  recovery  until  the  monarchy  is  restored; 
and  Germany  would  probably  be  well-advised  to  choose  some 
member  of  the  imperial  family  as  a  constitutional  sovereign. 

France  in  the  i8th  century  and  again  in  the  19th  col- 
lapsed in  the  same  way,  and  called  back  members  of  her 
royal  families.  But  they  did  not  stay,  and  she  seems,  in 
the  20th  century,  despite  colossal  obstacles,  to  be  getting 
along  pretty  well.  Isn't  it  fair  to  expect  a  similar  ex- 
perience for  the  nations  now  in  chaos  .^ 
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Then  Dean  Inge  goes  on  to  state  the  case  against  de- 
mocracy in  six  points,  nearly  every  one  of  which  can  be 
made  more  effective  against  autocracy.  As  specimens: 
"It  does  not  bring  the  best  men  to  the  top."  Do  the  ac- 
cidents of  royal  birth .^  "It  is  a  victim  of  shibboleths  and 
catch-words."  Is  the  "divine  rights  of  kings"  a  shib- 
boleth.^ Is  the  word  "royal"  a  shibboleth  when  prefixed 
to  every  institution  from  the  learned  societies  which  few 
kings  can  understand,  down  to  His  Majesty's  breeches- 
maker.^  "  Vox  populi  vox  del  is  pure  superstition."  What 
is  the  aforesaid  "divine  right ".^ 

One  point,  however,  is  of  profoundest  importance. 

One  class  imposes  taxes  and  another  class  pays  them.   .  . 

Every  month  new  doles  at  the  public  expense  are  distributed 
under  the  camouflage  of  "social  reform."  At  every  election 
the  worldly  goods  of  the  minority  are  put  up  to  auction.  .  . 
Democracy  is  likely  to  perish,  like  the  monarchy  of  Louis  XVI, 
through  national  bankruptcy. 

We  hope  not,  because  despite  this  fundamental  incon- 
sistency in  our  system,  we  have  so  long  struggled  ahead 
somehow.  Yet  it  must  be  admitted  that  the  spending  by 
the  many,  of  the  wealth  that  has  been  created  and  saved 
by  the  few,  has  lately  been  rapidly  increasing,  and  it 
seems  now  a  race  between,  on  the  one  hand,  its  dissipation 
by  the  many,  and  on  the  other  hand,  enough  advance 
among  the  many  to  help  the  voting  majority  on  to  the  side 
of  the  present  few. 

Dean  Inge  continues: 

The  democracy  has  ethical  standards  of  its  own,  which  differ 
widely  from  those  of  the  educated  classes.  Among  the  ''poor," 
generosity  ranks  far  before  justice,  sympathy  before  truth,  love 
before  chastity,  a  pliant  and  obliging  disposition  before  a  rigidly 
honest  one,  .  .  Some  may  prefer  the  softer  type  of  character, 
and  may  hope  that  it  will  make  civilisation  more  humane  and 
compassionate.  .  .  Unfortunately,  experience  has  shown  that 
none  is  so  cruel  as  the  disillusioned  sentimentalist.  .  .  The 
popular  balderdash  about  [democracy]  corresponds  to  no  real 
conviction.    The  upper  class  has  never  believed  in  it;  the  middle 
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class  has  the  strongest  reasons  to  hate  and  fear  it.  .  .  The 
working  man  has  no  respect  for  either  democracy  or  liberty.  .  . 
There  was  a  time  when  he  thought  that  universal  suffrage  would 
get  for  him  what  he  desires;  but  he  has  lost  all  faith  in  constitu- 
tional methods.  To  levy  blackmail  on  the  community  under 
threats  of  civil  war,  seems  to  him  a  more  expeditious  way  of 
gaining  his  object.  .  .  The  trade  unions  are  largely  capitalists; 
they  are  well  able  to  start  factories  for  themselves  and  work 
them  for  their  own  exclusive  profit.  But  they  find  it  more  profit- 
able to  hold  the  nation  to  ransom  by  blockading  the  supply  of 
the  necessaries  of  life.  .  . 

Our  author  leaves  out  the  Important  points  of  the  need 
of  managerial  ability  as  well  as  capital,  and  despite  that 
need,  the  progress  of  cooperation. 

Elsewhere  he  says. 

Liberalism  rested  ...  on  a  belief  in  the  law  of  progress.  .  . 
There  is  no  law  of  progress. 

He  may  thank  his  stars  if  half  the  doctrines  he  preaches 
are  as  thoroughly  demonstrated  as  the  law  of  progress. 

The  whole  structure  of  our  social  order  encouraged  the 
measurement  of  everything  by  quantitative  standards.  Every- 
one could  understand  that  a  generation  which  travels  sixty 
miles  an  hour  must  be  five  times  as  civilized  as  one  which  only 
traveled  twelve.  .  . 

Belief  in  this  alleged  law  has  vitiated  our  natural  science,  our 
political  science,  our  history,  our  philosophy,  and  even  our  re- 
ligion. Science  declared  that  the  survival  of  the  fittest  was  a 
law  of  nature,  though  nature  has  condemned  to  extinction  the 
majestic  animals  of  the  saurian  era,  and  has  carefully  preserved 
the  bug,  the  louse  and  the  spirochaeta  pallida. 

We  dined  as  a  rule  on  each  other; 
What  matter?    The  toughest  survived, 

is  a  fair  parody  of  this  doctrine. 

While  Nature  was  thus  destroying  the  monsters  and  pre- 
serving the  bugs,  she  managed  Incidentally  to  evolve  man, 
not  to  speak  of  the  birds,  the  gazelles,  the  flowers  and  the 
immeasurable  beauties  of  the  tropic  seas. 
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He  goes  on  in  the  same  strain  with  his  political  prognosis : 

The  present  ideal  of  the  masses  seems  to  be  the  greatest  idle- 
ness of  the  greatest  number,  or  a  Fabian  farmyard  of  tame  fowls, 
or  (in  America)  an  ice-water  drinking  gynaecocracy.  But  the 
superstition  cannot  flourish  much  longer.  The  period  of  ex- 
pansion is  over,  and  we  must  adjust  our  view  of  earthly  provi- 
dence to  a  state  of  decline.  For  no  nation  can  flourish  when  it 
is  the  ambition  of  the  large  majority  to  put  in  four-pence  and 
take  out  nine-pence.  The  middle-class  will  be  the  first  victims; 
then  the  privileged  aristocracy  of  labour  will  exploit  the  poor. 
But  trade  will  take  wings  and  migrate  to  some  other  country 
where  labor  is  good  and  comparatively  cheap. 

We  wish  we  knew  where  that  country  is. 

And  yet  after  all  this,  we  hate  to  have  to  say,  unin- 
formed pessimism,  an  unescapable  consciousness  of  the 
overlooked  truths  that  make  against  it  forces  the  dean 
back  to  say: 

It  is  tempting  to  dream  of  a  new  Renaissance,  under  which  the 
life  of  reason  will  at  last  be  the  life  of  mankind.  Though  there 
is  little  sign  of  improvement  in  human  nature,  a  favorable 
conjunction  of  circumstances  may  bring  about  a  civilisation 
very  much  better  than  ours  today.  For  a  time,  at  any  rate, 
war  may  be  practically  abolished,  and  the  military  qualities 
may  find  another  and  less  pernicious  outlet.  .  .  The  art  of 
living  may  be  taken  in  hand  seriously.  Some  of  the  ingenuity 
which  has  lately  been  lavished  on  engines  of  destruction  may  be 
devoted  to  improvements  in  our  houses  ...  on  labor-saving 
devices  which  would  make  servants  unnecessary;  and  on  inter- 
national campaigns  against  diseases.  .  .  A  scientific  civilisa- 
tion is  not  impossible,  .  .  .  And,  if  science  and  humanism  can 
work  together,  it  will  be  a  great  age  for  mankind. 

The  remaining  fifth  of  the  essay,  even  if  it  does  take 
Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  seriously,  goes  on  in  a  better  vein.  With 
all  its  defects  it  is  a  great  essay.  We  have  involuntarily 
paid  it  the  willing  compliment  of  so  much  attention  that 
we  have  little  space  left  for  the  rest  of  the  book. 

Dean  Inge  is  heterodox  to  a  degree  that  makes  it  hard 
for  a  layman  to  see  how  he  can  remain  in  the  Church  of 
England  and  repeat  its  creeds,  and  count  himself  an  honest 
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man.  In  the  volume  before  us,  he  distinctly  expresses 
disbelief  in  the  virgin  birth  and  Resurrection  and  even 
in  the  vicarious  sacrifice.  The  phenomenon  of  such  un- 
orthodoxy  in  an  Anglican  priest  is  not  rare,  however, 
and  the  layman  can  concede  much  to  the  familiar  argu- 
ments for  supporting  religion  by  an  institution  (though 
Dean  Inge  is  skeptical  about  them),  for  the  influence  of  the 
churches  through  the  ancient  treasures  of  art  and  litera- 
ture inherited  by  them,  for  reforming  them  from  within, 
and  for  using  the  ritual  in  a  Pickwickian  sense  until  it 
sloughs  off  the  outgrov/n  items  a  little  at  a  time,  as  one 
church  dignitary  assures  us  it  has  long  been  doing;  those 
items  one  by  one  finding  their  way  to  the  end  of  the  Prayer 
Book,  and  then  dropping  off. 

It  is  interesting  to  watch,  in  the  essay  on  Roman 
Catholic  Modernism,  how  sympathetically  our  author 
can  recount  the  vagaries  of  a  number  of  men  with  whom 
he  has  much  sympathy,  without  himself  absorbing  the 
faintest  tinge  of  their  vagaries.  But  at  the  close  of  the 
first  paragraph  on  page  i6i  he  himself  politely  calls  them 
crazy.  We  do  not  believe  that  it  is  merely  their  voluntary 
ignorance  that  makes  scientifically-minded  men  unwilling 
to  spend  time  over  that  whole  class  of  vagaries;  and  Dean 
Inge  is  sufficiently  so  minded  to  make  his  doing  it  at  first 
seem  strange.  Yet  we  have  quoted  opinions  that  make 
it  seem  less  so. 

Dean  Inge's  treatment  of  Psychical  Research,  in  the 
last  essay,  lacks  what  his  treatment  of  progress  lacked  in 
the  first. 

H.  H. 

The  Race  Peril 

The  Rising  Tide  of  Color  Against  White  World-Supremacy , 
By  Lothrop  Stoddard.  New  York:  Charles  Scrib- 
ner's  Sons. 

The  general  thesis  of  this  volume  is  not  novel,  but  it  is 
here  urged  with  an  insistency,  an  elaboration  of  detail,  a 
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vigor  of  phrase,  which  are  calculated  to  startle  the  most 
indifferent  reader.  In  a  word,  the  supremacy  of  the 
white  race,  and  with  it  the  existence  of  civilization,  is 
imperiled.  First,  the  Russo-Japanese  War  shattered  the 
age-long  tradition  of  white  invincibility;  then  the  World 
War  advertised  to  the  colored  races  the  end  of  white 
solidarity.  ^'Through  the  bazaars  of  Asia  ran  the  sibilant 
whisper,  *The  East  will  see  the  West  to  bed!'"  And  this 
is  only  a  part  of  the  story.  Within  the  white  race  itself 
that  branch  of  it  which  is  of  highest  genetic  worth,  whose 
constructive  genius  has  always  been  the  germinal  source 
of  civilization  wherever  it  has  appeared,  is  today  threat- 
ened with  submergence  by  less  worthy  stocks.  For  when 
two  racial  stocks  come  into  competition,  it  is  the  better 
which  is  finally  supplanted;  or  if  they  amalgamate,  it  is 
again  the  less  valuable  stock  which  prevails  in  the  off- 
spring. 

What,  then,  is  the  remedy.^  First,  and  foremost,  the 
solidarity  of  the  white  race  must  be  reconstituted,  and  to 
that  end  "the  wretched  Versailles  business  will  have  to  be 
thoroughly  revised."  Secondly,  the  white  race  must 
abandon  its  tacit  assumption  of  permanent  domination 
over  Asia,  whose  profound  awakening  within  recent 
years  must  eventually  result  in  **the  substantial  elimina- 
tion of  white  political  control  from  Anatolia  to  the  Philip- 
pines." Thirdly,  and  by  way  of  compensation,  Asia 
must  be  made  to  understand  that  it  will  have  to  forego  its 
*Mreams  of  migration  to  white  lands  and  penetration  of 
Africa  and  Latin  America."  Fourthly,  '*even  within  the 
white  world,  migrations  of  lower  human  types  like  those 
which  have  worked  such  havoc  in  the  United  States  must 
be  rigorously  curtailed."  Finally,  our  political  education 
must  be  put  upon  a  new  basis.  We  must  recognize  that  not 
politics  but  race  is  "the  basic  factor  in  human  affairs,"  that 
not  environment  but  "heredity  is  paramount  in  human 
evolution,"  that  "men  are  not  and  never  will  be  equal"; 
and  we  must  develop  our  policies  in  the  light  of  these  facts. 
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High  appreciation  is  due  Mr.  Stoddard's  dramatic 
presentation  of  the  most  important  problem  of  today  or 
tomorrow,  which  is  not  to  imply,  however,  that  he  has 
avoided  all  the  pitfalls  of  the  enthusiast  and  special 
pleader.  His  statements  as  to  the  population  of  China, 
the  relative  rate  of  increase  of  colored  and  white  races 
today,  and  the  losses  resulting  to  the  latter  from  the 
recent  war  are  none  of  them  supported  by  as  good  au- 
thority (see  the  Scientific  Monthly  for  June,  1920,  p.  603 
following).  His  unvarying  scorn  of  the  hybrid,  like  his 
belief  in  the  purity  of  certain  race  stocks,  would  certainly 
meet  with  challenge  from  most  students  of  biology.  His 
emphasis  upon  '^the  explosive  force"  of  pressure  of 
population,  unattended  by  any  ferment  of  ideas,  is  con- 
tradicted by  his  own  showing,  in  implication  at  least,  that 
the  colonizing  efforts  of  the  British  race  in  the  seventeenth 
and  eighteenth  centuries  were  not  due  to  its  growth  of 
numbers,  but  vice  versa.  He  scoffs  at  the  notion  that 
the  virtues  of  a  people  can  be  transplanted  by  transplant- 
ing its  institutions;  yet  he  urges  that  "all  white  men, 
whether  professing  Christians  or  not,  should  welcome  the 
success  of  missionary  efforts  in  Africa."  He  carries  his 
adherence  to  the  Nordic  hypothesis  to  absurd  lengths,  an 
instance  of  his  extravagance  in  this  respect  being  fur- 
nished by  the  following  passage:  "Of  course  the  war 
bore  heavily  on  all  the  white  race  stocks,  but  it  was  the 
Nordics  —  the  best  of  all  human  breeds  —  which  suffered 
far  and  away  the  greatest  losses.  .  .  Everywhere  it  was 
the  same  story:  the  Nordic  went  forth  eagerly  to  battle, 
while  the  more  stolid  Alpine  and  above  all  the  little 
brunet  Mediterranean  either  stayed  at  home,  or  even 
when  at  the  front,  showed  less  fighting  spirit,  took  fewer 
chances,  and  oftener  saved  their  skins"  —  all  of  which  is 
offered  with  an  apparently  straight  face,  and  without  one 
iota  of  supporting  evidence. 

It  may  be  that  these  criticisms  do  not  substantially 
weaken  Mr.  Stoddard's  central  thesis,  but  there  is  another 
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criticism  of  which  this  can  hardly  be  asserted.  His  con- 
tention is  that  white  supremacy  —  indeed,  Nordic  su- 
premacy —  and  civilization  are  mutually  dependent 
phenomena,  and  that  the  loss  of  one  spells  for  the  world 
the  loss  of  the  other.  Yet  he  also  maintains  that  such 
facts  as  the  World  War,  Pan-Slavism,  Internationalism, 
Bolshevism  —  ''the  war  of  the  hand  against  the  brain"  — 
all  indicate  a  widespread  malaise,  a  weakening  of  fiber  in 
the  white  race.  Indeed,  he  holds  that  the  Nordics  do  not 
fit  into  ''the  altered  environment"  which  was  brought 
about  by  the  industrial  revolution,  albeit  this  in  turn  was 
the  direct  result  of  the  triumphs  of  Nordic  genius  and 
inventiveness.  The  implication  would  seem  to  be  that  if 
modern  civilization  is  to  be  retained,  the  work  of  carrying 
it  on  must  be  laid  upon  sturdier  shoulders.  To  make  his 
point,  Mr.  Stoddard  argues  that  "the  specialized  capac- 
ities which  particularly  mark  the  superior  races,  being 
relatively  recent  developments,  are  highly  unstable," 
with  the  result,  that  "when  a  highly  specialized  stock 
interbreeds  with  a  different  stock,  the  newer,  less  stable, 
specialized  characters  are  bred  out,"  and  "the  variation, 
no  matter  how  great  its  potential  value  to  human  evolu- 
tion," is  '^irretrievably  lost^  The  conclusion  does  not 
follow,  for  the  simple  reason  that  the  capacity  for  varia- 
tion of  a  vigorous  racial  stock  is,  or  may  be,  indefinite. 
Mr.  Stoddard  himself  laments  that  'Uhere  are  no  more 
white  barbarians. ^^  Does  he  suppose  that  if  there  were, 
they  would  at  the  outset  possess  the  "  specialized  capacities 
which  particularly  mark  the  superior  races ".^  Besides,  he 
himself  would  not  urge  that  such  specialized  capacities  — 
the  capacity  for  Bolshevism,  for  instance  —  are  inevitably 
beneficial.  Perhaps  he  would  have  done  better  to  eschew 
biological  and  ethnological  speculations,  and  to  address 
himself,  as  he  does  in  the  following  passage,  simply  to 
the  instinct  of  self-preservation: 

To    love   one's    cultural,   idealistic,    and    racial   heritage;    to 
swear  to  pass  that  heritage  unimpaired  to  one's  children;  to 
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fight,  and  if  need  be  to  die  in  its  defense;  all  this  is  eternally 
right  and  proper  and  no  amount  of  casuistry  or  sentimentality 
can  alter  that  unalterable  truth. 

In  the  course  of  illustrating  his  argument  Mr.  Stoddard 
has  compiled  material  which  is  frequently  interesting 
from  other  points  of  view.  For  instance,  one  brand  of 
Japanese  jingoism  is  exemplified  in  the  following  pro- 
nouncement: 

"  As  for  America  —  that  fatuous  booby  with  much  money  and 
much  sentiment,  but  no  cohesion,  no  brains  of  government  — 
stood  she  alone,  we  should  not  need  our  China  steed.  Well  did 
my  friend  speak  the  other  day  when  he  called  her  people  a  race 
of  thieves  with  the  hearts  of  rabbits.  America,  to  any  warrior 
race,  is  not  a  foe,  but  an  immense  melon  ripe  for  the  cutting.  .  . 
North  America  alone  will  support  a  billion  people;  that  billion 
shall  be  Japanese  with  their  slaves.'* 

This  was  written  in  1916. 

Edward  S.  Corwin. 


Muddling  It  Through 

The  Island  of  Sheep.    By  Cadmus  and  Harmonia.    Boston : 
Houghton  Mifflin  Co. 

A  well-known  British  writer  and  man  of  action  —  so 
the  publishers  interpret  for  us  the  mystery  behind  "Cad- 
mus and  Harmonia"  —  has  arranged  a  house-party  at  a 
country  home  in  the  Hebrides,  to  which  come  a  group  of 
English  people  representing  a  fairly  complete  assortment 
of  opinions  upon  the  questions  of  the  day.  An  American 
lady  with  her  friend  an  American  politician,  and  a  French 
general  of  idealistic  "temperament  who  proves  to  be  the 
completest  skeptic  in  the  company,  add  an  international 
flavor  to  the  gathering.  During  the  intervals  of  fishing 
and  tramping  this  varied  throng  discourse  of  the  matter 
nearest  their  hearts  —  how  shall  England,  emerging 
bruised  but  victorious  from  the  valley  of  decision,  make 
of  this  new  Peace  a  real  step  in  progress  without  too  great  a 
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disturbance  to  the  continuity  of  her  life.  True  Liberty  and 
Democracy,  Bolshevism,  the  League  of  Nations  and 
Imperialism,  the  apology  of  the  practical  politician,  and 
above  all  the  genuine  claims  of  British  Labor,  receive 
attention,  and  many  divergent  views  upon  these  subjects 
are  expressed. 

It  is  a  pleasant  combination  of  fiction  and  essay  in 
sprightly  form.  But  beyond  that,  to  what  end  is  all  this 
brilliant  talk.^  ''I  can't  help  feeling,"  says  the  hostess, 
*'that  if  such  very  different  people  can  come  to  an  under- 
standing, the  country  must  be  able  to  settle  its  worst 
troubles."  And  so,  if  all  men  in  this  confusing  world 
could  compose  their  differences  over  muihns  and  tea, 
there  need  be  no  more  real  issues  to  trouble  us.  Con- 
servative may  assent  to  the  programme  of  Socialist,  the 
landowner  may  complacently  listen  to  the  demand  for  a 
new  deal,  may  even  consent  to  hear  it  said  that  the  vested 
interests  are  due  to  an  overturn,  if  only  the  matter  could 
be  talked  out  among  good  fellows.  Macmillan,  the  min- 
ister of  the  kirk,  and  the  steadiest  thinker  of  all  the  com- 
pany, expresses  the  central  idea  of  the  book.  '^You've 
pulled  all  the  contradictions  into  the  light  of  day.  That's 
what  we  want.  Politics  are  a  collection  of  views,  most  of 
them  contradictory  and  nearly  all  of  them  true.  States- 
manship means  admitting  the  contradictions  and  paying 
due  respect  to  the  half-truths  and  tr}'ing  to  harmonize 
them.  The  fool  seizes  on  a  half-truth  and  exaggerates  it 
and  pretends  it  is  the  whole  truth  and  the  only  truth. 
It  is  the  part  of  wisdom  to  keep  your  balance  and  not 
take  sides." 

Such  is  the  dubious  philosophy  of  the  book  —  a  cautious 
opportunism  that  would  muddle  through  to  the  end,  with 
due  respect,  so  far  as  may  be,  for  the  British  State.  No 
reasoned  convictions  concerning  the  purpose  of  the  state 
ought  to  prevent  the  realization  of  the  dreams  of  the 
British  worker,  for  he,  it  seems,  has  made  the  greatest 
sacrifice  in  winning  the  war.    When  this  same  Macmillan, 
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in  uttering  wise  words  concerning  the  delicacy  and  the 
complexity  of  the  democratic  state,  demands  to  know  how 
spiritual  forces  will  preserve  themselves  in  the  material  fu- 
ture, he  is  informed  that  the  working  man  is  the  truest  con- 
servative, that  the  only  hope  of  democracy  is  to  make  it  an 
aristocracy,  and  that  the  English  laborer  is  but  reaching 
out  for  the  light  and  life  that  are  his  rightful  inheritance. 

Now  there  may  exist  a  mystic  relation  between  the 
English  worker  and  the  country  of  England,  but  the 
argument  of  our  house  party  is  certainly  not  convincing. 
Aristocracy  means,  or  should  mean,  a  superiority  of  ex- 
cellence based  on  self-discipline,  and  it  is  not  easy  to  see 
how  the  great  mass  of  men,  curbing  their  will  to  power, 
are,  as  the  world  now  is,  going  to  rise  to  another  plane  of 
living,  even  though  some  of  them  ''spend  their  evenings 
over  Plato." 

This  little  book  suggests  an  inevitable  comparison  with 
Mr.  Lowes  Dickinson's  A  Modern  Symposium^  written 
before  the  war  and  somewhat  different  in  character. 
Both  authors  in  their  conclusions  fall  away  from  the  true 
logic  of  their  positions.  Mr.  Dickinson  through  impatience 
with  our  stupid  economic  system  vaults  over  into  the 
ranks  of  the  Social  Revolutionists  when  every  reason 
cried  out  that  he  should  remain  a  humanist.  Cadmus  and 
Harmonia  fail  by  permitting  sentiment  for  the  cause  of 
the  workingman  to  interfere  with  the  working  out  or  the 
application  of  definite  principles.  At  least  so  it  seems  to 
one  whose  sympathies  have  not  been  caught  by  the  same 
objects. 

Percy  H.  Houston. 

Philosophizing  over  the  Ouija  Board 
Our  Unseen  Guest.  Anonymous.    New  York:  Harpers. 

The  author  says  (pp.  20-22) : 

Something  on  the  night  of  December  7,  1916,  caused  a 
ouija  board  to  spell  for  Joan  and  me,  "I  am  Stephen  L — ." 
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The  same  something  caused  the  ouija  board  to  spell  what  pur- 
ported to  be  the  facts  of  Stephen  L — 's  death.  On  January 
15,  1917,  something  prompted  the  ouija  board  to  look  for  a 
certain  book,  and  therein  was  the  story  of  a  real  Stephen  L — , 
how  he  had  died,  and  when  and  where;  and  the  statements 
of  this  story  were  the  same  as  those  of  the  narrative  that  had 
been  spelled  out  on  the  ouija  board  over  a  month  before. 

Obviously  the  chain  of  circumstances  is  extraordinary  only 
in  the  event  that  Joan  and  I,  prior  to  December  7,  1916, 
were  ignorant  of  Stephen  L — .  We  have  testified  to  that  igno- 
rance. To  the  best  of  our  knowledge  and  belief  we  were  ignorant, 
not  only  of  the  death  of  Stephen  L — ,  but  of  his  ever  having 
lived. 

Of  what  are  these  extraordinary  circumstances  evidence? 
On  what  basis  can  they  be  explained.^ 

Four  possible  explanations  suggest  themselves.  They  are: 
I.  Guess.  2.  Telepathy.  3.  The  subconscious-mind  theory. 
4.  The  spiritistic  theory. 

And  at  least  one  other  explanation  might  be  offered  —  the 
cosmic-mind  theory.  But  this,  it  w^ould  seem,  is  pure  theory, 
having  neither  traditional  nor  experimental  backing.  Perhaps  it 
can  best  be  discussed  later,  in  the  light  of  Stephen's  philosophy. 

The  author  is  greatly  mistaken  regarding  the  "tradi- 
tional" guesses  regarding  the  "cosmic  soul."  They  have 
played  a  very  large  part  in  philosophy,  the  cosmic  soul 
having  been  at  least  the  second  choice  of  nearly  all  the 
great  writers  who  have  tried  to  explain  these  phenomena. 

This  book  contains  two  or  three  other  indications  of 
personal  survdval  about  as  good  as  those  of  Stephen's. 
The  main  communicator  throughout,  however,  is  Stephen. 

The  first  half  of  the  book  consists  of  the  usual  run  of 
the  communicator's  experiences  here,  in  passing  over, 
and  in  the  alleged  life  beyond,  with  more  than  the  usual 
account  of  the  author's  skeptical  reasoning  regarding 
the  source  of  the  communications.  These  reasonings 
are  far  above  the  average  in  quantity,  quality  and  open- 
mindedness. 

The  second  half  of  the  book  is  given  to  the  exposition 
of  the  chief  communicator's  philosophy,  which  almost 
all  of  these  books  of  involuntary  communications  con- 
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tain  somewhere,  even  when  the  philosophy  is  only  that, 
or  less  than  that,  of  the  average  sermon.  The  philosophy 
of  this  volume  is  considerably  more.  But  it,  like  virtually 
all  the  others,  bears  strong  symptoms  of  being  at  bottom 
that  of  the  author,  perhaps  telepathically,  though  un- 
consciously, impressed  upon  the  medium.  The  medium 
here  was  the  author's  wife,  and  their  sympathies  were 
obviously  very  close. 

But  regarding  the  usual  philosophizings  and  moral- 
izings  in  the  volumes  of  involuntary  records  pouring 
upon  us,  there  should  be  considered  one  point  that  may 
yet  be  found  of  great  importance  in  unraveling  the  whole 
mystery.  There  are  accumulating  many  indications, 
of  which  this  book  gives  not  a  few,  that  what  may  pos- 
sibly come  through  a  medium  from  discarnate  intelligence 
—  from  the  cosmic  soul  if  you  please  (and  though  our 
author  does  not  please,  he  really  builds  up  the  cosmic- 
soul  theory  throughout  the  latter  part  of  his  book)  —  is 
really  limited,  as  well  as  generally  "colored,"  by  the  mind 
of  the  medium.  Therefore  supposing  a  mass  of  more  or  less 
discarnate  philosophic  conceptions  ready  to  flow  through 
the  medium,  those  that  would  succeed  in  "getting 
through"  would  be  those  conforming  with  the  mass  in 
which  the  medium  habitually  lives  —  which  the  medium's 
brain  fits  —  or,  in  this  case  more  especially  perhaps,  the 
brain  of  the  medium's  husband,  between  which  and  her 
own  there  seems  to  have  been  a  most  happy  conformity. 

The  first  half  of  the  book,  with  the  dialogues  of  the 
husband  and  wife  over  the  products  of  the  ouija  board, 
is  very  good  reading.  Whether  the  second  and  syste- 
matic philosophic  part  Is  equally  good,  is  a  mere  question 
of  taste.  Probably  some  readers  will  consider  it  the 
better  part. 

The  author,  obviously  a  man  of  reading  and  intelligence, 
starting  with  a  broad  and  ingenious  skepticism,  found 
himself  ultimately  forced  to  the  conclusion,  more  by 
Stephen's    philosophy    than    even    by    his    evidences    of 
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individuality,   that  he  is  the  discarnate   intelHgence   he 
purports  to  be. 

H.  H. 


The  Bogey-man  Again 

History  of  the  I.  W.  W.  —  A  Story  of  American  Syndical- 
ism. By  Paul  Frederick  Brissenden,  Ph.  D.  Second 
Edition.    New  York:  Columbia  University. 

The  I.  W.  W.  has  long  been  a  species  of  national  *^  bogey- 
man" which  has  puzzled,  alarmed  and  enraged  a  great 
many  people  in  the  United  States.  Dr.  Brissenden's 
study,  now  in  its  second  edition,  may  be  recommended  as  a 
cure  for  all  three  states  of  mind.  There  is  nothing  like 
cold  facts  and  figures  in  the  forenoon  to  dissipate  the 
nightmares  of  the  preceding  small  hours.  There  are 
facts  and  figures  galore  in  this  book  collected  and  arranged 
in  good  Ph.  D.  style,  and  while  they  make  a  pretty  heavy 
meal  taken  all  at  once  they  digest  well  enough  and  leave 
the  reader  with  a  clear  picture  of  the  subject  as  a  whole. 

The  premise  upon  which  the  I.  W.  W.  is  founded  is 
Marxism  pure  and  undefiled.  It  is  the  doctrine  of  the 
class-conflict  —  employers  growing  ever  richer  and  fewer 
and  employed  growing  poorer  and  more  numerous. 
Between  these  classes  there  can  be  no  compromise.  Ex- 
propriation of  the  capitalist  and  control  of  industry  by 
the  workers  is  the  only  remedy.  Whatever  means  will 
help  to  bring  about  this  result  Is  good.  It  is  not  a  case  of 
hours  and  wages;  it  is  a  case  of  abolition  of  the  wage  sys- 
tem. It  is  not  a  case  even  of  constitutional  ** industrial 
democracy";  it  is  a  case  of  pure  ^^proletarian"  rule.  It  is 
Socialism  in  its  simplest  form.  If  we  assume  that  the 
community  is  sharply  divided  into  two  classes,  the  em- 
ployer and  the  employed,  there  are  four  forms  of  organiza- 
tion open  to  the  latter  for  advancement  of  their  interests. 
There  are  the  ** shop-union"  (organization  by  factories) ^ 
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the  "craft-union''  (organization  by  trades)^  the  "indus- 
trial union"  (organization  By  industries) ,  and  "One  Big 
Union"  to  include  all  workers.  The  I.  W.  W.  plan  is  for 
"One  Big  Union"  departmentally  organized  by  industries. 
It  opposes  "shop-unions"  and  "craft-unions"  as  being 
un-revolutionary  and  ineffective  forms  of  organization. 
In  this  it  is  quite  logical.  If  its  premise  is  right  then 
Gompers  is  wrong,  the  American  Federation  of  Labor 
is  a  betrayal  of  the  worker,  and  the  revolution  is 
upon  us. 

But  Nature  says,  nego  majorem!  She  has  not  organized 
the  human  community  in  the  I.  W.  W.  way,  and  that  is 
why  the  Federation  of  Labor  grows  from  year  to  year  in 
membership  while  the  I.  W.  W.'s  "turnover"  looks  like 
that  of  a  war-industry  in  the  early  days  of  1918.  Perhaps 
the  most  significant  page  in  Dr.  Brissenden's  book  is  that 
on  which  he  concludes  his  study,  p.  350.  He  points  out 
that  "only  7.5  per  cent  of  the  locals  chartered  and  of  the 
individuals  enrolled  in  the  I.  W.  W.  have  remained  in  the 
organization.  This  means  an  average  annual  turnover 
(of  individual  members  and  locals)  for  the  past  ten  years 
of  133  per  cent.  As  the  table  shows,  the  commercial 
strength  of  the  I.  W.  W.  in  comparison  with  the  whole 
number  in  labor  organizations  and  the  whole  number 
gainfully  employed  is  very  insignificant."  The  author 
scouts  the  estimate  (made  by  the  Government  in  the 
trial  of  Haywood,  191 8)  of  200,000  members  as  being 
much  too  high  and  suggests  that  it  includes  all  those  who 
have  at  any  time  held  an  I.  W.  W.  card! 

There  is  not  much  in  this  to  frighten  anyone,  yet  many 
have  been  and  are  badly  scared  by  the  mystic  letters. 
Time  was  when  "Socialism"  threw  us  into  fits,  but  we 
have  got  over  that,  thanks  to  our  better  acquaintance 
with  the  Socialists.  It  is  time  that  we  came  to  our  senses 
as  regards  the  I.  W.  W.  and  gave  it  the  fresh-air  and  free- 
speech  cure. 

Thomas  F.  Woodlock. 
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A  Philosopher-Poet 

Sonnets  from  a  Prison  Camp.    By  Archibald  Allan  Bow- 
man.   New  York:  John   Lane;  The   Bodley  Head. 

The  volume  of  Captain  (now  fortunately  again  Pro- 
fessor) Bowman  stands  out  as  a  most  welcome  addition  to 
that  library  of  poetry  which  was  called  forth  by  the  war. 
He  has  written  not  in  that  freely  running  measure  in 
which  '*  Shakespeare  unlocked  his  heart,"  but  in  the  more 
highly  orchestrated  form  used  by  Milton  and  Words- 
worth, two  poets  with  whom  he  has  close  spiritual  affin- 
ities. But  the  distinction  of  his  work  is  not  in  its  form: 
though  he  does  occasionally  carry  through  the  sestet  of  a 
sonnet  with  a  large  and  full  tidal  sweep,  yet  few  of  the 
sonnets  are  flawless,  and  by  judicious  omissions  Captain 
Bowman  would  have  raised  the  general  level  of  his  collec- 
tion. Neither  are  his  poems  remarkable  as  a  picture  of 
war.  Its  pomp  and  pageantry  do  not  move  him,  nor  is 
there  any  amassing  of  horrors.  He  does  not  describe,  or 
satirize,  or  sentimentalize.  He  writes  rather  in  a  vein  of 
reflective  self-expression,  and  his  volume  is  remarkable  as  a 
record  of  the  lonely  adventures  of  an  earnest  and  pro- 
foundly educated  spirit  in  what  appeared  to  be  a  time  of 
disaster.  These  sonnets  stood  ''between  him  and  mad- 
ness," the  author  tells  us,  and  were  evidently  written  in 
days  when  he  had  plumbed  the  depths  of  his  emotional 
and  intellectual  life.  His  sonnets  give  us  therefore  the 
result  of  a  re-inventory  of  life  made  by  a  sturdy,  sincere 
intelligence  in  time  of  war's  relentless  tribulation. 

In  spite  of  the  circumstances  under  which  this  volume 
was  written,  it  would  be  a  mistake  to  believe  that  it  is 
in  any  sense  an  addition  to  that  school  of  "realistic" 
war  poetry  represented  by  such  younger  soldiers  as  Robert 
Graves,  Robert  Nichols,  and  especially  Siegfried  Sassoon. 
We  have  been  told  that  it  remained  for  them  to  tell  us 
what  modern  war  actually  is.  Much  that  has  been  written 
by  them  I  would  be  the  last  to  disparage.     They  have 
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given  us  a  new  picture  of  the  details  of  war,  its  outward 
aspect.  For  the  most  part  however  they  have  written 
in  a  mood  of  bitter  disillusion  from  an  exclusively  in- 
dividualistic and  ego-centric  point  of  view.  Literary 
tradition  had  emphasized  war's  dignity  and  glory,  its 
opportunities  for  personal  magnanimity  and  heroism. 
In  these  they  no  doubt  intended  to  participate.  Instead, 
they  found  war  an  ugly  conspiracy  against  the  individual, 
and  in  place  of  the  expected  pageantry  they  saw  trench 
mud  and  mangled  men.  In  what  Flaubert  called  ^'colics 
of  revolt"  they  tried  to  strip  war  of  all  its  disguises  and 
flummery.    Much  of  what  they  did  was  well  done. 

Of  modern  war's  ordinary  horrors  Captain  Bowman 
had  probably  supped  as  full  as  these  rebels,  yet  his  thought 
moves  habitually  in  far  wider  spheres.  Though  thrown 
back  upon  the  individual's  last  defences,  he  is  in  no  nar- 
row sense  ego-centric  and  writes  with  no  personal  re- 
sentment. He  ever  realizes  clearly  the  relation  of  the  one 
to  the  many,  and  his  attitude  is  therefore  far  more  ^^  cos- 
mic" than  theirs.  If  Captain  Bowman's  volume  lacks  the 
dramatic  appeal  of  much  of  Sassoon's  work,  it  is  on  the 
side  of  content  fully  as  necessary  for  him  who  would  under- 
stand war's  deeper  significance  as  well  as  its  more  im- 
mediate disgusts  and  disappointments. 

The  volume  opens  with  a  series  of  sonnets  dealing  with 

the  suspense  and  terror  while 

thought  drew  rein,  surmising  wildly,  when 
The  guns  spoke  murder  over  doomed  Estaires. 

This  is  followed  by  a  moving  account  of  the  last  great 
battle,  the  author's  capture,  and  the  march  back  through 
Lille  on  the  way  to  the  German  camp  at  Rastaat.  Then 
the  days  apparently  became  outwardly  eventless.  As  the 
later  sonnets  show,  however,  this  outward  loss  was 
compensated  by  an  inward  gain  in  spiritual  activity,  and 
in  the  sections  called  *^ Influences,"  ^'Watchwords  and 
Maxims,"  and  *' England  and  Oxford,"  we  find  sonnets 
giving  us  clear  and  striking  appraisals  of  the  spiritual  cur- 
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rents  which  had  found  their  confluence  in   the  writer's 

life. 

The  character  of  these  more  general  reflections  is  well 

illustrated  by  the  sonnet  on  the  State,  which  has  in  it 

more  meat  than  a  large  volume  of  Jellineck: 

Protector  of  the  spirit,  who  by  night 
With  hands  bent  round  it  lanthorn-like  dost  frame 
Against  the  wind  a  shelter  for  its  flame, 
Thyself  a  thing  of  spirit  and  a  light. 
The  Commonwealth!    Yet  in  thy  sovereign  right 
Thou  may'st  not  unrebuked,  unchallenged  claim 
To  be  the  First  and  Last,  a  holier  Name 
Than  thine  intoning  from  a  higher  height. 

For  blood  is  on  thy  hand  and  on  thy  head. 
And  war's  black  cloud  upon  thy  deep  dark  brow; 
And  in  thy  shadow  Socrates  lies  dead. 
And  though  awhile  it  needs  must  be  that  thou 
For  man's  unrighteousness  shalt  legislate, 
Man's  righteousness  will  yet  become  thy  Fate. 

So  too  a  sonnet  on  Tragedy  contains  in  essence  as  much 

as  a  chapter  of  Bradley  or  Bosanquet: 

Of  Tragedy  the  essence  and  the  goal 
Is  Vindication.    Fear  and  pity  close 
The  Tale  with  mourning,  but  the  issue  shows 
The  moral  order  master  of  man's  soul. 
And  as  its  slow  and  solemn  waters  roll 
Thunderingly  through  the  scenes,  a  sense  there  grows 
Of  some  high  Presence  working  in  these  throes, 
Whose  being  is  the  topic  and  the  whole. 

Thus  not  these  personal  griefs  alone  comprise 
The  theme  of  Tragedy,  that  theme  more  vast 
Than  its  own  content,  deeper  than  the  sighs 
Of  the  doomed  Titan  hounded  home  at  last  — 
The  Universe  in  action,  and  the  cries 
Of  Cosmic  Vengeance  closing  with  the  Past. 

It  would  be  a  mistake  to  believe  that  all  of  the  sonnets 
deal  merely  with  *^  haggard  abstractions."  They  touch 
also  upon  thoughts  of  home,  visions  of  spring  in  Scotland, 
and  one  especially  treats  in  a  high  Wordsworthian  mood 
the  sudden  joyous  sense  of  the  unity  of  all  nature  as  one 
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day  the  poet  sees  from  his  camp  the  mist  rise  from  the 
hills  and  remembers  keenly  the  same  phenomenon  seen 
in  other  days  at  home. 

To  those  who  seek  in  poetry  high  seriousness,  sincerity, 
and  intellectual  ardor,  this  volume  may  be  safely  recom- 
mended as  containing  not  a  few  sonnets  which  can  be 
enjoyed,  pondered,  and  reread  with  profit. 

Christian  Gauss. 

Humanism  in  the  Humanities 

Martial,  the  Epigrammatist,  and  Other  Essays.    By  Kirby 
Flower  Smith.    Baltimore:  The  Johns  Hopkins  Press. 

It  is  one  of  the  riddles  of  scholarship  that  classical 
literature,  which  by  definition  is  the  source  and  centre  of 
the  humanities,  should  have  produced  so  little  humanistic 
criticism  among  its  votaries.  Exegesis  of  a  kind  it  has 
called  forth  in  abundance,  from  the  apparatus  criticus 
to  the  mammoth  Handbook,  and  all  this  is  valuable;  we 
are  of  those  who  daily  thank  God  that  he  has  put  it  into 
the  hearts  of  some  men  to  write  dictionaries.  But  this  is 
still  only  the  scaffolding;  why  is  the  edifice  so  slow  in 
rising.^  Even  where  the  attempt  is  to  be  humanistic,  the 
seductions  of  pedantry  are  often  too  strong.  So  stately 
and  justly  lauded  a  work,  for  instance,  as  the  Croiset 
brothers  History  of  Greek  Literature  will  devote  the 
best  part  of  a  large  volume  to  exposing  the  inconsistencies 
of  the  Homeric  narrative,  while  leaving  the  reader  to 
guess  why  the  Iliad  is  still  the  greatest  of  narrative 
poems.  There  are  exceptions,  of  course.  The  English 
have  produced  a  few  books  of  genuine  value  —  notably 
Sellar's  volumes  on  the  Latin  poets  and  parts  of  Mure's 
History  of  Greek  Literature;  the  French  have  more  work 
of  the  kind  to  their  credit,  as  should  be  expected;  the 
Germans  have  none.  America  has  contributed  three  or 
four  scattered  essays  of  true  literary  quality,  but  what 
else.f*  When  you  stop  to  think  of  it,  the  poverty  of  our 
output  in  this  field  is  surprising  and  disgraceful. 
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All  this  Is  a  rather  long  exordium  to  a  short  notice  of  a 
volume  by  the  late  Kirby  Flower  Smith,  of  Johns  Hopkins 
University,  which  is  a  welcome  addition  to  our  scanty 
store  of  works  at  once  human  and  scholarly.  Perhaps 
the  sad  fact  that  the  best  three  of  the  essays  included  — 
those  on  Martial,  Ovid,  and  Propertius  —  could  find  no 
place  in  any  of  our  regular  commercial  magazines,  will 
help  to  explain,  though  it  will  scarcely  excuse,  the  faint- 
hearted attacks  of  our  scholars  on  popularity. 

We  shall  make  no  attempt  to  criticise  these  essays  in 
detail.  It  is  sufficient  to  say  that  the  Roman  epigram- 
matist and  elegiasts  are  here  treated  as  a  French  critic 
would  treat  a  group  of  his  native  poets.  They  are  living 
men,  having  the  bowels  of  humanity,  and  their  works  are 
seen  to  throb  with  passion  and  humor  and  wit.  No  small 
part  of  Professor  Smith's  success  may  be  attributed  to  a 
happy  knack  in  translation.  For  the  elegiacs  he  has 
adopted  the  swinging  measure  beloved  by  William  Morris, 
and  he  has  contrived  to  vary  its  cadences,  which  tend 
naturally  to  monotony,  with  a  good  deal  of  skill.  As  an 
illustration  we  take  these  lines  from  Ovid's  epistle  of 
Hero  to  Leander: 

So  when  the  day  is  over  and  kindlier  night  draws  nigh, 
And  stars  in  twinkling  radiance  are  glittering  in  the  sky, 
We  haste  to  light  the  beacon,  the  flare  of  which  is  wont 
To  guide  your  long,  long  journey  across  the  Hellespont. 
Then  come  those  hours  of  waiting,  and  womanlike  the  while 
We  turn  our  hands  to  spinning,  and  so  the  time  beguile. 
"Meanwhile  what  do  I  talk  of,"  you  ask;  well,  if  you  heard, 
YouM  say  that  one  ** Leander"  came  every  second  word. 
*'Dear  Nurse,  think  you  he's  left  yet?  or  that  he  is  afraid 
Lest  all  are  not  yet  sleeping,  and  thus  has  been  delayed.?" 
Poor  Nurse!  she  goes  on  nodding,  but  when  I  take  a  peep, 
I  fear  she's  not  assenting  —  but  merely  dead  with  sleep! 
Some  moments  pass  in  silence:  "He  must  be  swimming  now. 
His   arms  in   rhythmic   cadence   straight  through   the  waters 

plow." 
Some  lengths  of  yam  are  finished,  and  then  again  I  say, 
"Think  you  perhaps  by  this  time  he  may  have  come  halfway.?'. 
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And  then  I  mount  my  watch-tower  and  frightened  breathe  a 

prayer, 
If  any  breezes  find  you,  that  they  may  blow  you  fair. 
At  every  wind  that  whispers  my  heart  is  stirred  anew, 
And  every  sound  that  greets  me,  I  hope,  is  made  by  you. 
And  so  the  night  drags  onward  with  hours  that  scarcely  creep, 
Until,  worn  out  with  watching,  at  last  I  fall  asleep. 

Nothing  extraordinary,  you  may  say;  but  it  has,  you  will 
admit,  the  quality  of  being  right.    That  is  much. 

We  commend  this  little  volume  to  the  lover  of  letters 
for  its  promise  of  two  or  three  pleasant  hours,  and  to  the 
professional  classicist  for  the  emendation  of  his  soul. 

P.  E.  M. 
The  Social  Problem 

The  Unsolved  Riddle  of  Social  Justice.     By  Stephen  Lea- 
cock.    New  York:  John  Lane  Co. 

Mr.  Leacock  says: 

If  the  reader  is  to  be  ensnared  into  absorbing  something  use- 
ful, it  must  be  hidden  among  the  flowers.  Such  is  the  recog- 
nized method  by  which  the  great  unthinking  public  is  taught 
to  think.  Slavery  was  not  fully  known  till  Mrs.  Stowe  wrote 
"  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,''  and  the  slow  tyranny  of  the  law's  delay 
was  taught  to  the  world  forever  in  "  Bleak  House." 

Social  and  economic  theory  is  heavy  to  the  verge  of  being 
indigestible.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  a  gay  book  on  political 
economy  for  reading  in  a  hammock. 

Mr.  Leacock  has  himself  come  very  near  to  writing  such 
a  book.  In  fact,  during  the  early  part  of  his  work,  which 
is  mainly  descriptive  and  historical,  before  he  gets  into 
the  puzzles  and  profundities,  he  has  done  it.  His  well- 
balanced  antithetical  style,  his  apt  metaphors,  and  his 
flashes  of  humor  make  delightful  reading.  And  even 
when  he  does  get  into  the  puzzles  and  profundities,  he 
clears  them  up  as  successfully  as  any  writer  we  can  recall. 

It  is  one  of  the  very  best  of  the  recent  books  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  not  the  least  of  its  merits  is  that  it  is  short  — 
short  enough  to  attract  the  lay  reader,  yet  long  enough 
to  satisfy  his  needs.    If  everybody  addicted  to  best  sell- 
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ers  would  forego  just  a  little  one  to  make  room  for  this 
book,  the  sacrifice  would  go  far  to  save  the  country. 

The  author  justly  attributes  most  of  the  world's  eco- 
nomic miseries  to  the  fact  that  vastly  more  of  its  labor 
is  given  to  luxuries  than  to  necessities  —  that  "half-fed 
men  dig  for  diamonds,  and  men  sheltered  by  a  crazy 
roof  erect  the  marble  walls  of  palaces,"  and  why  they  do 
so,  he  attributes  to  values  being  fixed  by  "economic 
strength."  Those  who  possess  it  "  command  the  luxuries 
and  divert  labor  to  them."  Our  author  might  have  added 
that  follies  which  add  to  no  man's  enjoyment  except  that 
of  those  who  profit  on  them  at  the  expense  of  others  — 
mere  crazes,  probably  —  waste  as  much  as  luxuries;  for 
instance,  the  present  craze  for  advertisements  that  simply 
duplicate  and  offset  each  other,  leaving  the  parties  just 
where  they  would  have  been  without  them,  and  have  made 
reading  the  papers  a  nuisance,  and  have  multiplied  the 
price  of  paper  three  or  four  fold. 

Professor  Leacock  gives  a  remarkably  clear  demon- 
stration of  the  fallacy  of  the  classic  doctrine  that  value 
is  determined  by  labor  cost  —  the  fallacy  on  which  the 
laissez-jaire  policy  rests  —  and  shows,  perhaps  not  quite 
so  clearly,  as  already  intimated,  that  value  is  determined 
by  economic  strength.  This  we  understand  to  be  not  only 
strength  to  bid  up  what  is  desired,  but  strength  to  hold 
on  to  it  until  a  satisfactory  price  can  be  realized. 

Another  element  of  economic  strength  —  one  that 
within  a  couple  of  generations  has  revolutionized  the 
world  —  is  collective  bargaining.  But  there  the  laborer  has 
overestimated  his  strength,  and  already  begins  to  abuse 
It  in  attempts  to  force  the  majority  to  meet  his  demands, 
by  restricting  their  coal,  food,  clothing,  shelter  and  trans- 
portation. He  has  overlooked  the  fact  that  in  needing 
these  things  himself,  he  is  part  of  the  majority,  and  he 
has  arrayed  against  him  the  majority  including  himself, 
as  shown  by  increasing  dissensions  in  his  own  ranks. 

X. 


4o8        The   Unpartizan    Review 

Some  Practical  Economics 

Free  Trade,  the  Tariff  and  Reciprocity,     By  F.  W.  Taussig, 
New  York:  Macmillan. 

We  strongly  commend  this  volume  to  that  important 
class  of  readers  who  are  intelligently  grounded  in  eco- 
nomics, and  need  an  occasional  compendium  to  post  them 
on  the  progress  of  the  science.  Whatever  Prof.  Taussig 
writes  has  behind  it  the  fullness  of  knowledge,  breadth 
of  view  and  freedom  from  dogmatism  peculiarly  needed 
by  those  who  have  not  the  time  to  check  statements. 

This  volume  is  made  of  a  series  of  articles  and  addresses 
beginning  in  1892  and  extending  into  last  year,  with  such 
modifications  as  the  passage  of  time  has  suggested. 

They  deal  rather  more  with  the  science  as  applied  than 
as  constructed  by  theorizing  and  correlating  data. 

In  addition  to  the  topics  covered  by  the  title,  there  is  a 
refutation  of  the  mythical  story  of  Lincoln's  incursion 
into  economics  when  he  is  alleged  to  have  said  that  if  we 
bought  an  article  abroad,  we  had  the  article  and  the  for- 
eigner had  the  money,  while  if  we  bought  it  at  home,  we  had 
both  the  article  and  the  money;  and  the  chapter  contains 
not  only  a  refutation  of  the  story,  but  of  the  doctrine  that 
the  story  implies. 

The  final  article  on  Tariff  Problems  after  the  War  is 
of  course  specially  interesting.  It  begins  by  taking  for 
granted  that  the  fundamental  need  is  such  a  kind  and  de- 
gree of  provision  for  war  as  will  make  ample  preparation 
quick  and  easy.  The  only  industry  he  considers  in  this  con- 
nection is  that  in  dyestuffs,  because  it  can  be  turned  into 
munitions  overnight.  Germany  had  a  virtual  monopoly 
of  it  before  the  war.  Prof.  Taussig  thinks  that  the  war 
developed  the  industry  in  other  nations  so  far  that  there 
is  now  no  occasion  for  any  one  to  guard  against  a  serious 
danger  of  its  supply  being  cut  ofi^. 

Among  essentials  Prof.  Taussig  thinks  potash  the  only 
one  with  which  we  cannot  directly  supply  ourselves,  and 
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that  in  emergency  we  could  make  shift  for  it  as  a  by- 
product, and  provide  eflFective  substitutes. 

As  to  non-essentials  —  fine  textiles,  glassware,  ceramics, 
gloves,  brushes,  notions,  etc.,  etc.,  he  thinks  the  war  will 
tend  to  a  fostering  protective  policy,  and  that  one  to  a 
reasonable  extent,  will  be  justifiable,  but  that  it  would 
be  madness  to  cut  ourselves  off  to  a  large  extent  from 
cheap  goods,  and  especially  from  goods  which  would  invite 
our  exports  in  exchange. 

Prof.  Taussig's  knowledge  of  geographical  economics  is 
exceptional,  and  his  use  of  it  is  in  most  happy  contrast 
with  the  high  priori  web-spinning  and  dressing  up  of 
commonplaces  in  high  sounding  technical  language,  with 
which  more  than  one  inflated  reputation  in  economics 
has  lately  been  made. 

Prof.  Taussig  sets  a  splendid  example  and  one  still 
needed,  in  his  realization  of  the  tremendous  complexities  of 
his  subject.  His  method  is  not  of  the  sort  still  too  frequent 
of  laying  down  his  own  opinions  and  arguing  for  them, 
but  generally  he  states  both  sides  with  adequate  sym- 
pathy and  candor,  and,  perhaps  too  often,  leaving  the 
reader  to  draw  his  own  conclusions.  In  fact,  he  realizes 
to  a  degree  which  we  hardly  know  where  to  find  elsewhere, 
that  in  many  controversies  both  sides  are  right,  and  per- 
haps the  more  bitter  the  controversy,  the  nearer  right  each 
side;  he  also  realizes  that  which  side  ought  to  prevail  is  very 
generally  a  question  of  circumstances,  and  therefore  really 
more  open  to  wise  settlement  by  investigation  than  by 
ad  captandum  application  of  any  principle,  still  less  of 
any  dogma.  He  sums  up  the  situation  in  the  following 
golden  words: 

No  one  can  now  lay  down  the  lines  for  a  policy  of  tariff 
reconstruction.  .  .  It  is  possible,  and  certainly  much  to  be 
desired  that  some  matters  .  .  .  may  be  settled  on  non-partizan 
lines.  .  .  In  the  field  of  political  and  social  inquiry  we  have 
not  reached  that  stage  of  scientific  certainty  which  has  been 
reached  in  many  branches  of  natural  science.     But  the  term 
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"scientific"  may  be  used  in  a  different  sense  from  that  in  which 
it  impHes  established  principles  and  indubitable  truths.  In  that 
other  sense,  it  means  simply  that  we  shall  proceed  with  care  and 
method;  that  we  shall  be  accurate,  painstaking,  discriminating, 
shall  refrain  from  guess,  rumor,  exaggeration,  from  vague  and 
untested  general  statements.  We  proceed  in  a  scientific  way 
if  we  gather  all  the  information  we  can,  sift  it  with  care,  present 
it  clearly,  apply  it  intelligently. 

H.  H. 


EN   CASSEROLE 

N  onpartisanship 

Quite  possibly  the  American  paper  that  just  now  weighs 
most  in  proportion  to  its  bulk  is  the  little  Villager^  pub- 
lished at  Katonah,  New  York.  One  reason  for  its  pro- 
portional heft  is,  of  course,  its  small  size,  but  there  are 
other  reasons  too.  And  in  the  face  of  them,  we  are 
doubly  sorry  to  see  it,  in  its  issue  of  July  3,  falling  into 
such  language  as  this: 

Nonpartizanship  and  pacifism  are  the  same  stripe;  they  are 
the  philosophy  of  motives  as  opposed  to  the  philosophy  of  re- 
sults, the  philosophy  of  progress  by  cooperation  as  opposed  to 
the  philosophy  of  progress  by  the  testing  out  of  differences. 
Did  anyone  read  the  violent  invective  of  the  ''keynote"  speech 
at  San  Francisco  without  a  sense  of  its  incongruity?  Inexpli- 
cable jealousy,  feverish  animosity,  secret  intrigue,  and  political 
malice  were  some  of  the  charges  hurled  by  the  Democratic 
chairman  at  those  who  did  not  vote  for  the  particular  compact 
which  was  forever  to  hold  the  world  in  helpful,  profitable  peace 
and  harmoniousness.  .  .  Parties  are  the  machinery  for  uti- 
lizing the  political  resistance  without  which  there  would  be 
no  real  progression  in  a  democracy.  As  Professor  Ward  once 
said,  the  parties  that  think  they  are  opposing  each  other  are 
simply  working  together  for  the  accomplishment  of  an  end  of 
which  they  are  unconscious.  Every  student  of  political  affairs 
comes  to'deplore  those  periods  in  a  nation's  life  when  both  parties 
stand  on  about  the  same  platform,  and  when  there  are  no 
"issues"  and  so  no  opposition.  That  the  Germans  got  hold  of 
this  truth,  and  let  it  run  away  with  them  into  the  barbarous 
notion  that  slaughtering  is  civilization's  best  business,  does  not 
diminish  the  truth  any.  The  German's  fault  was  in  tearing  it 
away  from  its  natural  field  of  operation:  the  pacifists  who  bewail 
partizanship  are  from  their  side  doing  the  same  thing. 

We  have  met  talk  like  this  before,  though  never  from 
so  intelligent  a  source.  As  we  sail  under  the  banner  of 
Non-partizan  (only  the  accident  of  starting  with  the  name 
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Unpopular  led  us  to  adopt  the  negative  particle  Un  instead 
of  Non)  we  feel  called  to  the  defense. 

We  begin  with  a  general  denial.  ^^Nonpartizanship  and 
pacifism  are''  not  ''of  the  same  stripe,"  and  they  can  be 
demonstrated  to  be,  only  by  an  unjustifiable  definition  of 
nonpartizanship  —  such  a  definition  as  one  of  the  "lib- 
eral" weeklies  gave  in  a  good-natured  notice  of  our  change 
of  name.  It  said  in  effect  that  to  be  unpartizan  was  to 
refrain  from  taking  a  side.  Partizan,  we  submit,  means 
adherence  to  a  party  —  support  of  a  cause,  whether  you 
approve  it  or  not,  because  it  is  supported  by  a  party.  To  be 
unpartizan  is  to  refrain  from  taking  a  side  only  because  a 
party  chooses  it  or  does  not  choose  it.  It  is  partizan 
and  a  vice  to  choose  a  side  because  a  party  chooses  it;  and 
it  is  unpartizan  and  a  virtue  to  choose  a  party  because  of 
the  side  it  chooses. 

To  assert  that  in  supporting  a  cause  one  becomes  a 
partizan  of  that  cause,  is  of  course  justifiable,  but  that 
use  of  the  term  applies  only  to  the  particular  case,  and 
has  no  reference  whatever  to  the  general  idea  of  "party," 
while  using  the  term  in  describing  the  course  of  a  periodical 
refers  to  nothing  but  "party." 

If  not  to  choose  a  party,  is  to  stay  out  of  the  fight,  it  is 
probably  reprehensible:  but  to  take  a  side  in  a  fight  solely 
because  a  party  takes  that  side,  is  certainly  more  repre- 
hensible. 

The  Villager's  definition  of  Nonpartizan  or  Unpartizan 
seems  of  a  piece  with  his  intimation  that  the  advocates  of 
the  scheme  for  a  League  of  Nations  claimed  that  it  "was 
forever  to  hold  the  world  in  helpful  profitable  peace  and 
harmoniousness."  We  have  known  no  advocate  of  any 
consequence  to  claim  more  than  that  it  is  a  scheme  in  that 
direction  well  worth  trying,  that  the  opportunity  for  it  has 
cost  more  than  anything  else  in  human  experience,  that 
unless  the  opportunity  still  lingering  is  embraced,  much 
suffering  must  come  before  there  is  another  one,  and  that 
the  next  one  will  cost  even  more  than  this  one  did. 
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The  Villager  sometimes  says  profound  things,  and 
sometimes  they  are  true.  Sometimes,  for  instance,  it  is 
true  that  ** parties  are  the  machinery  for  utilizing  the 
political  resistance  without  which  there  would  be  no 
progression  in  a  democracy."  But  if  it  is  true  that  ''every 
student  of  political  affairs  comes  eventually  to  deplore 
those  periods  in  a  nation's  life  when  both  parties  come  to 
stand  on  about  the  same  platform,"  it  is  not  true  that 
*' happiest  are  the  nations  that  have  least  history." 

The  attitude  of  the  Villager  regarding  the  League  of 
Nations  has  been  a  puzzle  to  us  from  the  beginning,  and 
the  puzzle  has  been  made  no  easier  by  the  article  from 
which  we  have  quoted.  What  ''truth  the  Germans  got 
hold  of"  was  the  truth  that  "makes  a  desert  and  calls  it 
peace,"  but  it  does  not  follow  that  peace  exists  only  in 
deserts.  Neither  is  it  true  that  all  who  "bewail  partizan- 
ship"  are  pacifists;  but  it  is  true  that  many  who  bewail 
partizanship  have  loved  peace  well  enough  to  die  for  it. 

The  Storm 

The  alligators  were  roaring,  huge  prehistoric  creatures 
turning  from  their  hideous  wrangling  over  gobbets  of  bone 
and  flesh  to  raise  themselves  up  from  the  ground  and 
bellow  with  puffed  out  throats.  I  had  never  realized  how 
high  they  could  stand  on  those  legs  of  theirs,  like  dino- 
saurs, with  swinging  heads  and  trailing,  mailed  tails. 
There  was  something  uncanny  about  them  that  took 
away  one's  bVeath;  they  had  the  look  and  bearing  of  un- 
clean dragons,  exiled  tyrants  without  a  kingdom,  remnants 
of  a  conquered  people  still  refusing  to  admit  the  suzerainty 
of  the  mammals.  "They  smell  a  change  in  the  air,"  said 
the  keeper  at  the  alligator  farm. 

There  was  not  a  ravelling  of  cloud  in  the  sky  as  we  went 
out  on  the  long  beach.  The  white  sand,  so  fine  and  hard 
that  even  on  the  dunes  it  scarcely  sunk  beneath  our  feet, 
vibrated  blindingly  with  sunlight.  We  found  a  group  of 
spiky  palms  throwing  a  small  patch  of  shadow  in  which  we 
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could  find  shelter.  All  about  the  roots  was  a  network  of 
tiny  tracks,  the  print  of  midget  mice  we  guessed.  Far 
down  the  beach  the  long  breakers  were  coming  in.  There 
was  not  a  sail  or  smudge  of  smoke  on  the  horizon.  Around 
us  rolled  the  fine  outlines  of  the  dunes. 

We  unpacked  our  bundles,  pulled  down  our  hats  over 
our  eyes,  set  our  palettes,  balanced  the  turpentine  in  the 
sand,  stuck  clumps  of  brushes  into  our  laps,  and  gripping 
the  edges  of  our  boards  and  our  palettes  in  one  hand, 
pi-ayed  the  saint  of  painters  for  fair  fortune.  The  light 
was  almost  full  noon.  In  the  direction  we  faced,  sky,  sea 
and  sand  seemed  to  me  alike  white.  Had  I  had  more 
training  in  impressionism  I  should  have  remembered  that 
here  was  an  opening  for  using  the  prism,  faint  roses  and 
yellows,  cooling  and  deepening  into  greens,  blues  and 
lavenders.  I  should  have  outlined  my  dunes  with  a  line 
of  blue  to  turn  them  flat  with  the  hint  of  reflected  sky, 
kept  my  sea  in  its  plane,  and  melted  it  into  the  sky  with 
a  line  of  lavender.  But  I  did  none  of  these  things.  What 
ground  to  be  covered!  Phalanx  after  phalanx  of  paint 
faltered  and  failed  before  it.  My  dunes  swelled  like  tawny 
sails  against  the  sky.  I  scooped  hollows  of  shadows  into 
them,  and  changed  the  color  of  the  sea  for  the  fourth 
time.     I  made  a  purple  sky. 

Perhaps  the  sky  was  purple  there  in  the  distance.  Un- 
noticed mists  were  gathering,  unthought-of  catastrophes 
stirring  in  that  still  air.  Suddenly  a  wind  came  up,  driving 
the  sand  before  it.  The  fine  white  grains  blew  over  our 
painted  pictures  of  the  dunes,  real  sand  at  last.  Our 
hats  struggled  like  kites.  Clutching  boxes,  wet  palettes, 
wet  canvasses,  wet  brushes,  we  staggered  down  the  beach 
to  shelter,  porcupines  bristling  with  paint  and  sand,  in  full 
flight  before  the  coming  rain. 

As  we  passed  the  walls  of  the  alligator  farm,  there  was  a 
deep  silence  within.  The  roaring  had  stopped:  for  the 
alligators,  those  great  sons  of  the  water,  last  descendants 
of  the  flying  dragons  of  the  clouds  and  the  swimming 
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dragons  of  the  sea,  who  had  saluted  from  afar  off  the 
coming  of  their  master  the  storm,  in  his  presence  held 
their  peace.    And  for  ten  days  it  rained. 


The  Advertising  Bubble 

Some  people  who  have  advertised  have  made  a  great 
deal  of  money,  and  a  good  many  people  have  believed 
that  they  made  it  because  they  advertised.  In  some  cases 
they  did,  but  in  many  cases  they  did  not,  and  the  money 
making  was  merely  post  hoc.  Glittering  cases  attract  the 
most  attention  and  people  generalize  from  them.  Gold 
mining  attracts  the  most  people  in  proportion  to  the 
money  made.  Iron  mining  is,  in  the  long  run,  much  more 
profitable. 

Everybody  knows  that  of  late  there  has  been  much 
more  advertising  done  than  ever  before.  Despite  the 
scarcity  of  paper,  the  journals,  even  the  provincial  ones, 
are  bigger  than  before  the  war.  In  many  of  them  much 
more  space  is  occupied  by  advertisements  than  by  text; 
and  the  advertisements  make  reading  the  text  a  nuisance: 
Each  topic  instead  of  being  given  consecutively,  is  scat- 
tered in  fragments  among  the  advertising,  and  has  to  be 
hunted  out  in  widely  separated  columns  and  pages.  And 
yet  one  is  constantly  meeting  expressions  of  regret  that 
much  advertising  has  been  crowded  out  of  the  issue.  All 
this  has  probably  been  the  chief  influence  in  trebling  or 
quadrupling  the  cost  of  paper,  and  limiting  the  supply  for 
books  of  education  and  general  culture,  and  the  amount  of 
labor  in  printing  advertisements  has  been  similarly  in- 
creased. 

The  mere  cost  of  placing  these  ads  is  enormous.  If  a 
man  wants  to  place  one  in  a  thousand  newspapers,  in- 
stead of  sending  them  out  himself  and  settling  a  thousand 
accounts,  he  takes  a  single  copy  to  an  advertising  agency, 
and  the  agency  not  only  saves  him  that  trouble  but  se- 
cures him  wholesale  rates.     Some  of  these  agencies  are 
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huge  affairs,  occupying  whole  floors  magnificently  ap- 
pointed in  the  largest  buildings. 

For  the  electric  signs,  from  the  small  cities  up  to  the 
great  white  way,  similar  expenses  are  involved.  These 
must  have  an  appreciable  responsibility  for  the  high  price 
of  coal,  and  to  all  these  expenses  are  added  those  of  the 
painted  signs  along  the  railroads  and  highways,  and  the 
advertising  signs  in  the  cars,  all  of  which  have  increased 
enormously. 

''Commercial  art"  is  now  a  recognized  institution. 
Even  fifty  years  ago  Du  Maurier  is  credited  with  the  pic- 
ture on  the  ApoUinaris  bottles;  the  drop  curtains  in  some 
of  the  Italian  theatres  and  probably  elsewhere  are  painted 
over  with  advertisements;  and  not  improbably  more 
money  is  paid  to  writers  of  advertisements  than  to  writers 
of  editorials,  news  and  books. 

Apparently  a  vast  proportion  of  this  labor  does  not  turn 
out  a  thing  used  or  enjoyed,  or  a  direct  service  received,  by 
a  human  being,  except  as  some  of  the  "industrial  art"  and 
snappy  ads  may  give  a  passing  satisfaction  or  amusement. 
But  when  they  do,  the  effect  upon  taste  is  more  apt  to  be 
bad  than  good.  There  is  no  question,  however,  that  the 
advertisements  do  determine  to  a  considerable  extent 
which  of  the  things  produced  shall  find  a  market,  and 
therefore  which  things  shall  continue  to  be  produced,  and 
in  quantities  determining  their  price.  How  much  a  thing 
can  be  profitably  advertised  and  where,  is  a  difficult  ques- 
tion. For  instance,  there  are  many  papers  of  wide  cir- 
culation in  which  a  book  advertisement  is  never  seen,  while 
there  are  a  few  papers  of  comparatively  small  circulation 
in  which  book  advertisements  are  constantly  seen.  The 
general  principle  is  that  things  that  everybody  uses  can 
be  advertised  anywhere.  Yet  nobody  ever  saw  common 
nails  or  crude  sugar  or  fundamental  building  materials 
advertised  to  the  general  public,  though  they  may  be  in 
"trade  organs."  Obviously,  a  mistake  in  placing  an  ad- 
vertisement is  very  easy. 
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Then  there  is  the  constant  danger  of  advertising  more 
than  an  article  will  stand,  and  the  opposite  danger  of  not 
advertising  enough  to  make  it  go,  when  a  little  more  would 
turn  the  trick.  It  is  the  last  ounce  that  tips  the  scales: 
unless  it  is  put  on,  every  ounce  that  precedes  it  is  wasted, 
—  unless  it  can  be  diverted  to  another  purpose,  which 
advertising  money  once  spent  cannot.  Years  ago,  a  dealer 
told  me  that  the  maker  of  a  valuable  product  in  his  line 
failed  because  he  spent  only  a  quarter  of  a  million  in  ad- 
vertising it,  and  couldn't  spend  any  more;  whereas  if  he 
had  spent  a  little  more  he  probably  would  have  succeeded. 

There  is  great  danger  that  emulation  will  lead  to  ex- 
cessive advertising.  Just  now  the  papers  are  full  of  ad- 
vertisements of  clothes  and  shoes.  If  only  one  man  could 
advertise  them,  he  would  take  away  much  trade  from  the 
others :  so  others  go  in  to  prevent  that,  and  soon  everybody 
may  be  advertising  shoes,  for  instance,  without  enough 
more  being  sold  than  would  pay  for  the  advertising.  When 
a  generation  or  so  ago,  the  Times  started  its  book  supple- 
ment, it  was  a  new  toy,  and  the  publishers  took  to  it 
amazingly  until  they  began  to  notice  great  masses  of  it 
thrown  away  around  the  news-stands.  Meanwhile,  how- 
ever, they  had  carried  their  ads  to  an  extreme  at  which 
some  of  the  Times  people,  not  to  speak  of  other  people, 
laughed.  About  that  time  two  of  the  greatest  publishing 
houses  fell  into  the  hands  of  ambitious  young  men,  and 
they  began  advertising  against  each  other  until  a  full  page 
in  the  Times  Supplement  from  one  or  both  of  them  was  a 
frequent  thing,  and  it  v^as  not  until  it  got  to  two  pages 
that  the  tide  began  to  recede. 

Part  of  this  advertising  craze  has  arisen  from  a  notion 
that  as  money  spent  in  that  way  is  not  subject  to  income 
tax,  and  reduces  the  rate  of  super-tax,  it  may  be  spent 
profitably.  This  argument,  insinuatingly  put  by  the  ad- 
vertising agents,  has  widely  influenced  people  of  very 
little  experience  in  advertising,  and  probably,  in  the  ma- 
jority of  cases,  influenced   them  to  their  disadvantage. 
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Unless  we  are  mistaken,  advertising  among  us  has  now- 
reached  the  character  of  the  Mississippi  Bubble  or  the 
Holland  tulip  mania,  and  we  cannot  be  mistaken  in  the 
belief  that  through  the  consumption  of  paper  it  is  doing 
serious  harm  to  education  and  literature. 

A  Garden  Misgiving 

Why  should  I  doom  these  stalwart  weeds 

With  so  much  life  to  give, 
For  flowers  delicate  and  pale, 

That  scarcely  care  to  live? 

Kate  Fort  Codington. 

An  Answer 

Because,  dear  lady,  those  strong  posies 
Don't  even  gratify  our  noses. 
While  fragrant  flowers  of  tender  grace 
Touch  in  our  hearts  the  woman's  place. 

Petty  Insurance 

My  tobacconist  lately  mailed  me  a  supply,  and  charged 
me  ten  cents  for  insuring  it.  This  sort  of  thing  often 
happens,  —  from  petty  packages,  then  trunks,  up  to  auto- 
mobiles and  buildings;  and  is  about  as  nonsensical  as  any- 
thing I  know.  It  has  all  been  calculated  down  to  demon- 
stration from  experience,  that  in  the  long  run  the  insurer 
loses.  Why  then  insure?  Simply  to  guard  against  losses 
that  the  insurer  can't  stand.  If  he  *' insures  himself" 
on  all  others,  he  saves  money.  The  Astor  estate  is  said 
to  insure  itself  on  everything.  We  know  a  very  well-to-do 
man  who,  when  he  was  young  and  poor,  carried  heavy  life 
insurance.  As  he  accumulated  property  he  reduced  that 
insurance  until,  when  the  safety  of  his  family  was  assured 
by  his  accumulations,  he  carried  none.  Against  fire  and 
everything  else,  before  the  war  he  was  taking  his  own  risks 
up  to  five  thousand  dollars.  He  made  an  exception  against 
claims  for  automobile  accidents  alleged  to  be  caused  by 
him,  because  he  wanted  any  claimant  to  feel  that  he  was 
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attacking  a  great  corporation,  and  wanted  to  shift  the 
bother  of  a  suit  onto  the  corporation.  In  the  financial 
pressure  caused  by  the  war,  when  nobody  feels  as  safe  as 
he  would  like  to,  our  friend  has  insured  several  things 
that  he  would  not  insure  in  ordinary  times. 

Manifestly  there  is  much  room  for  discrimination  in 
insurance,  and,  as  in  everything  else,  much  foolishness 
practiced. 

Legislating  Against  the  Sun 

The  pope  who  issued  the  bull  against  the  comet  seems 
poorly  to  justify  the  sarcasm  of  a  generation  that  legis- 
lates against  the  Sun.  But  such  legislation  is  the  fashion 
of  the  day.  Talk  about  this  being  a  skeptical  age!  There 
has  not  been  an  age  of  more  faith  since  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. True,  they  had  not  much  faith  in  the  church,  but 
they  had  unbounded  faith  in  the  state  —  almost  as  much 
as  we  have  —  at  least  some  of  us.  They  thought,  for 
instance,  as  we  did  during  the  Civil  War,  that  all  that  was 
necessary  to  turn  paper  into  good  money  was  to  print  it, 
and  that  all  that  was  necessary  to  set  men  to  work  was  to 
give  them  a  government  workshop  to  work  in,  though  it 
is  doubtful  if  they  thought  the  state  stronger  than  the 
Sun,  as  so  many  of  us  do. 

In  this  bailiwick  we're  divided  on  the  question.  The 
farmers  and  the  railroads  and  steamboats  stick  by  the 
Sun,  but  the  rest  of  the  folks  are  an  hour  ahead  of  him. 
When  an  hour  is  mentioned  to  the  farmers,  they  ask: 
*^ God's  time  or  fool  time.^"  When  time-tables  are  under 
discussion,  such  phrases  fly  about  as:  ^*It  goes  at  9.45, 
that's  10.45  yo^  know;"  and  in  New  York  itself  the  centre 
of  American  knowingness,  some  folks  still  go  to  the  station 
and  find  they  have  an  hour  to  wait. 

In  other  words,  the  thing  doesn't  work;  and  anybody 
with  any  more  conception  of  natural  law  than  Brother 
Bryan  and  the  Bolsheviks,  would  know  that  it  wouldn't 
work.    Whatever  tricks  are  played  with  clocks,  or  clypse- 
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dras  or  hourglasses,  the  Sun  has  been  forming  men's 
habits  since  there  were  a  Sun  and  men,  and  it  will  con- 
tinue to  form  them  as  long  as  there  are  a  Sun  and  men; 
and  when  men  try  to  go  against  the  Sun,  trouble  will  come 
somewhere  sooner  or  later,  and  it  has  already  begun. 

For  the  Sun,  read  Natural  Law  generally,  especially 
that  part  of  it  embracing  human  nature,  and  there  is  room 
for  much  salutary  reflection. 


The  Tipping  Conscience 

But  first,  since  this  is  an  anonymous  contribution,  let 
me  introduce  myself.  I  am  a  professor  on  a  spree  —  a 
mild,  professorial  spree  —  trying  to  make  his  vacation 
contribute  its  full  share  to  his  teaching  equipment.  It 
means  a  stern  economy,  of  course,  even  to  the  extent  of 
cheap  eating. 

The  other  day  I  went  into  one  of  those  dairy  restaurants 
where  one  may  still  get  coffee  for  five  cents.  Opposite 
me,  or  nearly  so,  sat  two  young  girls  who  looked  as  if 
they  belonged  to  the  big  department  store  across  the  street. 
They  were  already  tired  at  midday,  and  hungry  —  not 
with  a  genuine  appetite  but  with  a  certain  unsatisfied 
yearning:  for  they  wanted  pie.  Without  listening  to  their 
conversation  I  became  conscious  of  a  brief  debate  re- 
garding the  probable  virtues  of  pie.  Well,  they  didn't 
take  it.  They  made  their  meal  from  one  of  those  inevit- 
able ''entrees"  —  those  things  which  are  "special  for 
today"  (and  every  day).  Then  each  one  dutifully  pro- 
duced her  nickel  (her  pie  nickel)  and  laid  it  on  the  table, 
took  up  the  stub  punched  at  30,  and  proceeded  to  ''pay 
the  cashier."  The  mighty  waitress  swept  down  upon 
their  empty  plates;  scooped  the  two  nickels  into  her 
pocket,  and  in  a  surly  tone  demanded  of  me  what  my 
order  was.  I  had  been  quite  willing  to  give  it  for  the  last 
ten  minutes.  I  requested  the  same  thirty-cent  entree  — 
it  doesn't  matter  much  which  of  the  dozen  or  so  one  hits 
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upon.  It  was  dumped  and  clattered  down  in  front  of  me, 
my  stub  was  punched  at  30,  and  the  world  rattled  on. 

The  stuff  was  sickening  and  unsatisfying,  but  I  did  not 
yearn  for  pie.  I  would  have  been  content  to  pay  my  thirty 
cents  and  escape;  but  the  food  and  service  combined  was 
not  (even  in  this  day  of  advanced  costs)  worth  thirty- 
five.  Must  I,  before  I  go,  lay  a  nickel  or  a  dime  on  the 
altar  of  that  unpleasant  female?  It  is  hard  enough  on 
one's  self-respect  to  rise  from  a  meal,  however  awful, 
and  leave  only  a  plebeian  nickel  on  the  table.  But  even 
a  nickel  a  meal  is  four  dollars  and  fifty  cents  a  month,  — 
it  is  fifty-four  dollars  a  year.  Those  girls  could  do  a  good 
deal  with  an  extra  hundred  dollars  between  them.  They 
could  get  their  two  weeks'  vacation  out  of  it;  they  could 
satiate  themselves  with  magazines  and  movies;  they  could 
even  keep  themselves  in  shoes,  and  thus  solve  one  of  the 
real  problems  of  the  day.  Then  why  this  unquestioned 
planking  down  of  their  nickels  for  the  benefit  of  an  un- 
gracious Amazon  who  received  a  better  wage  than  theirs  f 

Of  course  you  say  they  must,  in  order  to  receive  any 
sort  of  service  in  the  future.  But  that  is  not  true.  There 
are  plenty  of  such  restaurants  near  by.  Even  in  this  big 
and  noisy  place  there  are  many  tables,  divided  among  a 
considerable  group  of  flying  aprons.  Before  they  had 
made  the  rounds  and  returned,  the  great  mediator  between 
them  and  the  kitchen  would  have  forgotten  their  unim- 
portant existence.  But  such  a  course  of  behavior  as  that 
would  be  abhorrent  to  them.  They  would  feel  cheap  and 
guilty.    It  would  undermine  their  self-respect. 

For  when  it  came  my  turn  to  leave  my  peace  offering 
on  the  table  I  was  mortally  certain  that  I  would  never 
be  inside  of  that  restaurant  again;  and  yet  to  rise  with 
studied  forgetfulness,  and  walk  unashamed  and  fearless 
to  the  cash  register  —  I  could  not.  Why  should  I  give 
this  surly  woman  money  for  doing  without  grace  or  cour- 
tesy what  she  was  paid  to  do.^  If  she  was  underpaid, 
with  the  idea  that  she  should  make  up  a  possible  income 
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through  tips,  then  that  was  a  system  to  wage  war  against. 
Let  the  waiters  strike  again  and  strike  harder,  demanding 
that  they  shall  not  be  made  the  objects  of  promiscuous 
charity.  It  is  undemocratic,  unAmerican,  economically 
unsound  —  this  pseudo-philanthropic  practice.  We  should 
welcome  any  necessary  readjustment  in  the  scale  of 
prices  —  competition  would  take  care  of  that  for  us  — 
and  most  of  us  want  to  pay  our  just  dues.  Pending  legis- 
lation on  the  subject,  the  ridiculous  and  vicious  custom 
can  only  be  attacked  through  the  collector  of  our  tribute 
money.  I  decided  to  act  for  myself,  bravely,  heroically. 
I  would  at  least  help  to  make  this  termagant  conscious 
that  those  girls  were  not  compelled  to  placate  her, — 
that  it  was  entirely  gratuitous  on  their  part.  I  almost 
palpitated  with  the  daring  of  my  resolve.  But  I  was  set; 
I  marched  boldly  up  to  the  cash  register,  feeling  as  many 
accusing  eyes  upon  me  as  if  I  had  shot  the  albatross;  I 
went  with  outward  composure  forth,  and  in  my  inner 
agitation  forgot  my  umbrella! 

All  this  is  to  say  that  tipping  is  not  usually  a  matter  of 
prudence  but  of  conscience,  —  of  a  rudimentary,  instinc- 
tive conscience  which  must  follow  a  custom  whether  it  is 
inherently  right  or  not.  It  is  a  conscience  which  hurts 
one  when  sins  of  omission  are  committed  against  it,  even 
if  a  clear  and  discriminating  conscience  is  working  in 
opposition.  Is  conscience  so  much  the  creature  of  cus- 
tom?—  But  let  me  spend  the  tip  I  didn't  give,  on  a 
carfare,  and  get  quickly  away  from  the  scene  of  my  hu- 
miliating victory. 

I  have  a  visitor's  card  to  a  club  where  gratuities  are 
not  permitted.  Here  I  felt  I  could  go  joyously,  and  check 
my  conscience  at  the  door.  But  should  one  not  give  a 
small  fee  for  checking  his  conscience  or  his  coat.'*  The 
colored  boy  at  the  door  knows  the  ways  of  the  members, 
but  a  visitor  is  fair  prey.  One  likes  to  dine  in  the  easy 
comfort  of  the  club,  for  eating  should  be  an  aesthetic 
ceremony,  and  not  a  mere  utilitarian  matter.    But  I  was 
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served  that  night  with  such  special  consideration  (I  was 
dining  there  unattended  by  a  member)  that  the  waiter's 
conduct  was  at  least  suspicious.  No  one  would  know,  he 
seemed  to  be  saying,  if  I  slipped  him  a  quarter  for  his 
pains.  I  did.  My  tipping  conscience  slew  my  true  con- 
science. But  the  waiter  rewarded  me  with  his  unqualified 
approval.  Though  he  spoke  no  word  but  ''Thank  you, 
sir,"  his  whole  bearing  was  eloquent  of  the  fact  that  I 
would  always  be  permitted  to  hand  him  out  a  quarter. 

And  what  can  I  do  now?  Where  can  I  eat?  It's  against 
my  one  conscience  to  give  a  tip,  and  against  my  other  con- 
science not  to.  I  have  only  one  recourse  until  I  can  return 
to  home  and  comfort:  I  must  endow  my  tipping  conscience! 
I  must  serve  up  my  troubles  en  casserole^  in  the  hope  that 
I  may,  perhaps,  become  the  recipient  of  a  tip.  This,  if 
I  get  it,  I  shall  parcel  out  with  such  care  that  not  even  the 
porter  of  the  last  night  back  will  brush  me  off  in  vain. 

Glimpses 

Nothing  but  a  free  will  and  a  cup  of  strong  coffee  could 
have  brought  me  where  I  am,  so  at  last  I  believe  in  the 
free  will  .  .  .  and  yet,  the  coffee  ...  I  left  H.  about  an 
hour  ago.  She  goes  her  way,  and  I  mine,  because  she 
wants  a  lot  of  exercise.  And  speaking  of  exercise,  not  being 
able  to  take  any,  I  have  been  using  your  birthday  present 
on  chair-rides.  I  took  two  hours  yesterday,  one  and  a  half 
down  to  the  Inlet,  the  other  half  just  buried  comfortably  in 
the  blankets,  looking  at  the  ocean.  The  sunset  was  win- 
tery,  pale  saffron  with  a  few  dark  clouds,  long  and  sharp- 
edged  like  steel  knives,  and  then  one  very  bright  star.  I 
had  felt  ill  all  day,  but  for  that  half  hour  of  rest,  I  shall 
remember  the  day  when  I've  forgotten  every  other  feeling 
connected  with  it.  I  didn't  think  at  all,  and  my  feeling 
only  hit  the  high  spots,  so  that  had  I  been  a  Japanese  poet 
I  should  have  expressed  myself  by  ''cloud,  star,  rest." 

You  should  see  H.  She  looks  and  acts  like  Douglas 
Fairbanks.    She  swims  every  day,  roller-skates,  walks  the 
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length  of  the  Boardwalk,  and  gazes  abroad  for  new  worlds 
to  conquer.  We  meet  at  meal-time  and  relate  our  ad- 
ventures very  much  on  the  order  of  Robinson  Crusoe  and  a 
jail-bird  swapping  stories,  as  H.  begins:  '^Well,  I  walked 
five  miles  and  did  so-and-so/'  and  I:  "I  sat  for  an  hour  and 
froze  my  feet."  We  had  our  pictures  taken,  and  H's  is  good 
except  for  a  prize-fighter's  expression  around  the  jaw,  while 
mine  looks  frightfully  cadaverous,  and  has  a  large  stomach, 
like  Dr.  O's  on  it,  so  that  the  two  of  us  look  like  Rochester 
and  Jane  Eyre,  though  I'm  sure  J.  E.  had  no  stomach. 

I've  never  seen  the  ocean  as  it  is  today.  The  waves  are 
much  taller  than  you,  with  cradles  for  a  giant  baby  be- 
tween them  and  the  wind  blowing  foam  (babies'  mosquito- 
netting,  I  suppose)  off  the  edges.  I'm  on  the  very  end  of 
the  Steel  Pier  (it  is  at  least  ten  miles  long)  and  the  wind  is 
howling  all  up  and  down  the  scale,  the  Mama  of  all  the 
little  giants  in  the  wave-cradles  singing  them  to  sleep,  or 
possibly  Father  with  delirium  tremens,  which  do  you 
think?  —  or  maybe  it  is  the  little  giants  themselves  crying 
for  their  bottles  or  the  maternal  bosom.  I  am  very 
frozen,  though  I  think  safely  salted  from  catching  cold, 
as  my  lips  are  briny,  and  it  is  fairly  warm  except  for  the 
wind  that  makes  walking  on  the  pier  an  adventure.  But  I 
shall  now  return  to  my  humble  hostelry.  Humble!  .  .  . 
that  word  has  haunted  me  of  late,  after  a  slow  and  halting 
acquaintance  with  it,  as  with  a  friend  for  whom  one's  love 
is  not  an  altogether  painless  adventure.  What  an  aris- 
tocrat of  a  word  it  is!  synonymous,  perhaps  with  uncon- 
sciousness, but  of  a  flavor  not  to  be  expressed  by  syn- 
onyms. Do  you  know  who  so  understood  the  thick  green 
grass  that  lies  nearest  to  the  bare  heart  of  Nature,  that  in 
calling  it  humble,  he  makes  my  hand  spend  itself  for  an 
instant,  groping  toward  the  pulsating  life  at  the  roots  of 
that  unconscious  grass. ^^ 

Yesterday  Miss  D.  came  over  and  said  maybe  she 
would  go  down  town  with  me,  but  I  got  her  off  the  track, 
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as  Pd  simply  have  died  if  she  had,  and  the  escape  into 
that  very  aloneness  which  had  doubtless  been  the  cause 
of  my  misanthropic  mood  before,  made  me  quite  happy: 
on  such  a  slender  thread  do  moods  depend.  It  was  raining 
hard,  but  I  started  out  happily.  First  I  saw  two  girls  fall 
down,  and  that  was  an  interesting  and  pleasing  spectacle, 
and  I  felt  as  if  it  had  been  managed  by  fate  for  my  especial 
benefit.  Later,  I  saw  a  man  with  a  little  monkey,  and 
though  I  have  never  looked  at  them  much,  I  staid  by 
for  a  long  time,  as  it  was  very  nice  to  compare  the  monkey 
with  the  people  around.  It  took  hold  of  my  skirt  like  a 
child,  only  it  had  such  a  worried  look,  as  though  it  had  the 
living  of  a  whole  family  in  its  skinny  hands,  which  of 
course  it  really  does,  doesn't  it.^  One  man  gave  it  a  dime, 
which  it  looked  at  with  the  funniest  expression  of  amaze- 
ment, before  it  put  it  in  the  pocket  with  the  pennies,  very 
much  as  you  or  I  might  look  if  a  strange  man  gave  us  a 
dime.  It  smoked  a  pipe  wretchedly,  and  it  rang  a  little 
dinner-bell  with  the  sad  resignation  of  a  woman  running  a 
boarding-house.  The  monkey's  man  didn't  have  any  ex- 
pression or  soul  or  intellect  or  any  little  thing  like  that  im- 
printed upon  his  immobile  features.  He  ground  out  the 
same  tune  on  his  one-legged  organ  about  nine  thousand 
times,  and  as  the  monkey  always  saw  pennies  before  he  did, 
he  merely  gazed  at  one  far  off  point,  like  old  Doctor  R.  in 
philosophy  class,  and  slept  standing,  like  a  horse.  Doctor 
R.  was  among  the  throng,  by  the  way.  I  saw  him  look  at 
the  monkey  without  sympathy  or  amusement  or  tenderness 
or  disgust :  so  why  look  at  all  ^  But  respectable  people  don't 
enjoy  monkeys,  of  course,  and  as  that  fact  suddenly  dawned 
on  me,  I  wandered  on,  having  seen  everything  anyway. 

That  Old  Assignment 

*'A  DESCRIPTION  of  myself  as  an  old  lady";  that  was  the 
assignment!  It  had  hardly  occurred  to  me  that  there 
would  ever  be  such  a  person.  And  I  was  called  upon  to 
describe  her!     The  English  teacher  elucidated,  misinter- 
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preting  my  knit  brows:  '^Draw  the  picture  of  yourself  as 
you  would  like  to  be;  yet  carefully  preserve  your  own 
traits  and  characteristics. "  In  other  words,  idealize  your- 
self, then  damn  it  with  the  truth.  I  rose  resentfully  in 
defense  of  the  old  lady  who  was  to  be  so  handicapped; 
then  collapsed  bewildered.  "Who  is  she  anyway,  that 
I  should  be  so  concerned.  Why,  she  might  be.  .  ."  I 
stopped  thinking,  as  pictures  formed.    Indignation  seethed. 

The  rest  of  the  class  dispersed  lamb-like,  as  if  this  as- 
signment were  no  more  difficult  than  that  of  last  week  on 
"The  View  from  My  Window";  as  if  they  were  on  rather 
intimate  terms  with  themselves  as  old  ladies.  I  had  two 
days  to  become  acquainted  with  myself,  so,  knowing  that 
it  would  take  me  some  sixty  years  quite  to  find  out  that 
old  lady,  I  turned  her  down  nervously  and  became  face- 
tious. Did  one  dare  hand  in  a  sheet  of  paper  blank  but  for 
the  one-line  epitaph:  "Alas,  she  died  at  37";  or  write  a 
caricatured  representation,  and  explain  that  fortunately 
this  could  not  be,  since  "I  died  at  37."  Finally,  with  bra- 
vado, I  handed  in  no  paper,  but  I  long  and  seriously  con- 
sidered myself  as  an  old  lady. 

Of  some  things  I  was  sure.  I  would  not  be  snow-crowned 
and  I  would  not  be  resigned;  I  would  never  knit,  and  I 
would  never  preach  to  the  young.  The  thing  goes  round 
in  a  vicious  circle.  In  other  words,  I  would  not  be  old! 
With  eager  expectancy  I  went  to  class  to  find  out  how  my 
classmates  had  handled  themselves,  and  what  they  hoped 
to  be  sixty  years  from  now. 

They  gave  me  no  help.  I  understood;  it  takes  longer 
than  two  days  to  get  acquainted  with  a  ghost  like  this  — 
a  new  idea  as  startling  as  myself  is  to  I.  These  girls  had 
drawn  their  neighbors  at  home,  or  their  grandmothers, 
and  with  loving  tenderness.  There  was  one:  she  sat  in  a 
June-brightened  garden,  content  to  "read,  knit  or  just 
think. "  The  little  children  loved  to  gather  around  her,  and 
a  "faint  smile  lingered  on  her  lips,"  as  she  thought  of  that 
"romping,  red-cheeked  girl"  now  grown  into  a  frail  little 
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lady.  "Time,"  the  girl  prophesied,  '^had  not  marred  the 
heart"  nor  had  the  hopes  and  aspirations  of  those  younger 
days  departed  with  the  bloom.  I  examined  for  the  "frail 
little  lady."  This  tom-boy  near  me,  with  "tears  of  sensi- 
bility coursing  down  her  thought-worn  cheeks;  the  light  of 
another  world"  in  her  eyes.^  Of  course,  if  she  wished  it. 
Not  for  me  "the  twilight  peace  that  sweetens  life  and 
strengthens  love";  for  me  spinsterhood  and  indignation. 
That  much  I  knew.  By  this  time  I  was  plainly  trying  to 
suppress  convulsions  of  mirth;  the  chair  shook;  I  pride 
myself  on  my  ability  to  laugh  silently,  but  I  had  here  a 
feeling  of  irreverence,  as  if  all  the  others  were  then  the 
little  old  ladies  they  were  to  be,  and  as  if  they  were  look- 
ing at  me  with  sensitiveness  and  reproach  in  their  eyes. 
Was  everyone  except  myself  giving  sympathetic  and  dewy- 
eyed  attention.^  No:  for  I  realized  that  there  was  another 
little  old  lady  in  the  room,  but  she  was  laughing  with  me. 
I  liked  her;  I  thought  she  liked  me;  we  listened  together. 

Another  girl  was  more  human  with  herself.  She  would 
like  to  be  as  she  portrayed  herself,  but  she  knew  that  she 
just  wouldn't  be;  her  white  frilled  cap  would  look  like  the 
frill  around  a  baked  dish;  I  lost  the  figure  here  through  the 
relief  of  having  company  in  laughter. 

The  teacher  gave  me  a  concerned  look,  as  if  to  say:  "I 
missed  your  paper  on  this  very  serious  subject.  I  think 
it  no  matter  for  flippancy."  Nor  do  I.  I  have  that  old 
lady  on  my  heart  with  real  consternation,  and  that  paper 
I  did  not  write  has  upset  my  serenity  for  days. 

At  home  I  settle  myself  for  meditation  on  old  ladies. 
Suppose  people  could  begin  old  and  grow  young;  wouldn't 
that  be  an  ideal  way.  And  yet,  if  it  could  be,  I  think  it 
would  be  as  unsatisfactory.  Imagine  four  of  us  octogena- 
rians sitting  idly  with  hands  in  laps,  thinking  of  ourselves 
as  young-girls-to-be.  "Dear  me,  Fanny,  when  I  think  of 
all  the  study  ahead  for  me,  and  of  those  mountain  peaks 
we're  going  to  have  to  climb,  it  makes  me  shudder."  "Why 
look  at  Alice  Palmer;  I  can  remember  when  she  was  happy 
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just  to  pour  tea  at  the  older  generation's  parties,  and  yester- 
day she  told  me  that  she  was  thinking  of  joining  a  woman's 
club  and  marching  in  a  parade;  I  daresay  she'll  be  com- 
mencing college  next."  "Don't  tell  the  doctor,  dear,"  con- 
fides another,  "but  that  ache  I've  had  in  my  back  for  four 
years  is  going  away,  and  I  know  it's  not  going  to  need  at- 
tention any  more;  you  don't  know  how  I  shall  miss  it." 
"They  say  that  Mary  Sherman  has  almost  come  to  the 
time  when  she  has  to  separate  from  her  husband,  and 
they're  both  unconsolable  over  it." 

The  ideal  way!  With  relief  we  turn  the  picture  around. 
Good!  Things  are  normal  again.  Yet  still,  for  myself, 
normality  is  a  little  depressing. 

Though  Age  is  fifty  years  from  me, 
And  Youth  is  close  to  me  as  breath, 
My  Soul  too  clearly  can  descry 
Whither  my  Body  journeyeth. 

It  is  to  the  poets  and  preachers  that  we  turn  for  hope 
and  optimism,  and  do  they  give  us  no  more  comfort  than 
"a  level  land,  a  sober  land  "  for  those  who  are  "afraid  of 
that  which  is  high";  must  Old  Age  be  a  state  where  "de- 
sire shall  fail"  and  "Body  grow  a  weary  thing ".^  That 
may  be  old  age,  sadly  enough,  but  it  is  not  me.  It  need  not 
be  me.  I  work  it  out  in  my  mind  thus :  Old  Age  is  like  that 
black  spot,  in  Surties  the  clerk  and  every  man,  waiting  to 
spread  and  destroy  him  in  the  fullness  of  time;  it  is  the 
cave  of  the  fairy  legend  toward  which  all  footsteps  pointed, 
and  out  of  which  none  came.  But  that  black  spot,  Surties 
admitted,  had  it  been  caught  in  time,  need  not  have 
worked  such  damage;  and  the  fairy  story  were  unsatis- 
factory indeed,  did  no  one  succeed  in  pointing  his  steps 
out.  So  with  Old  Age;  it  lies  in  wait,  and  the  preparation 
of  a  life-time,  and  all  the  spirit  of  an  old  lady  can  hardly 
overcome  it.  And  yet,  when  it  is  overcome,  it  has  no 
terrors  more;  it  becomes  the  hall  in  which  that  young- 
souled  myself  dances,  and  can  "laugh  up  to  Heaven."   ■_ 
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But  we  must  look  out;  the  phantom  behind  my  chair  is 
laughing  at  me  now.  I  can  make  out  nothing  of  her  ap- 
pearance. *'Women  grow  to  be  like  their  mothers;  that  is 
their  tragedy."  Mine  is  still  black-haired,  and  in  any 
case  it  were  no  tragedy.  Or  women  go  by  contraries:  the 
plain  little  girls  develop  into  beautiful  heroines;  the  wicked 
young  women  into  sainted  old  ladies.  Becky  Sharpe, 
even,  an  authority  on  wickedness,  "busies  herself  in 
works  of  piety"  at  the  last.  Perhaps  I  shouldn't  know 
myself  if  I  met  her  in  the  street  to-morrow.  Perhaps  I 
am  that  person,  mildly  benign,  a  pillaress  of  the  church, 
devoted  to  good  works,  and  organization  and  committees, 
renowned  for  her  piety.  .  .  Horrors,  my  grandmother  was 
that!  But  my  new  friend  is  getting  impatient  with  me, 
and  hurt.  She  was  teasing  me  a  while  ago  for  my  serious- 
ness. When  you  have  a  person  like  that  to  deal  with,  even 
poetry  is  safe  between  you  once  in  a  while. 

Yet  let  (this  paper)  with  my  lost  thoughts  in  it 
Tell  what  the  way  was  when  thou  didst  begin  it, 
And  win  with  thee  the  goal  when  thou  shalt  win  it. 

Oh,  in  some  hour  of  thine  my  thoughts  shall  guide  thee. 
Suddenly,  though  time,  darkness,  silence,  hide  thee 
This  wind  from  thy  lost  country  flits  beside  thee — 

Telling  thee.  ... 

All  that  I  have  written  and  demanding  one  thing  alone. 
Whether  myself  be  a  "pillar"  or  a  heretic,  tidy  or  the 
same  old  girl,  stylish  or  prim,  alert  or  resigned,  one  thing 
I  demand,  and  could  not  bear  to  have  it  otherwise:  that  I 
have  that  temper  of  mind  that  can  read  this  paper  at 
seventy-eight  with  a  twinkle,  then  sit  down  and  write  to 
myself  as  a  young  girl,  as  disrespectful  a  paper. 


CHRONICLE  AND  COMMENT 

THE  previous  instalment  of  this  commentary  ended 
just  as  the  conventions  of  the  two  major  parties 
were  about  to  meet  and  nominate  presidential  candidates. 
At  that  time,  Mr.  Harding  and  Mr.  Cox  were  merely 
among  those  mentioned.  Harding  had  been  widely  ad- 
vertised as  the  choice  —  though  not  necessarily  the  first 
choice  —  of  a  select  circle  of  professional  politicians,  con- 
spicuous in  the  inner  councils  of  the  Republican  party, 
and  commonly  called  the  Senate  Ring.  But  the  public 
knew  next  to  nothing  about  him,  and  took  the  mildest 
sort  of  interest  in  what  was  hopefully  said  about  him  by 
his  advocates. 

Democratic  opportunists  had  picked  Mr.  Cox  as  one  of 
several  possible  candidates  who  were  to  be  preferred  to 
Mr.  MacAdoo.  He  was  understood  to  be  in  especial 
favor  with  those  Democratic  leaders  from  the  larger 
cities  who  were  entrenched  in  the  resolution  that  the  party 
candidate  should  not  personally  bear  the  Wilson  stamp, 
even  though  it  might  be  necessary  to  let  Mr.  Wilson  write 
the  party  platform. 

Mr.  Harding  was  nominated  at  Chicago  June  12,  by  a 
weary  and  over-heated  convention.  If  the  Republican 
elder  statesmen  did  not  get  their  first  choice  —  which 
might  have  been  Lowden  but  for  those  unfortunate  cam- 
paign fund  disclosures  —  ,  at  least,  the  nominee  was  their 
own  man.  Governor  Coolidge  of  Massachusetts  was 
added  as  a  running  mate  to  temper  the  disgust  of  luke- 
warm partizans  who  could  not  be  too  surely  depended  on 
if  they  had  something  wholly  negative  to  vote  for. 

But  what  counted  was  Harding  of  Ohio.  When  the 
time  came  for  the  selection  of  a  Democratic  standard 
bearer,  there  had  been  added  to  Cox's  other  availabilities, 
the  consideration  that  the  man  most  likely  to  get  Ohio's 
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vote  away  from  the  Senator  from  Ohio  was  another  Ohio 
man  with  demonstrated  capacity  for  winning  the  favor  of 
Ohio's  voters.  Logically,  on  July  6,  in  San  Francisco 
Ohio's  governor  was  chosen  from  a  list  of  aspirants  any  one 
of  whom  was  to  be  preferred  to  a  President's  son-in-law. 

Both  nominations  were  the  result  of  the  deliberate  selec- 
tions of  practical  politicians,  not  less  keen,  to  put  it  mildly, 
in  their  party's  interest  than  in  their  country's  service. 
With  equally  conscious  cunning,  Mr.  Franklin  Roosevelt, 
an  Assistant  Secretary  of  the  Navy,  a  New  Yorker,  the 
bearer  of  a  name  which  carries  with  it  a  deal  of  prestige 
among  the  non-partizan,  was  tagged  on  as  Vice-Presiden- 
tial timber.  Whether  it  was  the  cunning  of  Charles  Fran- 
cis Murphy,  boss  of  Tammany,  or  the  joint  cunning  of 
several  Democratic  bosses  does  not  much  matter. 

What  does  matter  is  that  when  the  pubHc  which  had 
not  known  much  about  either  principal,  began  to  take 
stock  of  the  deal,  it  appeared  that  Harding  had  a  record  of 
success  in  public  life  without  public  accomplishment; 
Cox  a  record  of  success  in  public  life  with  public  accom- 
plishment. The  Republican  Senator  from  Ohio,  highly 
esteemed  by  his  fellow  Senators  in  Washington,  had  been 
content,  it  seemed,  to  let  others  enjoy  the  credit  of  initi- 
ating and  pressing  important  legislation.  The  Democratic 
Governor  of  Ohio,  twice  re-elected  to  the  chief  executive 
office  of  his  state,  had  been  active  and  persistent  in  putting 
new  laws  on  the  statute  books.  And  these  laws  related 
to  serious  and  controversial  subjects,  such,  for  instance, 
as  schools,  prisons  and  the  budget  system.  His  line  was 
constructive  reform  legislation. 

The  comparison  is  effective  rhetorically,  but  it  is  not 
conclusive  electorally.  There  are  people  who  honestly 
and  even  passionately  prefer  things  as  they  are.  There 
are  people  who  would  rather  endure  the  laws  they  have 
than  suffer  the  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  new  enact- 
ments.    For  them,  King  Log  is  a  lesser  evil  than  King 
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Stork,  and,  presumably,  Harding  as  President  less  to 
be  dreaded  than  Cox.  After  all  the  new  laws  latterly 
imposed  upon  us  for  our  presumed  good,  there  are  prob- 
ably more  persons  than  ever  before  who  heartily  distrust 
candidates  with  a  known  weakness  for  applying  raw  legis- 
lative remedies.  If  there  are  enough  such  persons,  Cox's 
record  is  almost  as  cogent  an  argument  in  favor  of  Hard- 
ing as  the  happy  circumstance  that  it  is  Harding,  and  not 
Cox,  who  belongs  to  the  party  which  was  so  cruelly  de- 
prived of  the  privilege  of  helping  Mr.  Wilson  win  the  war. 

As  to  platforms  and  policies,  among  many  declarations, 
only  one  joined  issue  appeared.  That  not  because  the 
politicians  on  either  side  wanted  to  make  it  an  issue,  or 
believed  that  it  had  any  virtue  as  an  issue.  The  simple 
and  insurmountable  fact  was  that  the  Republican  party 
had  to  be  against  Mr.  Wilson.  The  League  of  Nations, 
as  written  and  advertised,  is  Mr.  Wilson's  work;  there- 
fore the  Republican  party  had  to  be  against  the  League 
of  nations,  however  hospitably  disposed  toward  a  league 
of  nations  —  any  league  of  nations  but  Mr.  Wilson's  own. 

On  the  other  hand,  obviously,  the  Democratic  party 
had  to  be  for  the  League  of  Nations  —  Mr.  Wilson's 
league  —  officially.  This,  in  spite  of  the  prevailing  and 
very  slightly  disguised  opinion  of  politicians  of  both 
parties  to  the  effect  that  the  country  doesn't  really  know 
or  care  anything  about  the  League  —  or  anything  else 
an  ocean's  width  away.  Except,  perhaps,  the  Irish  Re- 
public of  Eammon  De  Valera.  What  hostility  to  Wilson 
required  of  the  Republicans,  a  mere  sense  of  decency  to- 
ward the  party's  war  president  compelled  from  bored  and 
reluctant  Democrats.  Governor  Cox,  of  course,  has  spoken 
right  out  in  meeting.  His  voice  for  the  League  is  clear. 
Senator  Harding,  amid  flowers  of  speech  exuding  the  honey 
of  harmony,  has  allowed  to  appear  at  least  a  certain  re- 
luctance to  the  Wilson  League  of  Nations.  Peace  at  home 
is  in  this  inland  stateman's  mind  to  be  preferred  to  getting 
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mixed  up  in  efforts  to  preserve  peace  elsewhere.  He  dis- 
trusts all  meddling  with  that  continent  of  Europe  which 
a  blessed  high  wall  of  Protective  tariff  used  to  cut  off  so 
comfortably  from  our  markets.  Tucked  away  in  McKin- 
ley's  mantle,  Mr.  Harding  cannot  perhaps  forgive  the 
World  War  for  depriving  Protection  of  its  last  prop  as  a 
live,  election-winning  issue. 

Of  the  two  estimable  middle-aged  gentlemen  from  Ohio, 
both  of  whom  own  and  operate  newspapers,  one  was  by 
artful  practical  psychologists  in  the  very  beginning  strate- 
gically disposed  upon  his  small-town  front  porch.  His  job 
there  was  to  receive  pilgrimages  of  the  faithful,  and  sit  in 
the  middle  of  a  fine-spun  spider-web  of  suggestion.  Every 
strand  in  that  web  was  to  spell:  "Safety  and  Sanity." 

But  the  other  middle-aged  gentleman  from  Ohio  was 
also  in  the  hands  of  practical  psychologists.  He  was 
scheduled  to  plaster  the  country  with  personal  appear- 
ances and  public  speeches.  His  job  was  to  advertise 
himself  everywhere  as  Cox  the  Candidate  —  to  advertise 
himself  so  efficiently  as  himself,  that  the  election  in  No- 
vember could  not  go  by  default  against  him  as  a  mere 
vote  of  lack  of  confidence  in,  or  change  of  heart  toward, 
the  sometime  President  of  Princeton  University. 

It  was  the  anti- Wilson  sentiment  upon  which  the  Re- 
publicans counted  for  victory.  The  game  is  not  to  be 
earned,  it  is  to  be  credited  to  opponents'  errors.  The 
Democratic  hope  of  snatching  victory  from  fore-ordained 
defeat  was  calculated  upon  the  theory  that  somewhere  in 
the  course  of  the  campaign  the  image  of  Cox  would  re- 
place that  of  Wilson  in  the  public  mind.  The  inevitable 
difficulty  was  that  Cox  must,  throughout  his  appearances 
and  public  outgivings,  loudly  proclaim  himself  a  loyal 
Wilson  man.  It  was  Cox's  personality,  therefore,  which 
had  got  to  be  put  over  so  powerfully  that  it  was  sub- 
stituted for  Wilson's  personality.  That  being  so,  the 
Republican  game  was  simple  —  to  sit  tight  and  say:  **Put 
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it  over  if  you  can;  we  are  standing  pat  and  betting  it  can't 
be  done." 

As  the  campaign  has  developed,  the  game  has  been 
played  with  reasonable  consistency  on  the  lines  originally 
laid  down,  though  Mr.  Harding  has  not  stuck  absolutely 
to  the  snug  harbor  of  his  home  in  Marion,  nor  Mr.  Cox 
quite  covered  every  state  with  his  busy  itinerary,  as  was 
promised  in  the  first  glowing  prospectus  of  his  backers. 

For  instance,  it  stands  in  the  record  that  on  Septem- 
ber 7  the  Republican  candidate  spoke  from  the  tail  of  a 
train  to  a  crowd  gathered  in  the  railway  yards  at  Hunting- 
ton, Indiana,  and  the  next  day  he  was  actually  as  far  away 
from  his  front  porch  as  St.  Paul,  where  he  addressed  him- 
self especially  to  the  agriculturalists  at  the  Minnesota 
State  Fair.  Any  number  of  old-fashioned  political  prec- 
edents may  be  cited  to  prove  that  there  is  at  least  no 
taint  of  radicalism  in  this  departure  from  the  strict  Mc- 
Kinley  campaign  model.  This  adventure  of  Mr.  Hard- 
ing's came  after  the  democratic  candidate  had  shocked 
the  financiers  by  saying  that  if  elected,  he  was  going  to 
put  a  farmer  on  the  board  of  the  Federal  Reserve  Bank. 
Incidentally  while  Harding  was  talking  in  Indiana  and 
Minnesota,  Cox,  working  his  way  through  a  selected  list 
of  twenty-two  states,  was  busy  denouncing  ** reaction" 
in  the  North  Dakota  cattle  country,  stronghold  of  the 
Non-Partizan  League.  His  campaign  fund  charges 
so  far  had  been  more  effective  as  consumers  of  news- 
paper space,  than  as  arguments  in  his  own  favor. 

Presidential  politics  have  so  cluttered  up  the  stage  that 
it  has  been  difficult  to  see  what  else  was  going  on  at  home. 
Yet  there  have  been  very  important  happenings.  For 
instance,  the  railways,  returned  to  private  ownership, 
have  managed  to  get  along  without  a  visible  cataclysm. 
But  the  public  had  to  endure  at  midnight  August  25  an- 
other and  heavy  increase  in  freight  and  passenger  rates. 
This  increase  was  granted  by  the  Interstate  Commerce 
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Commission  to  enable  the  roads  to  make  a  living.  The 
roads  are  fortunate  in  a  national  solicitude  for  their 
solvency,  which  the  private  wage  earner  does  not  always 
enjoy.  Everybody  agrees  that  the  trains  must  be  kept 
running.  Yet  the  burden  to  the  public  is  brought  just 
so  much  nearer  the  point  orthodoxically  illustrated  by  the 
straw  and  the  camel's  back.  If  the  thing  keeps  up  the  ul- 
timate wage-payer,  like  the  ultimate  rent-payer,  and  tax- 
payer, cannot  quite  see  how  he  is  to  do  the  ultimate  paying. 

By  the  end  of  August,  however,  signs  too  numerous  to 
be  ignored  presaged  the  beginning  of  the  end  of  the  after- 
the-war  spending  bee.  Prices  of  most  necessities  —  ex- 
cept clothing  —  had  not  sensibly  declined,  but  business 
enterprises  of  all  sorts  were  deliberately  curtailing  am- 
bitions or  at  least  slowing  down  on  expansion.  Movies 
as  well  as  banks  were  affected  by  this  tendency,  though 
perhaps  not  equally.  Exploiters  of  city  housing  facilities 
for  rental  purposes  were  not  yet  ready,  apparently,  to 
take  account  of  the  ebb-tide.  But  their  excuse  is  that 
conditions  of  supply  and  demand  are  exceptional  in  their 
case,  where  the  demand  is  necessarily  a  rising  quantity 
and  the  supply  for  the  next  twelvemonth  or  more  prac- 
tically limited  to  the  existing  figure.  Since  early  and  in- 
complete statistics  of  the  new  census  seem  to  make  it 
certain  that  the  urban  population  has  actually  overtaken 
and  passed  the  rural,  the  place-to-live-in-town  problem 
assumes  extraordinarily  disturbing  proportions. 

The  strike  on  the  Brooklyn  Rapid  Transit  lines  which 
ushered  in  the  month  of  September  with  maximum  dis- 
comfort to  the  workers  across  the  river,  was  evidence  of 
the  fact  that  sections  of  organized  labor  —  which  has 
gained  more  out  of  the  era  of  high  prices  than  any  other 
class  except  that  of  the  super-profiteers  —  were  no  more 
ready  than  the  city  real  estate  exploiters  to  allow  for  the 
change  in  conditions.  On  the  other  hand,  the  President's 
action  in  the  case  of  the  anthracite  miners,  when  on  Au- 
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gust  30  he  approved  the  award  of  his  Wage  Commission  in 
face  of  the  United  Mine  Workers'  impudent  ultimatum 
demanding  that  he  accept,  instead,  the  report  of  a  minor- 
ity of  the  commission  in  favor  of  a  higher  increase,  may 
be  taken  as  proof  of  an  impression  in  official  quarters 
that  the  public  is  no  longer  unreservedly  in  favor  of  still 
more  pay  for  the  union  working  man.  The  Anthracite 
Wage  Commission  had  recommended  an  increase  of  17  to 
20  per  cent.  The  minority  report  called  for  a  3 1  per  cent 
advance  in  contract  wages.  The  President's  reply  con- 
cluded with  these  words: 

If  your  communication,  declaring  your  intention  to  refrain 
from  working  unless  I  set  aside  the  award  of  the  Anthracite 
Coal  Commission  on  or  before  Sept.  i,  1920,  is  intended  as  a 
threat  you  can  rest  assured  that  your  challenge  will  be  accepted 
and  that  the  people  of  the  United  States  will  find  some  substi- 
tute fuel  to  tide  them  over  until  the  real  sentiment  of  the  an- 
thracite mine  workers  can  find  expression  and  they  are  ready  to 
abide  by  the  obligations  they  have  entered  into. 

You  are  therefore  advised  that  I  cannot  and  will  not  set  aside 
the  judgment  of  the  Commission,  and  I  shall  expect  the  an- 
thracite mine  workers  to  accept  the  award  and  carry  it  into 
effect  in  good  faith. 

The  miners  disregarded  the  President's  warning  and 
refused  to  work.  Thus  the  case  was,  as  it  were,  appealed 
to  that  very  public  opinion  upon  the  expected  support  of 
which  the  official  action  was  based.  At  the  time  of  writ- 
ing the  matter  remained  unsettled,  and  with  it  the  ques- 
tion of  the  source  of  an  important  part  of  the  country's 
winter  fuel  supply.  The  Brooklyn  Rapid  Transit  strike 
also  continued,  but  the  company  appeared  to  be  steadily 
increasing  its  impaired  service,  in  spite  of  riotous  proceed- 
ings with  incidental  homicide. 

As  determining  the  beginning  of  a  new  era  in  the  coun- 
try's history,  it  is  possible  that  the  most  important  single 
event  in  the  past  three  months  has  been  the  realization 
of  woman  suffrage  as  a  national  institution.  The  Nine- 
teenth Amendment  became  to  all  intents  an  accomplished 
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fact  August  18,  when  the  Tennessee  lower  house  approved 
it  by  almost  the  narrowest  possible  margin.  Before  mid- 
night, August  24,  the  36th  state  was  registered  in  favor 
of  full  citizenship  for  women  of  all  the  states. 

Tennessee's  decision  left  only  four  states  which  had  not 
acted  pro  or  con  —  North  Carolina,  Vermont,  Connecticut 
and  Florida,  representing  New  England  and  the  old 
South.  The  rest  of  New  England  had  already  committed 
itself  to  the  national  enfranchisement  of  women;  the  rest 
of  the  Southern  states  of  the  Atlantic  seaboard  had  re- 
jected the  amendment.  These  states  are  notoriously 
strongholds  of  conservatism.  In  this  instance  the  presence 
in  more  or  less  solid  masses  of  the  Negro  problem,  which 
colors  (no  pun  intended)  all  political  questions  in  that 
region,  operated  as  a  strong  ally  to  the  conservative  in- 
stinct. It  did  not  counteract  it,  as  happened  with  pro- 
hibition in  general  and  the  Eighteenth  Amendment  in 
particular. 

It  seemed  good  to  many  citizens  in  those  states  to  take 
alcohol  away  from  the  negro,  even  at  the  risk  of  making 
it  difficult  and  even  impossible  for  the  respectable  white 
man  to  get  his  accustomed  toddy.  But  it  did  not  seem 
good  to  these  same  old-fashioned  citizens  to  complicate 
the  handling  of  the  negro  vote  by  doubling  it  —  or  more 
than  doubling  it,  since  the  negro  woman's  average  of 
literacy  is  perhaps  higher  than  that  of  the  negro  man.  Nor 
was  the  complication  of  domestic  arrangements  absent 
from  their  considerate  minds. 

Here  was  the  selfish  counsel  of  expediency,  rather  than 
the  inspiration  of  a  lofty  idealism.  But  it  is  not  unfair  to 
remind  enthusiasts  that  suffrage  was  created  for  the 
people,  not  the  people  for  suffrage  —  even  woman  suf- 
frage. 

After  half  a  century  of  agitation  and  missionary  work 
dating  back  to  Lucretia  Mott,  Elizabeth  Cady  Stanton 
and  Susan  B.  Anthony,  and  culminating  in  Carrie  Chap- 
man Catt  and  Alice  Paul,  the  suffragists  have  what  they 
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wanted.  When  they  started  they  were  laughed  at.  When 
they  finished  they  were  something  to  be  very  much 
afraid  to  laugh  at.  Men  like  the  Governor  of  Vermont, 
who  refused  to  be  intimidated  by  their  aggressive  tactics 
were  tremulously  admired  by  other  governors  and  states- 
men but  not  extensively  imitated.  Veteran  politicians  ad- 
mitted that  the  women  leaders  of  the  women  had  the 
leaders  of  the  men  beaten  at  their  own  chosen  game  — 
adding  new  tricks  to  the  past-mastery  of  the  old,  and  using 
all  available  weapons  with  a  magnificent  disregard  for 
anything  but  the  will  to  win.  They  did  win.  First  fruit 
of  success  is  the  right  of  women  in  every  state  to  vote  for 
president  in  November  —  to  vote  for  kind  Mr.  Harding 
or  lively  Mr.  Cox  or  poor  Air.  Debs  or  for  Parley  P. 
Christensen,  who  comes  like  Lochinvar  out  of  the  west. 

Across  the  seas,  Poland  has  been  the  storm  centre  of 
international  Politics.  The  attempt  of  Soviet  Russia  to 
overwhelm  the  revived  nation  which  was  expressly  desig- 
nated as  a  barrier  between  Russia  and  Western  Europe, 
put  a  fearful  strain  upon  the  joint  arrangements  of  the 
allied  but  conflicting  powers,  and  the  Reds'  complete 
success  at  one  stage  seemed  assured.  Out  of  the  affair  as 
it  stood  at  the  end  of  August,  after  months  of  fighting  and 
futile  diplomatic  exchanges,  the  onlooking  world  had  got 
one  strong  impression  —  the  impression  of  contrast  be- 
tween French  aggression  and  English  caution.  The 
Reds  were  able  to  bluflF  Lloyd  George  into  the  virtual 
abandonment  of  the  Polish  cause.  They  were  not  able 
to  bluff  Millerand  and  Foch. 

The  reasons  for  this  contrast  of  policy  lie  deeper  than 
mere  divergence  in  the  foreign  interests  of  the  two  Chief 
European  allies. 

The  British  Empire  has  not  yet  been  relieved  of  its 
traditional  international  task  by  that  League  of  Nations 
from  which  so  much  was  vainly  hoped,  and  the  British 
Empire  has  been  finding  its  lot  as  world-policeman  not  a 
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happy  one.  The  persistently  mutinous  state  of  Ireland 
and  the  necessity  of  catering  to  a  powerful  labor  element 
entirely  out  of  sympathy  with  the  world-policeman's 
job  (in  Russia,  for  instance)  has  dimmed  the  prestige 
and  seriously  weakened  the  policy  of  the  Government. 

Mr.  Lloyd  George,  like  our  own  Mr.  Harding,  appar- 
ently preferred  peace  at  home  to  vigorous  action  abroad. 
He  continued  the  coquetting  with  the  Soviet  leaders, 
which  from  the  beginning  dismayed  French  statesmen. 
So  it  was  left  for  France  late  in  August  to  go  to  the  rescue 
of  Poland,  as  it  was  earlier  left  for  France  to  bring  Ger- 
many to  a  realizing  sense  of  her  treaty  obligations  in  the 
matter  of  delivering  coal  to  the  allies,  the  reduction  of  the 
military  establishment,  and  the  surrender  of  arms. 

In  both  cases  France's  threat  of  the  application  of 
force  was  backed  by  France's  ability  to  use  that  force, 
and  Frenchmen's  willingness  to  see  it  used.  The  German 
peril  remains  too  real  to  every  Frenchman  and  to  every 
French  woman  to  admit  of  hesitation  where  Germany's 
policy  of  evasion  is  concerned.  The  pocket  of  every 
Frenchman  is  too  nearly  concerned  in  the  creation  of  a 
responsible  and  solvent  government  in  Russia,  for  him  to 
look  with  favor  on  Soviet  success  at  home  or  abroad. 

England,  at  first,  temporized  with  Germany  as  she  did 
with  the  Leninites.  France  took  a  firm  stand  with  both. 
At  the  Spa  conference,  between  July  5  and  July  16,  Lloyd 
George's  voice  was  indeed  the  voice  of  sternness.  But  the 
will  to  be  stern  was  in  Alillerand,  not  in  Lloyd  George. 

The  truth  is  that  with  little  England  at  home  in  no 
imaginable  danger  from  a  Germany  deprived  of  her  fleet, 
the  use  of  force  by  England,  would  have  been  too  violently 
opposed  by  British  labor.  Any  British  government  which 
tried  to  use  military  force  an\''where  on  the  continent  of 
Europe  would  run  the  risk  of  finding  itself  replaced  by  a 
new  Government  so  radical;  that  it  might  conceivably  do 
anything  —  even  to  concluding  an  alliance  with  a  sup- 
posed reformed  Radical  Germany.    Mr.  Lloyd  George  was 
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bound,  therefore,  to  proceed  with  the  utmost  caution,  not 
less  (or  more)  for  England's  sake  than  for  the  safety  of 
the  world,  in  which  England  still  acts  powerfully  as  a 
stabilizer. 

Again,  when,  in  the  middle  of  August,  Poland  seemed 
almost  certain  to  be  overrun  by  the  Red  Army,  under  ex- 
sergeant  Budenny,  headed  for  Warsaw,  the  British  answer 
to  Poland's  loud  cry  for  help  was  the  cool  advice  to  make 
peace  on  the  best  terms  to  be  had  from  the  conquerors. 
France's  answer,  not  directed  through  diplomatic  chan- 
nels, was  to  send  French  officers  —  including  Foch's 
well-tried  Chief  of  Staff,  General  Weygand  —  to  reor- 
ganize the  demoralized  Polish  armies. 

What  there  is  to  know  about  the  art  and  practice  of 
modern  warfare  is  known  to  nobody  better  than  to  the 
surviving  officers  of  that  French  nation  in  arms,  which 
after  nearly  two  years  of  peace,  is  still  a  nation  of  soldiers. 
The  unexpected  but  not  illogical  result  —  the  thrusting 
back  of  the  Red  forces  with  serious  loss  —  chiefly  in 
captured  men  and  arms  —  was  the  deliverance  of  the 
Polish  capital  and  an  object  lesson  for  high  politicians. 

For  the  world  has  been  curiously  disposed  of  late  to 
credit  the  Reds  with  the  same  sort  of  invincibility  which 
it  used  to  ascribe  to  the  Germans.  If  the  Reds  them- 
selves have  been  industrious  and  clever  in  playing  upon 
public  credulity  in  this  regard,  it  is  only  fair  to  add  that 
their  efforts  have  been  prodigiously  assisted  by  their  own 
worst  enemies  —  especially  the  conservative  press.  These 
enemies  have  habitually  so  underated  the  Reds'  military 
power,  so  persistently  magnified  all  Red  defeats  and  set- 
backs, so  ardently  disseminated  all  reports  of  Red  disaster, 
that  Red  victories  when  they  came  have  seemed  little 
short  of  miracles.  Kolchack  and  Denikin  were  all  but 
conquerors  before  they  were  suddenly  conquered.  The 
Poles  were  sweeping  everything  before  them  in  the 
Ukraine  until,  all  at  once,  it  appeared  that  the  Bol- 
sheviki  were  masters  of  Kief,  and  the  drive  was  under 
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way  which  only  just  missed  reducing  Poland  to  something 
like  vassalage  to  Soviet  Moscow. 

It  was  at  the  very  crisis  of  the  Polish  situation,  it  may 
be  remembered,  when  the  position  of  the  Poles  seemed  des- 
perate, and  when  the  question  of  England's  aid  seemed  to 
hang  in  the  balance,  that  representatives  of  English  trade 
unions  met  and  empowered  their  Council  of  Action  to 
take  measures  to  prevent  war  at  all  costs  —  and  specific- 
ally war  against  the  Soviets.  Leaders  like  Thomas,  head 
of  the  transport  workers,  said  openly  at  this  meeting  that 
the  unions  would  not  stick  at  revolution  itself  to  gain 
their  point.  Lloyd  George,  the  morning  after,  observed 
that  labor's  threat  was  '*  swinging  a  sledge  hammer  at  an 
open  door."  The  Premier,  fully  aware  of  the  existence  of 
the  sledge  hammer  before  it  began  to  swing,  and  fearful 
of  its  effect,  had  taken  good  care  not  to  close  the  door. 
The  Poles  must  fend  for  themselves. 

Promptly  afterwards,  representatives  of  these  master- 
ful British  labor  unions  crossed  over  to  France  to  confer 
with  leaders  of  the  French  C.  G.  T.  or  Confederation  Gen- 
erale  de  Travail.  According  to  published  outgivings,  the 
French  labor  people  were  one  with  their  British  brethren. 
They  were  resolute  in  having  nothing  to  do  with  war  with 
the  Russian  Reds  on  anybody's  behalf.  But  the  French 
Government,  which  had  already  more  than  once  proved  its 
ability  to  defy  the  C.  G.  T.  at  home,  was  not,  it  seemed, 
afraid  of  visiting  British  labor  either.  The  English  delegates 
were  sent  back  to  England  to  mind  their  own  business. 

Recognition  by  France  of  General  Wrangel's  de  facto 
government  of  South  Russia  —  a  recognition  which  caused 
so  much  amazement  and  surprise  in  the  British  Prime 
Minister  —  was  another  bold  step  in  the  same  bold  French 
game.  The  strategy  in  this  case,  again,  was  amply  ex- 
plained by  the  French  statemen's  knowledge  that  the 
French  public  recognized  its  own  interest  in  the  restora- 
tion of  Russia  to  responsibility.     Lloyd  George's  caution, 
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his  amazement  and  surprise,  must  be  explained  in  turn  by 
his  knowledge  that  the  laborite  recognizes  no  other  interest 
in  the  matter  than  the  likelihood  of  more  foreign  military 
service  and  more  taxes  to  pay.  This  type  of  Briton  has 
made  it  clear  that  he  wants  no  more  of  either  of  these 
things,  and  is  resolved  not  to  have  them.  It  is  doubtful 
if  even  the  menace  of  a  Bolshevik-Turkish  combination  to 
drive  the  British  out  of  Mesopotamia  and  cut  out  the  hard- 
won  land-link  between  India  and  Egypt,  would  constitute 
a  fighting  matcer  in  the  view  of  this  practical  patriot. 

Indeed,  the  nightmare  of  the  contemporary  British 
statesman  may  be  assumed  to  be  the  fear  that  a  change  of 
ministry  and  the  entry  into  power  of  a  thorough-going  radi- 
cal labor  Government  might  mean  nothing  less  than  the  de- 
struction of  Great  Britain's  whole  elaborate  imperial  policy, 
and  the  beginning  of  the  swift  end  of  the  British  Empire. 

With  that  nightmare  in  mind,  directors  of  British 
policy  have  hardly  dared  to  attempt  coercion  anywhere, 
except  in  Ireland  —  where  they  have  not  dared  to  omit 
coercion.  The  case  of  Egypt,  which  has  been  restive  and 
inconveniently  insistent  on  self-determination  ever  since 
the  President  injected  that  unfortunate  phrase  into  world 
affairs,  is  the  complement  to  the  case  of  Poland.  Recent 
British  action  there  looking  to  substituting  a  so-called 
British  alliance  for  a  British  protectorate  might  be  re- 
garded as  the  beginning  of  the  breakdown  of  the  system 
out  of  which  was  distilled  Mr.  Kipling's  phrase  about 
carrying  the  white  man's  burden.  Looking  at  it  that  way, 
Mr.  Wilson's  word-magic  may  be  said  to  have  overcome 
the  word-magic  of  the  British  wizard. 

But  it  is  more  to  the  point  to  observe  that  Mr.  Wilson's 
magic,  expressed  in  Secretary  Colby's  note  of  August  lo  in 
answer  to  Italy's  inquiry  about  our  official  attitude  toward 
Soviet  Russia,  also  failed  signally  to  give  aid  to  British  pol- 
icy as  represented  by  Lloyd  George.  The  boldness  of 
France  in  Poland  was  not  a  little  assisted  bv  the  declara- 
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tion  from  Washington  of  a  firm  purpose  never  to  recognize 
in  Russia  a  government  doubly  tainted  by  its  refusal  to 
submit  itself  to  the  free  suffrages  of  the  Russian  people; 
and  by  its  repudiation  of  Russia's  international  obligations 
—  indeed  of  all  obligations  to  governments  of  other  nations. 

Mr.  Colby's  note  declared  also  against  alienation  of 
any  Russian  territory  while  the  irresponsibility  of  Red 
rule  persisted.  But  that  dictum,  it  was  generally  under- 
stood, was  not  to  be  interpreted  as  a  sop  to  Lenin  and  his 
gang,  but  a  gentle  reminder  to  Japan.  Once  more  it  was 
to  be  made  clear  that  the  Saghalen  seizure  could  not  be 
regarded  by  the  White  House  as  creating  for  the  Tokio 
government  any  new  rights  in  the  Russian  Far  East. 

A  second  note  transmitted  to  Warsaw  by  the  Secretary 
of  State,  August  21,  when  the  Bolshevist  drive  seemed 
to  have  suffered  total  collapse,  emphasized  the  special 
American  doctrine  (for  over-seas  application)  that  vic- 
tory in  the  field  does  not  establish  for  the  victor  a  right 
to  any  of  the  territory  of  the  conquered.  Warsaw  was 
warned  that  the  United  States  considered  it  ** highly  in- 
advisable for  Poland  to  engage  in  territorial  aggression 
against  Russia,"  and  the  intimation  was  added  that  the 
Washington  government  would  be  *' gratified"  if  Poland 
would  issue  a  declaration  of  its  purpose  to  remain  within 
the  ethnographic  frontier  indicated  by  the  Peace  Con- 
ference pending  agreement  with  Russia  upon  the  subject. 

This  second  Colby  note  arrived  just  as  the  Poles  re- 
jected the  Bolshevist  peace  terms  handed  out  at  Minsk  — 
terms  formulated  when  the  Leninites  were  victorious  and, 
therefore,  as  sure  of  rejection  in  the  changed  conditions 
as  would  be  the  highwayman's  demand  for  your  money  or 
your  life  when  the  pistol  had  passed  from  his  hand  to  yours. 
The  hint  to  the  Poles  not  to  repeat  the  mistake  which  ini- 
tiated the  affair  was  none  the  less  salutary  though  up  to 
time  of  going  to  press  they  had  not  made  any  formal  prom- 
ises to  be  good. 

Henry  Irving  Brock. 


A  WOMAN'S  POINT  OF  VIEW 

Some  Roads  to  Peace,  by  HARRIET  STANTON  BLATCH 

"Peace  will  come  when  the  influence  of  women  is  fully  effective" 
writes  Mrs.  Blatch  in  her  book  which  she  claims  is  a  reflection  of 
the  minds  of  the  women  of  Europe.  Mrs.  Blatch  went  to  Europe 
to  gather  material  for  a  book  on  the  constructive  outcomes  of  the 
Great  War.  Instead  she  has  written  a  book  which  is  a  contribu- 
tion to  the  library  against  all  war.  *'The  Woman's  Point  of  View" 
is  a  record  of  facts  with  a  keen  constructive  conclusion — a  program 
for  progress  in  which  the  author  suggests  ''four  great  roads  which 
may  lead  to  peace  and  the  saving  of  our  civihzation."   Price  $1.2^ 

THE  YOUNG  WOMAN  CITIZEN 

A  Restatement  of  Citizenship  in  World  Terms,  by  MARY  AUSTIN 

A  brilliantly  written  discussion  of  the  responsibilities  assumed 
with  the  right  to  vote.  Mrs.  Austin  has  long  been  recognized  as 
one  of  the  most  foreseeing  of  American  feminists.  She  has  lived 
in  the  West  and  in  the  East  and  has  traveled  extensively  abroad 
always  studying  economic  and  social  questions.  Mrs.  Austin 
writes  with  authority,  presenting,  without  prejudice,  woman's 
responsibility  for  citizenship  as  compared  with  man's.  "The  first 
thing  that  the  woman  citizen  must  do,"  writes  Mrs.  Austin,  "  is  to 
ask  herself  whether  she  is  coming  to  her  new  obligation  as  another 
less  experienced  man,  or  whether  she  has  anything  to  contribute 
as  a  woman."  The  Young  Woman  Citizen  is  a  book  for  all  world 
citizens.  Price,  cloth  $i.7S'  paper  $1.00 

PROCEEDINGS  OF  THE  INTERNATIONAL  CON- 
FERENCE OF  WOMEN  PHYSICIANS 

The  International  Conference  of  Women  Physicians  held  in  New 
York  City  September  15  to  October  25th,  1919,  under  the  auspices 
of  the  National  Board  of  the  Young  Women's  Christian  Associa- 
tion was  of  worldwide  interest.  The  proceedings  of  this  epoch- 
making  conference  have  been  published,  in  full,  in  six  attractive 
volumes  under  the  following  titles  — 

Volume      I.  "General  Problems  of  Health." 

Volume    II.  "Industrial  Health." 

Volume  III.  "The  Health  of  the  Child." 

Volume  IV.  "Moral  Codes  and  Personality." 

Volume    V.  "Adaptation  of  the  Individual  to  Life." 

Volume   VI.  "Conservation  of  Health  of  Women  in  Marriage." 

Price,  $3.00y  the  set  of  six  volumes 


Bo.kj.,.p.E«^.    jj^g  WOMANS  PRESS     *%'fwToAGr' 


When  writing  to  advertisers,  kindly  mention  The  Unpartizan  Review 


I 


I 


AP         The  Unpaxtizan  review 
2 

U572 
v.lk 


PLEASE  00  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


p    ' 

V    ■   . 

t        : 
-, 

'<   ■..,'. 

i;   : 

!'  i 

